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A. Dramatis Perfone. 


Scalus, Prince of Verona. 
Paris, a young Nobleman in Love with Juliet, 
and Kin{man to the Prince. 
Mountague,) Two Lords of antient Families, Ene- 
Capulet, =f mies to cach other. 
Romeo, Sox to Mountague. 
Mercutio, Kinfman to the Prince, and Friend to 
Romeo. 
Benvolio, Kin/man and Friend to Romeo. 
Tybalt, Kin/man to Capalec. 
friar Lawrence. ) 
Friar John. 
Balthafar, Servant to Romeo. 
Page to Paris. 
oa bSerounts to Capulet. 
Abram, Servant to Mountague, 
Apothecary. 
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Lady Mountague, Wtfe to Mountague. 

Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet. | 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet, in Love with Romeo. 
Nurfe to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona, Jeveral Men and Women Re- 
lations to Capulet, Maskers, Guards, and other 
Attendants. 





The SCENE, in the beginning of the Fifth Aé, 
ne #s in Mantua; during all the reff of the Play, 
q, __._ it and near Verona, 


ROMEO 



















ACE ELE SCENES 
SCENE the Street in Verona. 


Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with Swords and Buacklers. 


SAMPSON. 

~—atRegory, a my word we'll not carry Coals. 
i] Greg. No, for then we fhould be Colliers: 
Sam. I mean, if we be in Choler, we'll draw. 
£4 Greg. Ay, while you live,draw your Neck 
Sf out o’th’Collars 
Sam. I {trike quickly, being mov'd, 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov’d to ftrike. 

Sam. A Dog of the Houfe of AZoantague moves me, 

Greg. To move, is to ftir; and to:be valiant, is to ftand: 
Therefore, if thou art mov’d, thou runn’ft away, 

‘Sam. A Dog of that Houfe fhall move. me to ftand: 
T will take the Wall of any Man or Maid of Afguntagae’s, 

Greg. That thews thee weak, Slave, for the weakeft goes 
to the Wail. : : 
Vou VY. B 2 | S8Mbq 
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Sam. True, and therefore Women, being the weakelt 
Veflels, are ever thruft to the Wall: therefore I wil! pufh 
Aountague’s Men from the Wall, and thruft his Maids to the 
W all. 

Greg. The Quarrel is between our Mafters, and us their 
Men, 

Sam. *Yis all one, I will thew my felf a Tyrant: when I 
have fought with the Men, I will be civil with the Maids, 
and cut off their Heads. 

Greg. The Heads of the Maids? 

Sam. Ay, the Heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They mutt take it in fenfe that feel ir, 

Sam. Me they fhall feel while I am able to ftand: 

And *tis:known [am a pretty piece of Fleth. 

Greg. “Tis well thou art not Fith: if thou hadft, thou 
hadft been Poor Fohn. Draw thy Tool, here comes of the 
Houfe of the AZountagues. 

Enter Abram and Balthafar. 

Sam, My naked Weapon is our; quarrel, I will back thee. 

Greg. How? turn thy back and run? 

Sam, Fear me not. 

Greg. ‘No, marry: I fear thee. 

Sam. Let us take the Law of our fides: fet them begin, 

Greg. I will frown as I pafs by, and let them take it 4s 
they lift. © | : 

Sam. Nay, asthey dare. I will bite my Thumb at them, 


which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it. 


Abr, Do you bite your Thumb at us, Sir? 

Sam, 1 do bitemy Thumb, Sir. _ , 

br. Do you bite your Thumb at us, Sire 

Sam. 1s the Law on our fide, if J fay ay? 

Greg, No. 

Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my Thumb at you, Sir: but 
I bite my Thumb, Sir. 

Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir? 

Abr. Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir. 

Sam, \f you do, Sir, f am for you; I ferve as good a 
Man as you. | 

Abr, No better? 
é SAM. Well, Sirs 
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Exter Benvolio. ; 
Greg. Say better: here comes one of my Mafter’s Kinfmen, 
Sam, Yes, better. 
Abr, You Lie. 
Sam, Draw, if you be Men. Gregory, remember thy 
wafhing blow, | They fight 
Ben, Part, Fools, put up your Swords, you know not 
what you do, ie eee 
Enter Tybalt. 
Tyb. What, art thou drawn among thefe heartlefs Hinds? 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy Death. 
Ben, 1 do but keep the Peace; put up thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part thefe Men with me. 
Tyo. What draw, and talk of Peace? I hate the word 
As I hate Hell, all Aoumeagues and thee: : | 
Have at thee, Coward. | Fight. 
Enter three or four Citizens with Cluds. 
Offic. Clubs, Bills, and Partifans! ftrike! beat ‘hem down, 
Down with the Capulets, down with the Adountagues, 
Enter old Capulet in his Gown, and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noife is this? Give me my long Sword, ho? 
La. Cap. A Crutch, a Crutch: why-call you, fora Sword? 
Cap. A Sword, I fay: Old Adountague is come, 
And flourifhes his Blade in {pight of me. 
Enter old Mountague and Laay Mountague. 
Moun. Thou Villain, Capalet Hold me notslet me go. 
La. Moun. Thou halt not. ftir a foot ro feek a Foe. 
Enter Prince with =Attenaants, 
Prin, Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to, Peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbour-ilainea siee:— 
Will they not hear? What ho,. you Men, , you Beafts, 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rage; 
With purple Fountains iffuing from your, Veins: 
On pain of Torture, from thefe bloody. Hands 
Throw your miftemper’d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved, Prince. 
Three civil Broils, bred of an airy: word, 
By thee, old Cz; nd Adountague, 
Have thrice difturt’d the quiet of our Streets, 
And made Verona’s anticat Civizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming Ornaments, 
Bg: ee F 
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To wield old Partifans, in Hands as old, 
Cankred with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate : 
If ever you difturb our Streets again, 
Your Lives fhall pay the Forfeit of the Peace. 
For this time all the reft depart away: 
You, Capalet, thall go along with me; 
And, Moustague, come you this Afternoon, 
To know our further Pleafure in this cafe, 
To old Freestown, our common Judgment-place : 
Once more, on pain of Death, all’ Men depart. | 
[Exeunt Prince and Capulet, &c, 
La, Moun. Who fet this ancient Quarrel new abroach 2 
Speak, Nephew, were you by when it began ? 
Ben. Here were the Servants of your Adverfary, 
And yours, clofe fighting, eer I did approach; 
I drew to part them: In the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his Sword prepar’d, 
Which as he breath’d Defiance to my Ears, 
Fie {wong about his Head, and cut the Winds, 
Who nothing hurt withal, kif’d him in Scorn; 
While we were interchanging thrufts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
?Till the Prince came, who parted eithér part. | 
La. Moun. O where is Romeo, faw you him to Day? 
Right glad am 1, he was not at this Fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp’d Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden Window of the E aft, 
A troubled Mind drave me to walk abroad, 
Where underneath the Grove of Sycamour, 
That Weftward rooteth from this City fide, . 
So early walking did I fee your Son; 
‘Towards. him I- made, but he was ware of me, 
And ftole into the Covert of the Wood; 
1 meafuring his Affe@ions by my own, 
Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found, 
Being one too many by my weary {elf, 
Purfued my Humour, not purfuing his, | 
And gladly thun'd, who gladly fd from ‘me. 
Mfoun. Many a Morning hath he there been {een 
With Tears augmenting the freth Morning Dew, 
Adding to Clouds, more Clouds, with his deep fichs: 
But all fo foon as the all-cheering Sun, Should, 
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Should, in the fartheft Eaft, begin to draw 
The thady Curtains from darora’s Bed, 
Away from light fteals home my heavy Son, 
And private in his Chamber pens himfelf, 
Shuts up his Windows, locks fair Day-light, out, 
And makes himfelf an artificial Night. 
Black and portentous muft this Humour prove, 
Unlefs good Counfel may the Caufe remove, 
Ben. My Noble Uncle, do you know the Caufe? 
Moun. Uneither know it, nor can learn it of him, 
Ben. Have you importun’d him by any means & 
Moun. Both by my felf, and many other Friends; 
But he, his own Affections Counfellor, 
Is to himfelf (I will not fay how true) 
But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe, 
So far from founding and difcovery, 
As is the Bud bit with an envious Worm, 
E’er he can fpread his {weet Leaves to the Air, 
Or dedicate his Beauty to the fame. 
Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give Cure, as know. 
Enter Romeo. 
Ben. See where he comes: fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
ll know his Grievance, or be much deny’d. 
Moun. 1 would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay, 
To hear true Shrift. Come, Madam, let’s away. [| Exeunt. 
Ben. Good Morrow, Coufin. 
Rom, Is the day fo young ¢ 
Ben. But new ftruck nine. 
Rom. Ah me, fad hours feem long. 
Was that my Father that went hence fo fait? 
Bens It was: What fadnefs lengthens Romeo’s hours? 
Rom. Not having that, which having, makes them fhort. 
Ben. In Love? | 
Rom, Out 
Ben, Of Love? 
Rom. Out of her Favour, where I am in Love. 
Ben. Alas, that Love fo gentle in his view, 
Should be fo tyrannous aod rough in proof. 
Rom. Alas, that Love, whofe view is muffled fill, 
Should without Eyes, fee path-ways to his will: 
B 4 — Where 








"3080 Romeo seV7uliet. 











: ” AT Soa " 8 


Where fhall we dine?---O me !.----what fray was here Geman 
‘Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all: 3 
Here’s much to do with Hate, but more with Love: 
Why then, O brawling Love! O loving Hate! 
O any thing of nothing fir create: 
© heavy Lightnefs, ferious Vanity, 
Mithapen Chaos of well-feeming Forms, 
Feather of Lead, bright Smoke, cold Fire, fick Health, 
Still-waking Sleep, that is not what it is: | 
This Love feel I, that feel no Love in this. 
Doft thou not laugh 
Ben. No Coz, I rather weep. 
Kom, Good Heart, at what2 
Ben. At thy good Heart's Oppreffion, 
Rom. Why fuch is Love’s Tranfgreffion. 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breafts. 
Which thou wile Propagate to have it preft 
With more of thine, this Love that thou haft thewn 
Doth add more Grief to too much of mine own, 
Love is a fmoke made of the fume of Sighs, 
Being pure’d, a Fire {parkling in Lovers Eyes, 
cing vext, a Séa nourith’d with loving Tears: 


What is it lfc? a madnefs moft difcreet, 


A choaking Gill, and a preferving Sweet: | 
Farewel, my Coz, | Going, 
Ben. Soft, I will go along, 
And if you leave me {, you do me wrong, 
Kom. . But I have Ic ft my felf, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, he's fome other where, 
Ben. Teil me in fadnefs, who is that you love? 
Ror. What, thal! I Sroan and tell theee 
Ben, Groan 2 why no; bit fadly tell me, who. 
Rom, A fick Man in good fadnefs makes his will.~- 
O; word ill urg’d to one that is fo 1]]——__ 
In fadaefs, Coufin, I do love a Woman, 
Bex. I aim’d fo near, when I {uppos’d you Jov’d. 
Kon. A right good Marks-man, and the’s fair I love, 
Ben. A right fair mark, fair Coz, is fooneft hit. 
Rom, Well in that hit you mifs; the’ll not ‘be hit 
With Cupid’s Arrow; the hath Dian’s Wigs. <* 
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And in ftrong proof of Chaftity well arm’d; : 
From Love’s weak childith Bow, fhe lives uncharm’d. 
She will not flay theSiege of loving Terms, 

Nor bide th’ Encounter of affailing Eyes, 

Nor ope her Lap to Saint-{educing Gold : 

O fhe isrich in Beauty, only poor, 

That when fhe dies, with Beauty dies her ftore. 

Ben. Then the hath fworn, that the will ftill live chafte? 

Rom. She hath, and inthat fparing makes huge wafte. 
For Beauty ftarv’d with her feveriry, 

Cuts Beauty off from all Pofterity. 

She is too fair, too wife; wifely too fair, 
To merit Blifs by making me defpair ; 

She hath for{worn to love, and in that Vow 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben, Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes; 

Examine other Beauties. 
Rom. Tis the way tocallhers (exquifite) in queftion more. 
Thofe happy Masks that kifs fair Ladies Brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious Treafure of his Eye-fight loft. 
Shew me a Miftrefs that is pafling fair; 
What doth her Beauty ferve, but asa Note, 
Where I may read who paft that pafling fair. 
Farewel, thou canft not teach me to forget. 
Ben. VU pay that doGrine, or elfe dieindebt. [Exeunt. 
: Enter Capulet, Paris and Servant. 

Cap. Mountague 1s bound as well as I, 

Tn pénalcy alike; and *tis not hard,® [ think, 
‘For Men fo old as sve to*keep the Peace. 

Par. Of hondurable reck’ning are you both, 
And pity’cis you liv’d at odds fo long: 
Bucnow, my Lord, what fay you to my Buit? 

Cap. But faying o’er what I bave faid before: 
My Child is yet.a Stranger 1p the World, 

She hath not feen the change of fourteen Years, 
Let two more Summers wither.in their Pride, 
E’er we may think her ripe to be a Bride. 


. 
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Par. Younger than fhe are happy Mothers made. 
Cap. And too foon marr’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe, 
She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
My will to her confent is but 4 part, 
And fhe agree, within her {cope of choice 
Lies my confent, and fair according Voice: 
This Night, I hold an old accuftom’d Feaft, 
Wehereto I have invited many a Gueft, 
Such as I love, and you among the itore, 
Once more, moft welcome makes my number more: 
At my poor Houfe, look to behold this Night, 
Earth-treading Stars that make dark Heay’n light, 
Such comfort as do lufty young Men feel, 
When well-apparell’d April on the heel 
Of limping Winter treads, even fuch; delight 
Among freth Female buds thall you this Night 
Inherit at my Houfe; hear all, all fee, 
And like her moft, whofe merit moft thall be - 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one, 
May ftand in number, though in reck’sing none. 
Come, go with me. Go, Sirrah, trudge abour; 
Through fair Verona, find thofe Perfons out, 
Whofe Names are written there, and to them fay, 
My Houfeand Welcome on their pleafure ftays [Ex. Cap. Par, 
Ser. Find them out whofe Names are written here2 It js 
written, that the Shooé-maker fhould meddle with his Yard, 
and the Tailor with His Laft, the Fifher with his Pencil, and 
the Painter with his Nets, But I am fent to find thofe Per- 
‘fons whofe Names are wit, and can never find what Names 
the writing Perfon hath here wrir, (I muft to the Learned) 
to good time, 
ie. | Enter Benvolio and Romeo, 
Pen, Tut Man, one Fire burns our another’s burn 
Oné pain ‘iis leffen’d by another’s anguith ; 
‘Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning, 
One defperate Grief cures with another's languifh : 
Fake thou fome new Infe@ion to the Eye, 
Ard the rank Peifoa of the old will die. 
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Pom, Your Plantan Leaf is excellent for that. 
Ben, For what, I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken Shin. 

Ben. Why, Komeos art thou mad? 

Rom. Not mad, bit bound more thana mad Manis: 

Shut up in Prifon, keep without my Food, 

Whipt and tormented ; and———-Good- cen, good Fellow. 
Ser. God gi’ Good-e’en: i pray, Sir, can you read? 
Rom, Ay; mine own Fortune in my Mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learn’d it without Book: 


But, [prays, can you read any thing you fee? 
Rom. Ay; if I know the Letters and the Language. 


Ser. Ye fay honeitly, reft you merry. 
Rom, Stay Fellows I can re:d. 


; He reads the Letter. 
Ignior Martino, and his Wife and Daughter: Count An- 
J {elm and his beauteous Sifters the Lady Widow of Vitru- 
vio, Signior Placentino, and his lovely Nieces; Mercutio and 
his Brother Valentine; mine Uncle Capulet, bis Wife and 
Daughters 5 my fair Niece Rofaline, Livia, Sigzior Valentio, 
and his Coufin Tybalt ; Lucio, avd the lovely Helena. 


A fair Affembly; whither fhould they come ¢ 

Ser. Up. 

Rom. Whither ¢ to Suppers 

Ser. To our Houle. 

Rom. Whole Houfe ¢ 

Ser. My: Mafter’s. 

Rom. Indeed I thould have askt you that before. 

Ser. Now I'll tell you withoutasking. My Matter is the 
great rich Capzlet, and if you be not of the Houfe of Afoux- 
tagues, I pray come and crufh a Cup of Wine, Reft you 
merry. | Exits 

Ben, At this fame ancient Peaft of Capalets, 

Sups the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo loveft; 
With al! the admired Beauties of Verona : 

Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 
Compare her Face with fome that I fhall fiew, 
And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. 


Rom, 
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Rom. When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains fuch Falfehood, then turn Tears to Fire; 
And thefe who often drown’d could never die, 
Traniparent Hereticks be bucat for Liars, 

One fairer than my Love! the all-feeing Sun 
Never faw her Match, fince Grft the World begun, 
Ben, Vut, tut, you faw her fair, none elfe being by, 
~ Her felf pois’d with her {elf in either Eye: 
But in thofe Chryftal Seales, let there be weigh’d, 
Your Ladies love againft fome other Mard, 
That I will thew you, fhining at this Feaft, 
And the’ll thew {cant well, that now fh ews beft. 
Kom. V’ll go along, no fuch fight to be thewn, 
But to rejoice in {plendor of mine own. 


SCENE Il. Capulet’s Hou/z 


Enter Lady Capulet, and Nar fe, 


La, Cap. Nurfe, where’s my Daughter? call her forth 
fo me, 


Nurfe. Now by my Maiden-head, at twelve Years old, [ 
bad her come: what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid,...~ 
Where’s this Gir] 2 what, Fulier ? 

; Enter Juliet, 

Ful. How now, who calls? 

Narfe. Your Mother. | 

Ful. Madam, Iam here, what is your Will2 

La. Cap. This is the gnatter. ---Nurfe, give leave a while, 
we muft talk in Secret. Nurfe come back again, I have re- 

membied me, thouf hear my Counfel: Thou knoweft my 
Daughter's of.a pretty Age, 3 
Nurfe. Faith, €canteli her Age unto an Hour, 
La, Cap. Sie’s not fourteen, ) 
Narfe. Pilly fourceen of my Teeth, 
And yet to my Teeth he it fooken, 
] have but four, fhe’s not fourteen; 
How long is it now to Lammas tide? 
La. Cap. A fortnighe and odd Days. | 
Warfe. Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, come Lay. 
mas-Hive at Night thall the be fourteen. Sufan and the, God 
yelt all Chriftian Souls,. were of an Age, Well Su/az is with 


God, 
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God, fhe was too good for me, But as I faid, on Lasmmas- 
Eve at Night fhall fhe be fourteen, that fhall fhe, marry, 
I remember it well. ’Tis fince the Earthquake now eleven 
Years, and fhe was wean’d, I never fhall forget it, of all 
the Days inthe Year, upon that Day; for I had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dug, fitting in the Sun under the Dove- 
Houfe Wall, my,Lord and you were then at 4/antua——nay, 
Ido bear a Brain. Butas.I faid, when it did tafte the Worm- 
wood onthe Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, pretty 
Fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug. Shake, 
Quoth the Dove-houfe ’rwas no need | trow to bid me 
trudge; and fince that time it is eleven Years, for then fhe 
could ftand alone, nay, byth’ Rood the could have run, and 
wadled all about;. for’even the Day before ‘he broke her 
Brow,.and then my Husband, God be his Soul, a was 
a merry Man, took up the Child, yea, quoth he, doft thou 
fall upon thy Face 2 thou wilt fall backward when thou haft 
more Wit, wilt thou not, Fuliet? And by my Holy-dam, 
the pretty Wretch left Crying, amd faid, Ay; to fee now how 
a Jeft fhall come about. I warrant, and I fhould live a 
thoufand Years, I never fhould forgec it: Wilt thou not, 
Fuliet, quoth he? and pretty Fool, it ftinted, and faid, Ay. 

La.Cap. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy Peace. 

Nurfz. Yes, Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
think it fhould leave crying, and fay, Ays and yet I warrant, 
it had upon its Brow a bump as big as a young Cockrels 
Stone: A perilous knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth 
my Husband, fall’ upon thy Face ¢ thou wilt fall back- 
‘ward when thou comeft to Age; wilt thou not, Juliet ? 
Ic ftinted, and faid, Ay. 

Ful. And {tint thee too, I pray thee, Nurfe,; fay I. 

Nurfe. Peace, { have done: God mark thee to his Grace, 
thow waft the prettieft Babe chat e’er I nurft,’and I might 
live to fee thee married once, I have my with. 

La. Cap.: Marry, that marry is the very Theam 
I came to talk of ; tell me, Daughter fulier, 
How ftands your difpofition to be married ¢ 

Ful. *Tis an hour that I dream not of. 

Nurfe, Ao hour, were not 1 thine only Nurfe, I would 
fay that thou hadft fack’d Wifdom from thy Treat. 

| 3 La. Caps 
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La.Cap. Well, think of Marriage now; younger than you 

Here in Verona, Ladies of Efteem, 

Are made already Mothers, By my count, 

f was your Mother much upon thefe Years; 

That you are now 4 Maid; thus then in brief, 

The valiant Paris {ecks you for his Love, | 

Nurfe. A Man, young Lady, Lady, fuch a Man, as all 
the World——Why he’s a Man of Wax. 

LiasCap, Verona’s Summer hath not fuch a Flower, 

WNurfe. Nay he’s a-Flower, in faith a very Flower, 

La, Cap, What fay you, can you love the Gentleman? 
This Night you :fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o’er. the Volume of young Paris’s Face, 
And find Delight writ there with Beauty’s Pen ; 
Examine every feveral Lineament, 

And fee how one, another lends Content ; 

Aad what obfcur’d in this fair Volume lyes, 
Find written in the Margent of his Eyes. 

his precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover, 
To beautifie him, on!y lacks a Cover, 

The Fith lives in the Sea, and ’tis much Pride 
For fair without, the fair within to hide : 
Dhat Book in manies Eyes doth thare the Glory, 
That in Gold Clafps locks.in the golden Story ; 
So fhall you fhare all that he doth poffefs, 

By having him, making your felf no lef. 

Nurfé. No lefs! nay bigger; Women grow by Men. 

La. Gap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris love2 

Ful. Vi look to like, if looking liking moye, 

But no more deep will I endart mine Eye, 
Than your Confent gives Strength to make it fly. 
Enter a Servant, 

Sere Madam, the Guetts are come, Supper fery’d up, you 
call’d, my young Lady ask’d for, the Nurfe curft in the 
Pantry, and every thing in extremity; I muft hence to 
Wait, I befeech you follow ftraight, [ Exit. 

La.Cap. We follow thee. Faliet, the County ftays, 

Nurfe. Go, Girl, feek happy Nights to happy Days, 


Exeunt, 


Ent e¥ 
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Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fx other 
Maskers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What, fhall this Speech be fpoke to our exculeé 
Or fhall we on without Apology ¢ 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixity, 

We'll have no Cupid hood-wink’d with a Scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar’s painted Bow of Lath, 
Scaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

Bur _let them meafure us by what they will, 
We'll meafure them a Meafure and be gone, 

Rom. Give me a Torch, em not forthis ambling. 
Being but heavy, J will bear the Light. | 

Mer. Nay; gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me, you have dancing Shoes 
Wich nimble Soles, I have a Sole of Lead, 

S» ftakes me to the Ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a Lover, borrow Cupid's Wings, 
And foar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. L amtoo fore impierced with his Shafe, 
To foar with his light Feathers, and to bound: 
T cannot bound.a pitch above dull Woe; 

Under Love’s heavy burden do I fisk. 

Mer. And to fink in it, fhould you burden Love, 
Too great oppreffion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is Love a tender thing 2 it is too rough, 

Too rude, too boifterous, it pricks like Thorn. 

Mer. If Love be rough with you, be rough with Loves 
Prick Love for pricking, and you Love beat down : 
Give me a Cafe to put my Vifage in, 

A Vifor for a Vifor; what care I 
What curious Eye doth quote Deformities, 
Here are the Beetle-brows fhall blufh for me. 
Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 
But every Man betake him to his Legs. 

Rom. A Torch for me, let Wantans, light of Heart, 

Tickle the fenfelefs Rufhes with their Heels ; 
For I am proverb’d with a Grand-fire Phrafe; 
[il be a Candle-lighter, and look on, 

The Game was ne’er fo fair, and I am Done. 

Mer. Tut, Dun’s the Moufe, the Conftables own word; 
If thou art Dun, we'll draw thee from the Mire; 

Or, 
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- She is the Fairies Mid-wife, and the comes in th 


Romes— Juliet. 

Or, fave your Reverence, Love, wherein thou ftickeft 
Up to the Ears: Come, we burn dayslight, ho. 

Kom. Nay, that’s not fo. 

Mder. I mean, Sir, we delay. 
We watte our Lights in yain, lights, lights, by day; 
Fake our good meaning, for our Judgment fits 
Five things in that, e’er once in our fine Wits, 

Kom. And we mean well in going to this Mask ; 
But ’tis no wit to 20. 

Mer. Why, may one ask? 

Kom. I dreamt a Dream to Night. 

Mer. And fo did I, 

Kom Well; what was yours? 

Mer. That Dreamers often Lie. 


Kom. In Bed afleep; while they do dream thin 


gs true. 
“Mer. O then I fee Queen Mab hath b 


een with you: 
ape no big- 


ger than an Agat-ftone on the Fore-finger of an Alderman, 


drawn with a teem of little Atomies, over Mens Nofes as 
they lye afleep: Her Waggon Spokes made of long Spinners 
Legs ; the Cover, of the Wings. of Grafhoppers ; her 
Frace of the {mallet Spider’s Web; her Collars of the 
Moonthine’s Watry beams; her Whip of Cricket’s bone,; 
the Lath of film; her Waggoner a {mall gray-coated Gnat, 
not half fo big as a round little Worm, prickt from the lazy 
Finger of a Woman. Her Chariot is an empty Hazel- 
Nut, made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time out 
of mind, the Fairies Coach-makers: And in this ftate the 
gallops Night by Night, through Lovers Brains; and then 
they dream of Love, On Countries Knees, that dream on 
Curfies ftrait: O’er Lawyers Fingers, who ftrait dream on 
Fees: O’er Ladies Lips, who ftrait on Kiffes dream, which 
oft theangry Mab with Blifters plagues, becaufe their Breaths 
with Sweet-meats tainted are, Sometimes fhe gallops 
oer a Courtier’s Nofe, and then dreams he of {mellio 
Ouf a Suit: And fometimes comes the witha Tith-pigs Tail, 
tickling a Parfon’s Nofe as he lies afleep; then he 
of anothér Benefice, Sometimes th 
Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Throats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcadoes, Spanifh Blades; of Healths five 
Fathom deep ; and then anon drums in his Ears, at which 


he, 


dreams 
e driveth o’er 4 Soldier’s 
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he ftarts and'wakes, and being thus fiighted, fwears a Prayer 
ortwo, and fl,cps again. This is that very Mab that plats 
the Manes of Horfes in the Nights and bakes the E!f locks 
in foul fluttifh Hairs, which once inrangled; much Misfor- 
tunes bodes. : 
This is the Hag, when Maids lye on their Backs, 
That prefles them, and learns them firft ‘to bear, 
Making them Women of good Carriage: 
This is fhe 
Rom. Peace, peacey Asercutio, peace; 
Thou talk’ft of nothing. 
Mer. True, I talk of Dreams; 
Which are the Children of an idle Brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain Phantafie, 
Which is as thin of fubftance as the Air, 
And more unconffant than the Wind; who wooes 
‘Even now the frezen bofom of the North, 
And being anyer’d, puffs away fiom thence, 
‘Turning his fide to the Dew-dropping South, 
Ben, This Wind you talk of, blows us from our felves; 
Supper 1s done, and we fhall come too Jate. 
Rom. \ fear too ea'ly; for my mind mifpives, 
Some conf qucnce ftill hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fea: ful date 
With this Night’s Revels, and expire the term 
Of a defpifed Life clo’d in my Breaft, 
By fome vile forfeit of untimely death ; 
But he that hath the ftcerage of my courfe, 
Dire& my Suit: On, lufty Gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, Drum. 





They. march about the Stage, and Servants come forth with 
their Napkins, 


1 Ser, Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take away ? 
Fle thife a Trencher! He fcrape a Trencher! 


2 Ser. When good Manners thalllye in one or two Meng ) 


Hands, and they unwath’d too, *tis a fou) thing, 

1 Ser, Away with the Joint-ftools, remove the Court=¢cup- 
board, look to the Plate: Good thou, faye me a. piece of 
March-pane ; and as thou loveft me, let the Porter Jer in 

Vo Le V. ; Cc Safan 
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Suffan Grindftone, and Nell, Anthony, and Potpane 

2 Ser. Ay, Boy, ready, 

t Ser. You are look’d for, call’d for, ask’d for, and fought 
for, in the great Chamber. 

2 Ser. We cannot be here and there too; chearly Boys; 
Be brisk a while, and the longer liver take all, [ Exeunt. 
Enter all the Guefts and Ladies te the Maskers, 

Cap. Welcome, G-ntlemen; 


‘Ladies that have their Toes 


Unplagu’d with Corns, will walk about with you. 

Ah me, my Miftreffes, which of you all 

Will now deny to Dance? She that makes dainty, 

She, I'll {wear, hath Corns; AmI come near ye now? 

Welcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day : | 

That I have worna Vifor, and could tel] 

A whifpering Tale in a fair Lady’s Ear, ° 

Such as would pleafe: “Tis gone; ’tis gone; ‘tis gone: 

You are all welcome, Gentlemen; come, Muficians, play. 
[Mufick plays, ana they Dance. 

A Hall, Hall;. give room, and foot it, Girls: Re. 

More Light ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up ; oe 

And quench the Fire, the Room is grown too hot. 

Ah, Sirrah, this unlook’d for {port comes well : 

Nay, fit, nay, fit, good Coufin Capsler, 

For you and I are paft our dancing days: 

How long is’t now fince laft your felf and I 

Were ina Mask? 

2 Cap. By’r Lady, thirty Years, 

t Cap. What, Man! ‘tis not fo much, ’tis not fo much: 
*Tis fince the Nuptial of Lucentio, ; 
‘Come Pentecoft, as quickly as it will, 

Some five and twenty Years, and then we Mask’d, 

2 Cap. *Tis more, ’tis more, his Son is Elder, Sir: 
His Son is Thirty. : 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that? 

His Son was but a Ward two Years ago, 

Rom, What Lady is that which doth enrich the Hand 
OF yonder Knight ? 

Sir. 1 know not, Sir. . 

Rom. _O the doth teach the Torches to burn bright 3 
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Like a rich Jewel in an e£thiop’s Ear: 
Beauty too rich for ufe, for Earth too dear! 
So fthews a Snowy Dove trooping with Crows, 
As yonder Lady o’er her Fellows fhows: 
The Meafure done, I'l] watch her.place of ftand, 
And touching hers, make blefled my rude Hand. 
Did my Heart love till now; forfwear it Sight? 
For I ne'er faw true Beauty "till this Night. 

Tib. This by his Voice fhould be a Afountague: 

Fetch me my Rapier, Boy: what dares the Slave 
Come hither cover’d with an Antick Face, 
To fleer and fcorn at our Solemnity 2 
Now by the ftock and honour of my Kin, 
To ftrike him dead, and hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why, how now, Kinfman, 
Wherefore ftorm you fo? 

Tib. Uncle, this is a A¢ountague, our Foe: 
A Villain that is hither come in {pight, 

To fcorn at our Solemnity this Night. 
Cap. Young Romeo, is it? 

7Tib. ’Tis he, that Villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 

To be a virtuous and well-govern’d Youth. 

I: would not for the wealth of all the Town, 
Here in my Houfe do him difparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no Note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou refped, 
Shew a fair Prefence, and put off thefe Frowns; 
And ill befeeming femblance of a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits, when fucha Villain is a Gueft, 
I'l] not endure him. 

Cap. He fhall be indur’d, 
What, Goodman-boy——I fay he fhall. .Go to-———= 
Am I the Mafter here, or you? Go to | 
You'll not endure him! God fhall mend my Soul, 
You'll make a Mutiny among the Gucits: 
You will fer Cock-ashoop? You'll. be the Man? 

7ib. Why, Uncle, *tis a thame. 

Cad, Go to, go to. 
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You are a faucy Boy ——"tis fo indeed 
This trick may chance to {cathe you; T know what, 
You mutt contrary me? Marry “tis time. 
Well faid,’my Hearts, you are a Princox, 20, 
Be quiet, or more light, for fhame; 
Lil make you quiet. What, cheerly, my Hearts, 
Tio. Patience perforce with wilful Choler meeting, 
Makes my Flefh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; but this Intrufion hall, er 
Now feeming fweet, cofvert to bitter Gall, 7 
Kom. If Tprophane with my unwworthieft Hand;[7o Juliet. 
This holy Shrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My Lips two blufhing Pilgrims ready ftand, 
To fmooth that rough touch with a tender K ifs. 
Ful. Good Pilgrim, 
You do wrong your Hand too much, 
Which mannerly Devotion fhews in this, 

For Saints have Hands——-the Pilgrim’s Hands do touch, 
And Plam to Palm, is holy Palmer’s Kifs. a 
Kom, Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too2. 
Fal, Ay, Pilgrim, Lips that they muft ufe in Prayer, 
Rom. O then, dear Saint, let Lips do what Hands do, 

They prey (grant thou) left Faith turn to Defpair, 
Ful. Saints do not move, 7 
Though grant for Prayers fake. 

___ Rom. Thet move not while my Prayers effe@ do takes 
Thus from my Lips, by thine my fin is purg’d, [ Kiffing her. 
Ful. Then have my Lips the fin that they have took, 

Rom. Sin from my Lips! O trefpafs {weetly urg’d: 
Give me my fin again. 

Fel. You kifs by. th’ Book, 

Nur. Madam, your Mother craves a word with 

Rom, What is her Mother 2 ? 

Nur. Marry, Batchelor, 
Her Mother is the Lady. of the Houft, 
Anda good Lady, and a wife and virtuous, 
I nurs’d her Daughter that you talk withal: 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the Chinks. 

Rom. \s the a Capulet ? ‘ 
© dear Account! My Life is my Foe’s debt, 
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Ben, Away, be gone, the {port is at the beft. 
Rom, Ay, {fo I fear, the more is my unreft. 
Cap./Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We have a trifling foolifh Banquet towards. 
Is it e’en fo? why then, I thank you all. 
I thank you, honeft Gentlemen, good Night: 
More Torches here——come on, then let’s to Bed. 
Ah, Sirrab, by my Fay it waxes late. 
Ill to my reft. PExeunts 
Ful. Come hither, Nurfe. ; 
W hat is yond’ Gentleman 2 
Mur, The Son and Heir of old 7yberio. 
Ful, What’s he that now: is going out of Door? 
Nur. Marry, that I think to be young Perruchio. 
Ful. What's he that follows here, that would not dance? 
Nur. I know not. 
Ful. Go ask his Name. If he be Married, 
My Grave is like to be my:wedding Bed. 
Nur. His Name is Romeo, anda ALountagne, 
The only Son of our great Enemy. 
Ful, My only Love {pruog from my only Hate! 
Too early feen, unknown, and known too late; 
Prodigious birth of Love it 1s to me, 
That I muft love a loathed Enemy. 
Nur, What’s this? what's this? 
Ful. A Rhime I learn’d even now 
OF one I danc’d-withal. } 
| One calls within, Juliet. 
Nur. Anon, anon: ; 
Come, let’s away, the Strangers all are gone. | Exeunt. 





oA WOT See Bok : 


Chor#s. 


OW old Defire doth in his.Death-bed lye, 
And young Affetion gapes to be his Heir: 
That fair, for which Love groan’d fore, and would die, 
With tender Fuliet match’d is now not fair, 
Now Romeo is belov’d, and loves} again, ears) 
| C 3 __ Alike 
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Alike bewitched by the charm of Looks: 

But to his Foe fuppos’d he muft complain, 

Aud fhe iteal Love’s (weet bait from fearful Hooks, 
Being heid a Foe, he may not have accefs 

To bresth fuch Vows as Lovers ufe to {wears 

And fhe as much in Love, her-means much lefs, 

To meet her new Beloved any where: 

But Pzffion lends them Power, Time Means to meet, 
Tempting Extremities with extream {weet. 


SCENE IL. The Street. 


Exter Romeo alone. : 


Rom. Can I go forward when my Heart is here? _ 
Turn back, dull Earth, and find my Center our. [Exit 
Exter Benvolio with Mercutio. 
Ben, Romeo, my Coufin Romeo, Romeo. 
Mer. He is wife, 
And on my Life hath ftoln him home to Bed. 
_ Ben. He-ran this way, and leap’d this Orchard Wall. 
Cali, good Adercutio. 
Mer. Nay, Ul conjure too. 
Komeo, Humours, Madman, Paffion, Lover, 
Appear thou in the likenefS of a figh, 
Speak but one time, and I am fatisfied. 
Cry me but Ay me! couple but Love and Day, 
Speak to my Geflip Hexus one fair Word, 
Ove Nicken:me for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, be that fhotfotrue, 
When K-ng Cophetwa lov’d the Beggar-maid. 
He bh areth nor, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 
The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him, 
Y conjure thee by Rofaline’s bright Eyes, 
_ By hr high Fore-head, and her Scarlet Lip, 
By her fi e Foot, ttreight Leg, aod quivering Thigh, 
And the Defmeans that there adjacent lye, + ¥ 
That in t' y Lkenefs thou appear to us, 
~~ Ben, And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him, 
Mer, This cannot anger him, *twould anger him 
To raife a-Spirit in his Miftrefs’s Circle, 
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Of fome ftrange Nature, letting it there ftand 
Till the had laid it, and conjur’d it down 3 
That were fome fpight. Re Se 
My Invocation is fair and honeft, and in his Miftrefs’s Name 
I conjure only but to raife up him, 
Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe Trees, 
To be éonforted with the humorous Night: 
Blind is his Love, and beft befits the dark. 
Mer. If Love be blind, Love cannot hit the Mark. 
Now wilt he fit under a Medlar-tree, . 
And with his Miftrefs were that kind of Fruit, 
Which Maids call Medlars when they laugh alone: 
O, Romeo, that fhe were, O that fhe were 
An Open or thou a Popria Pear; 
Romeo, good Night, [l.to my Truckle-bed, 
This Field-bed is too cold for me to fleep: 
Come, fhall we go¢ 
Ben. Gothen, for ’tis in vain to feek him here, 
That means not to be found. [ Exeunt. 


SGENE JUL 24 Garden. 


Exter Romeo. 


Rom. He jelts at Scars that never felt a Wound 
But foft, what Light thro’ yonder Window breaks? 
It is the Eaft, and Fuliet is the Sun: 
[Juliet appears above at a Window, 
Arife, fair Sun, and kil] the envious Moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with Grief, 
That thou, her Maid, art far more fair than fhe. 
Re not her Maid fince fhe is envious, 
Her veftal Livery is but fick and green, 
And none but Fools do wear it, caft it off: . 
Ic is my Lady, O it is my Love-=-O that fhe knew fhe were! 
She fpeaks, yet the fays nothing ; whiat of that? 
Her Eye difcourfes, [ will anfwer it 
I am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe fpeaks: 
Two of the faireft Srars of all the Heav’n, 
Hiving fome Bufinefs, do intreat her Eyes _ 
To twinkle in their Spheres ’cill they retura. 
What if her Eyes were there, they in her Head, 
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The brightnefs of her Check would thame thofe Stars; 
As Day-light doth a Lzmp; he: E ye in: Heav’n, 
W ould through the airy Region ftream fo bright, 
That Birds would ting, and think it were not Night: 
See how fhe leans her Check upon her Hand! 
© that I were a Glove up2n that Hand, 
That 1 might touch that Check, 
“Ful. Ah me! 
Rom, She fpcaks, 
Oh {peak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, being o'er my Head, 
As is a winged Meflenger from He.v'n, 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes, 
Of Mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazy puffir g-Clouds, 
find fails upon the Bofom of the Air, 
Fal. © Romeo, Romeg---: wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy Father, and refufe thy Name: 
Or if thou wilt nor, be bur fworn my Love, 
And Pll no longer be a Capuler. 
Rom. Shall I hear more, or fhall T fpeak-at this2 | Afide. 
Ful. ‘Tis but thy Name thet .is my Enemy: . : 
Thou art thy felf, though nor a Mountague. 
What's AZountague? it is not Hand, nor Foot, 
Nor Arm, nor Face-----O be fome other Name 
Belonging toa’ Man, ° | | 
What's in a Name? that which we call 4 Rofe, 
By any other word would fmell as fweet, 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfe@ion which he owes, 
Without that Title; Romeo, doff thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all my {elf 
Rom. I take thee at thy Word: 
Call me but Love, and I'll be new baptiz’d, 
Hencefor h I never will be Romeo. 
Ful. What Man art thou, that thus befcreen’d in Night, 
So iti mblcft on my Counfel2 | 
Kom. By a Name, 
T know not how to. tell thee who Iam: 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful to my {elf, 
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Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, | 

Had [ it written, 1 would tear the Word. 

Ful, My Earshave yet not drunk a hundred Words 
Of thy Tongue’s uttering, yet I know the found, 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Afounrague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair Maid, if either th<e diflike, 

Ful. How cam’ft thou hither, 

Tell me, and wherefore? 

The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to clin b, 
And the place Death, confidering who thou art, 
If any of my Kinfinen find thee here, 

Rom, With Love’s light Wings 

Did I o’er-perch thefe Walls, 

For ftony Limits cannot hold Love out, 

And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt : 
Therefore thy Kinfmen are no ftop to me. 

Ful, If they do fee thee, they will murder thee, 
Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their Swords; look thou but {weer, 

And I am proof againft their Enmity. 

Ful. Ywould not for the World they faw thee here. 

Rom. 1 have Night’s Cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find me here; 

My Life were better ended by their Hate, 
Than Death prorogued, wanting cf thy Love, - 

Fal. By whofe direction found’ thou out this place? 

“Rom. . By Love, that farft:did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Counfel, and I lent him Eyes: 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaft Shore, wafh’d with the fartheft Sea, 
I fhould adventure for fuch Mershandife, — 

Ful. Thou knowelt the mask of Night is on my Fice, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepaint my Cheek, 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeak to Night. 
Fain would [ dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
What f have fpoke but farewel Complements: 
Doft thou Love? O, I know thou wilt fay, Ay, 

And I will take thy Word-----yet if thou fwear'ft, 
Thou may’ft prove falfe; at Lovers Perjuries 

They fay ove laughs; oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully: 
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Or if thou think’{t I am too quickly won, 
Tl) frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooc: But elfe not for the World. 
Ip truth, fair AMonntagne, Iam too fond ; 
And therefore thou may’it think my ’ Haviour light: 
But truft me, Gentleman, Vil prove more true, 
Than thofe that have more Coining to be ftrange, 
I thould have been more ftrange, I mutt confefs, 
But that thou over-heard’ft, eer I was ware, 
My true Love’s Paflion ; therefore pardon me, 
And nor impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the dial Night hath fo difcovered, 
Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon I vow, 
That tips with Silver all thefe Fruit-tree tops-—— 
Ful. O {wear not by the Moon, th’ unconftant Maen, 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Left that thy Love prove likewife variable, 
Rom. What thall I fwear by 2 
Ful. Do not {wear at all; 
Or if chou wilt, {wear by thy gracious felf 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And [ll believe thee. 
Rom. If my Heart’s dear love 
Ful. Well, do not {wear alchough I joy in sige 
I have no joy of this Contra@ to Night ; ; 
Tt is too rafh, too unadvis'd, too fudden, 
Too like the Lightning ‘which doth ceafe to be; 
B’er one can fay, itlighters. Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripeninz breath, 
May prove a beautcous Flower when next we meet : 
Good Night; geod Night——as {weet Repofe and Reft, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my Breaft. 
Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatished 2 
Ful What fatisfaction canft thou have. to Night? 
Rim. Th” exchange of thy Love's: faithful Vow of mine. 
Ful. L gave thee mine bs efore thou didi requeft it : 
And yet r “would it were to PiVe again. 
‘Rom. Would’it thou withdiaw ir? 
For what purpofe, Love? 
~~ Ful. But to be frank, and: give it thee again, 
And yet I with | but for the ching [ have: 
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My Bounty is as boundlefs as the Sea, 
My: Love as decp; the more I give to thee; 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome Noife within; dear Love adieu. 
| | Nur [e.calls within. 
Anon, good Nurfe Sweet Adountague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [ Exite 
Rom. O bleffed,, bleffed: Night, I: am afraid, 
Being in Night, all this.is but a, Dream, 
Too flattering fweet to be fubftantial. 
Re-enter Juliet. aboves 
Ful. Three Words, dear Romeo, 
And good Night indeed, 
If that thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to Morrow, 
By one that I'll procure to come. to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt_perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunesat thy Foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. 
| | Within: Madam, 
I come, snon——but if thou meaneft not well, 
I do beefeech thee (Within: Madam. 
By and by, 1 come-—————- 
To ceafe thy Strife, and leave me to my Grief. 
To Morrow will I fend. 
Rom. So thrive my Soul, 
Ful. A thoufand times good Night. [ Exit. 
Rom. A-thoufand times the worfe ro want thy lighr, 
Love goes toward Love, as School-boys from their Books, 
But Love from Love, towards School with heavy. Looks, 
Enter Juliet again 
Fal. Hitt! Romeo, hilt! O for a Falkner’s. Voice, 
To lure this Taffel gently back again-————— 
Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpeak aloud, 
Elfe would I tear. the Cave where Eccho lyes, 

_ And make her airy Tongue more hoarfe Then with 
The repetition of my Remeo— ; 
Rom, \t.ismy Soul that calls upon my Name. 
How filver-{weet found Lovers Tongues by Night, 

Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears, 
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ay Ful. Romeo. 
Ped Rom. My Swett. 
38 Ful. What a Clock to Morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 
Rom. By the hour of Nine, 
Ful. I will not fail, tis twenty Years ’cill then; 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom. Let«me ftand here ’till thou remember it. 
Ful, 1 fhall forget, to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy Company. 
Rom. And [’jl {till tay to have thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other Name’but this. - 
Ful.’ Visalmoft Morning, I would have thee gone. 
And yct no further than a wanton’s Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his Hand, 
Like a poor Prifoner in his twifted Gyves, 
And witha filken thread plucks it again, 
So loving jealou’s of his Liberty. 
Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 
 » Ful. Sweet, fo would I, | 
Yet I fhould kill thee with‘ much cherifhing: 
Good Night, good Night. 
Rom, Parting is fuch {weet Sorrow, | 
That I thal, fay Good Night ’till it be’ Morrow? ~ - | 
Ful. Sleep dwell upon thine Eyes, peace in thy Breaft, | 
Would I were Sleep and Peace, fo fweet to Reft, [ Exit. 
“Rom. The gray-ey’d Morn fmiles on the frowning Night 
Check’:ing the Eaftern Clouds with ftreaks of Light, : 
And Darknefs fleckel?'d like a Drunkard reels, 
From forth Days parh-way, made by Tizan’s Wheels. | 
Hence will [to my Ghoftly ‘Friar’s clofe Cell, | 
His help:to crave, and my dear hap to tell. Exit, | 
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Enter Friar Lawrence, with a Basket. 





Fri. Now e’er the Sun advance his burning Eye, 
The Day to chear, and Night’s dank Dew to dry, 
T muft up-fill this Ofer Cage of ours, 

With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers,’ 
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The Earth that’s Nature’s Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is her burying Grave, that is her Womb; 
And from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural Bofom find: 
Many for many Virtues Excellent, 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace, that lies 
in Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities : 
For nought fo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
But to the Earth fome fpecial good doth give, 
Nor ought fo good, but {train’d from that fair ufe; 
Revolts from true Birth, {tumbling on abufe; 
Virtue it {<l! turns Vice, being mifapplied. 
And Vice fometime by AGion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. | 
Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 
Poifon hath refidence, and Medicine Power : 
For this being {melt, with that part chears each part; 
Being tafted, flays all Senfes, with the Heart. 
Two fuch oppofid Kinds encamp them ftill, 
In Man, 2s well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will: 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. 

Rom. Good morrow, Father. 

Fri. Benedicite. | 
What early Tongue fo fweet falutes mine Ear? 
Young Son, it argues a diftemper’d Head, 

So foon to bid good morrow to thy Bed; 

Care keeps his watch in every old Man’s Eye, 

And where Care lodgeth, Sleep will.never lye; 

But where unbruifed Youth, with unftuft Brain, 
Doth couch his Limbs, there golden Sleep doth raign; 
Therefore, thy earlinefs doth me affure, | 
Thou are up-rouz’d with fome Diftemperature; 
Or if not fo, then here [ hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not been in Bed to Night. 
Rom, That ‘aft is true, the fweeter Reft was mine. 
Fri. God pardon Sin; walt thou with Rofaline ? 
Rom..With Rofaline, my Ghoftly Father? No. 

I have forgot that Name, and that Name’s Woe. 
Fri, That's ny good Son: but where haft thou been then? 
M = | Rom. 
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Rom. 1\'\\ tell thee e’er thou ask it me again; 
I have been feafting with mine Enemy, 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded; both our Remedies 
Within thy help and holy Phyfick lies; 
I bear no hatred, Bleffed Man, for lo 
My. interceflion likewife fteads my Foe. 
fri. Be plain, good Son, reft homely in thy drift, 
Ridling conf. ffion finds but ridling thrift. 
Row; T i:n plainly know my Heart’s dear Love is fet 
On the fiir Daughter of rich Capzlet ; 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine; 
And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy Marriage; when, and where, and how,’ 
We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of Vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pafs, but this I pray, | 
That thou confent to marry us to Day. 
Fri. Holy Saint Francis, what a Change is here? 
Is Rofaline, thiat thou didft love fo dear, 
So foon forfaken? young Mens Love then lyes 
Not t-uly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes, 
Felu Aaria, what a‘deal of Brine ) 
Hath wafht thy fallow Cheeks for Rofaline ? | | 
flow much-falt Water thrown away 1n watte, j 
To feafon Love, that of it doth not tafte? 
The Sun not yet thy Sighs from Heav’n clears, 
Thy old Groans yet ring in my ancient Ears; 
Lo here-upon thy Cheek the Stain doth fit, 
Of an old Tear that is not wafht off yet. 
If eer thou waft thy felf, and thefe Woes thine, 
Thou andthefe Woes were all for Rofaline. : 
And art thou chang’d? Pronounce this Sentence then; f 
Women may fall, when there’s no Strength in Men, 
' Rom. Thou chidd’ft me oft for loving Ro/aline, 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad’ft me-bury Love. 
Fri. "Not -in a Grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. 
Rom. 1 pray thee chide. me not, het L love now 
Doth Grace for Grace, and Love for Love allow: 
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The other did not fo. 

Fri. Oh fhe knew well, 
Thy Love did read by Rote, that could not fpell; 
But come young Waverer, come go with me, 
In one refped Vil thy Affiftant be: 
For this Alliance may fo happy prove, 
To turn your Houfhold-rancour to pure Love. 

Rom. O let us hence, I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

[ Exccant. 


SC EN E VV... The Street. 


Exter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the Devil fhould this Romeo be 2 ‘came he 
not home to Night? 

Ben. Not to his Father’s, I fpoke with his Man. 

Mer, Why that fame pale hard-hearted Wench, that 
Rofaline, torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the Kinfman to old Capulet, hath fent a Let- 
ter to his Father’s Houfe, 

Mer, A Challenge on my Life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwer it. | 

Mer, Any Man that can write, may anfwer a Letter. 

Ben. Nay he will anfwer the Letter’s Mafter how he dares, 
being dared. | 

Mer, Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead, | ftabb’d’ with 
a white Wench’s black Eye, run through the Ear’ with a 
Love-fong, the very Pin of his Heart cleft. with the blind 


Bow-boy’s but-fhaft; and is he a Man to Encounter’7}- 
balt ? | 


Ben, Why, what is Tybale ? 

Mer, More than.Prince of Cats. ‘Oh he’s the Couragi- 
ous Captain of Compliments; he fights as you fing prick- 
fongs, keeps time, diftance, and proportion; he refts his 
minum, one, two, and the third in. your Bofom; the very 
Butcher of a filk Button, a Duellift, ‘a Duellift; a Gentle- 
man of the very firft Houfe of the’ firft and fecond’ Caufe ; 
Ah the immortal Paffado, the Punto reverfo, the Hay 

Ben, The what? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affeing Phantafies; 
thefe new turners of Accent———Jefu; a very good blade, —— 
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a very tall Man---a very good Whore, ----Why is not this a 
Jamentable thing, Grandfire, that we fhould be thus affs@ed 
with thefe {trange Flies, thefe Fafhion-mongers, thefe pars 
don-me’s, who ftand fo much on the new Form, that they 
cannot fit at cafe on the old Bench. _ © their Bones, their 
Bones. 

























Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a diied Herring. O Fleth, 
Flefh,. how art thou fifhified? Now is he for the Numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his Lady was a Kitchen- 
wench; marry fhe had a-better love to berime her: Dido 
a Dowdy, Cleopatra a Gipfie, Helen and. Hero Hildings and 
Harlots: Thisby a gray Eye or fo, but not to the Purpofe. 
Signior Romeo, Boxjour, there’s a French Salutation to your 
French flop, you gaveus the Counterfeit fairly laft Night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both, what Counterfeit did 
I give you ? 

Mer. The flip Sir, the flip: can you not conceive? 

Rom. Pardon Mercutio, my Bufinefs was great, and in 
fuch a Cafe as mine, a Man may ftrain Curtfie, 

Mer. That's as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours cone 
{trains a Man to bow in the Hams. 

Rom, Meaning to Curtfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit ir. 

Rom, A moft courteous Expofition. : 

Ader. Nay, 1 am the very Pink of Courtefie, 

Rom.: Pink for Flower. 

Mer. Right. .— | : 

Rom. Why then'is my Pump wel' flower’d. 

Mer, Sure Wit——fil'ow me this J<ft, now, till thoy 
haft worn out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of it js - 
worn, the Jeft may remain after the wearing, fole-fingu. 
Jat. , : 

Rom. O fingle-fol’d Jeft. 

Solely fingular, for the finglenefs. . 

Mer: Come between us good Benvolio, my Wit faints? 

Rom. Swits and Spurs, | 
Swits and Spurs, or 1’!l cry a Match. 

Mer, Nay, if our Wits run the Wild-goofe Chafe, I am 
done: For thou haft. more of the Wild-goofe in one of 

| thy 
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thy Wits, than’ I am fure I have in my whole five. Was I 
with you there for the Goofe? 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe 2 

Mer. 1 will bite thee by the Ear for that Jeft, 

Rom. Nay, 200d Goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy Wit is a very bitter Sweeting, 

It is a moft fharp Sawce. 

Rom. And is it not well-ferv’d in to a fweet Goofe? 

Mer. O here’s a Wit of Cheverel, that ftretches from an 
Inch narrow, to an Ell broad, 

Rom. 1 ftretch it out for that word broad, which added 
to the Goofe, proves thee far and wide, a broad Goofe, 

Mer. Why is not this better, than groaning for Love? 
Now thou art fociadles; now art thou Romeo; now art 
thou what thou art, by Art, as well as by Nature; for this 
driveling Love is like a great Natural, that runs lolling up 
and down to hide his Bauble in a Hole. } 

Ben, Stop there, {top there. | 

Mer, Thou defireft me to ftop in my Tale againft the Hair: 

Ben, Thou wouldft elfe have made thy Tale large. 

Mer, O thou‘art deceiv’d, I would have made it fhort, 
for I was come to the whole depth of my Tale, and meant 
indeed to occupy the Argument no longer, | 

Enter Nuarfe and her Adan. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gear: 

A fayle, a fayle. 

Mer. Two, two, a Shirt and a Smock. 

ur. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. My Fan, Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter; to hide her Face; 

For her Fan’s the fairer Face. 

Nur. God yé good morrow, Gentlemen. 

Ater. God*ye good-den fair Gentlewoinan, 

Nur, {sit good-den? 

Mer.’ Tis no lefs, I tell you; for the bawdy Hand of the 
Dyal is now upon the prick of Noon. 

Nar. Out upon you; what a Man are you 

Kom. One, Gentlewoman, 

_ That-God hath made, himfelf to mar, 
Vo Ee. ea D Wuxr. 
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Romes_ Ad Juliet. 

Nar. By my troth it is fad: for himfelf to mar, quotha ? 
Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find the 
young Romeo? 

Rom. 1 can tell you: But young Romeo will be older 
when. you have found him, than he was when you fought 
him: { am the youngeft of that Name, for fault of a worfe. 

Wur. You fay well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worft well? 

Very well took, I’faith, wifely, wifely. 

Nur. If you be he, Sir, 

I defire fome Confidence with you. 

Ben. She will invite him to feme Supper. 

Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. 

Rom, Whit haft thou found ? 

Mer. No Hare, Sir, unlefs a Hare Sir, ina Lenten Pye; that 
is fomething Stale and Hoar e’er it be fpent. 

An old Hare hoar, and an old Hare hoar, is very good Meat 
in Lent. 

But a Hare that is hoar, is too much for a Score, when it 
hoars e’er it be fpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your Father's? We'll to Dinner 

thither. 

Rom. 1 will follow you. 

Mer. Farewel, ancient Lady: 

Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. [ Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio, 

Nur. 1 pray you, Sir, what faucy Merchant was this thae 
was fo full of his Roguery 2 | 

Rom, A Gentleman, Nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf 
talk, and will {peak more in a Minute, than he will ftand to 
in a Month. 

Nur. Anda {peak any thing againft me, I'll take him down, 
and a were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch Jacks: And 
if I cannot, Vil find thofe that fhall. Scurvy Knave, Iam 
none of his Flirt-gils; I am none of his Skains-mates. And 
thou muft ftand by too, and fuffer every Knave to ufe me 
at his pleafure. | To her Adan. 

Pet. | faw.no Man ufe you at his Pleafure: if I had, my 
Weapon fhould quickly have been out, [ warrant you. I 
dare draw as foon as another Man, if I fee occafion in a good 
Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 
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Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext, that every part a- 
bout me quive’s Scurvy Knave! Pray you, Sir, a Word: 
And as I told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you 
out; what fhe bid me fay, I will keep to my felf: But firft 
Jet me tell ye, if ye fhould lead her into Fool's Paracife, as 
they fay, it were a very grofs kind of Behaviour, as they fiy, 
forthe Gentlewoman is young; and therefore if you fhould 
deal double with her, tru’y it were an ill thing to be cffered 
to any Gentlewoman, and very wc.k dealing, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady and Miltrefs, I proteft 
unto thee ————— 

Nur. Good Heart, and I’faith I will tell her as much: 
Lord, Lord, the will be a joyful Woman. 

Rom. What wile thou tell her, Nurfe? Thou doft noe 
mark me? 

Nur. 1 will tell her, Sir, that you doproteft ; which, as I 
take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. 

Rom. Bid her devife fome means to come to Shrift, this af- 
And there fhe fhall at Friar Lawrence's Cell, (ternoon; 
Be fhriv’d and married: Here is for thy pains, 

Nur. No, truly Sir, not a Penny. 

Rom. Go to, I fay you fhall. 

Nur. This Afternoon, Sir? Well, fhe fhall be there; 

Rom. And ftay thou, good Nurfe, behind the Abby-wall, 
Within this Hour my Man fhall be with thee, 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled Stair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my Joy, 
Mutt be my Convoy in the fecret Night. 
Farewel, bé trufty, and I'll quit thy Pains: 
Farewel, commend me to thy Miftrefs, 

Nur. Now God in Heav’n blefs thee: Hark you, Sir, 

Rom, What fay’ft thou, my dear Nurfe?2 

War. Is your Man fecret? Did you ne’er hear fay, 

Iwo may keep Counfel, putting one away ? 

Rom, \ warrant thee my Man’s as true as Steel. 

Nur. Well, Sir, my Miftrefs is the fweetcft Lady; Lord, 
Lord, when ‘twas a little prating thing —_O, there 1s:a Noa= 
ble Man in Town, one Paris, that wovld fain lay Knife a- 
board; but fhe, good Soul, had as live fee a To:d, a ver 
Toad, as fee him: I anger her fomctimcs, aad tell her chat 
Paris is the properer Man; but I'll warrazt you, when I {zy 
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{), the looks sas pale as any Clout in the verfal World. Doth 


not Rofcmary.a petd Romeo begin both with a Lerter2 
Rom. Ay Nurfe, What of that? Both with an 2, 
Nar. Ab mocker! that’s the Dog’s name. ‘2. 1s for the no, 
I know it begins with no other Letter, and fhe hath the 
pretticft fententio us of tt, of you and Rofemary, that it would 
do you good to bear it. 
Rom. Potidicnd me to thy sie sae [Exit Romeo. 
Nur. A thonufand times.  Perer: 
* - Pet, Anon, 
Wer. Bcfore, and 





























ace. : [ Exeunt. 
SCENE VI. Capulet’s Houfe. 


Enter Juliet. 

Ful. The Clock ftruck Nine, when I did fend the Nurfe: 
In half an Hour fhe promifcd to return. 
Perchance fhe cannot meet him- That’s not fo 
Oh fhe is Lames Love’s Heralds fhould be Thoughts, 
Which ten times fatter plide s than the Sun-beams, 
Diiving back Shadows over lowring Hills. 

Therefore do nimble Pinion'd Daves draw Love, 
Aod therefore hath the Wind: {wift Cupid Wives. 
Now is the Sun, upon the highmoft Hill 
Of this day’s journey, and from nine *till twelve- 
Ay three long Hours and yetfheisnotcomes;... 
Had the AfféQions and watm Youthful Blood, : 

he’d be as {wift'in motion as a Ball, . | 4 
My Words would bandy her to my {weet Love, | 
And his to me; ; 2 
But old Folks, many feign as they were.Dead, 
Unaweildy, flow, heavy and pale as Lead. 

Exier’ Nurfe.. 

O God, fhe comes. O honey Nurfey what News 2 
Haft thon metwith him? Send oz! Man away. 

_ Nur. Peter, {tay at the Gate. . 

Fal, Now | IO od {weet spate a 
O L- ord, why 4; ok’ ft thou fad G ¢ “ 
Tho’ News be fad, yet tell them pki 
If good, thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet News, 

By playing it to me with fo fower a Face, 
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Nur. Lam a weary, give me leave a while 5 
Fy, how my Bones ake, what a Jaunt have! had 

Ful. 1 would thou hadft my Bones, and 1 thy News: 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeak Good Nurfe {peak. 

Nur. Jeful what-hafte? can you not ftay a while? 
Do you not fee how I am out of Breath ? 

Ful. How ait thou out of Breath, when thou haft 
To fay to me, that thou art our of Breath? 

The Excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 
Is longer than the Tale thou doft excufe. 

Is thy News’ good or bad? Anfwer to thats 
Say either, and I'll ftay the Circumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied, ist good or bad? 

Nur. Well, you have made a fimple Choice; you know 
not how to chufe’a Man: Rome ? no not he, though his Face 
be better than any Man’s, yet his Legs excel all Mens, and 
for a Hand and*a Foor, and a Baw-dy, tho’ they be not to 
be talk’d on, yet they are paft compare. Hels not the Flow- 
er of Courtefie, but [ warrant him as gentle a Lamb——- Go 
thy ways Wench, ferve God: What, have you dined at 
home? 

Ful. No, no But. all this did I know before: 

Whar fays he of our Marriage? What of that? 

Nur. Lord how my Head akes! what.aitead have I? 
It beats as ic would fai] in twenty pieces. 

My Back a t’other fide O my Backs my Back: 
Befhrew your Heart, for feoding me about; 
To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 

Ful. Ufaith C am forry that thou art fo i], 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love? 

Nur. Your Love fays like an honeft. Gentleman, 

And a courteous, and.a kind, and an handfom, 

_ And T warratt a virtuous ‘where 1s your Mother? 
Ful. Where is my Mother? Why the is. within, 

Where fhould fhe be? How odly thou reply ft! 

Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman: 

Where is my Mother? 

Nur. O God’s Lady dears 
Are you fo hot? marry come up I trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking Bones? 
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Hence-forward, do your Maflages your felf. 
Ful. Here’sfuch a coil; come, what fays Romeo ? 
Nur. Have you got leave to go to fhrift to Day? 
Ful. V have 
Nur. Thenhie you henceto Friar Lawrence's Cell, 
There flays a Husband to make you a Wife. 
Now comes the wa: ton Blood up in your Cheeks, 
They'll be in Scarlet {traght at any News: 
Fie you to Church, | muft another way, 
To feteh a Ladder, by the which your Love 
Mutt ciimb a Bird’s Neft foon, when it is dark. 
I am the drucge and toil in your Delight, 
But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at Night. 
Go, (ll to Dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
Ful. Hie tc high Fortune; honeft Nuife farewel. [ Exexur. 
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Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 


Fri, So {mi.e the Heav’ns upon this holy Ad. 
That after Hours with Sorrow chide us not. 
Rom. Amen, Amen; but come what Sorrow can, 
Tt cannot couitervail the exchinge of Joy, 
That ore fhort Minute gives me in her fight: | 
Do thou but clofe our Hands wirh holy Words, 
Then Love-d:vouring Death do what he dare, 
It is enough |] may but call her mine. 

Fri, Tb £ violent Delights have violent Ends, 
And in then wi mph die hke Fire and Powder, 
Which as they kifs confome. The fweeteft Honey 
Js Joathfome n his own delicioufnefs, | 
And in the tlt. confounds the Appetite: 

Ther: fore lov: moderatiy, long Love doth fo, 

Too fwift arrives, as tardy as too flow, 

Excer Juliet. 

Here comes tle Lady. © O fo light a foot 

W ill ne’cr weir out the everlafting Flint ; 

A Lover may beftride the Geffamour, 

That idle: ip che wanran Summer Air, 

And y.t oot fil, {> hight is Vanity, 
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Ful, Good-even to my ghoftly Confeffor. 
Fri. Romeo fhall thank thee Daughter for usboth. 
Ful. As much to him, elfe are his [hanks too much. 
Rom. Ah Fuliet, if the meafure of thy Joy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then fweeten with thy Breath 
This Neighbour Air, and let rich Mufick’s Tongue 
Unfold the imagin’d happinefs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear Encounter. 
Fal. Conceit more rich in Matter than in Words, 
Brags of his Subftance, not of Ornament: 
They are but Beggars that can count their Worth, 
But my true Love is grown to fuch exces, 
I cannot fum up fome half of my Wealth. 
Fri. Come, come with me, and we will male fhort Work, 
For, by your leaves, you fhall not {tay alone, : 
°Till holy Church incorporate two in one. | Exeunts 


i Ss SE 
A GaP § Cab N Be. 
SCENE. The Street: 


Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and Servants, 


Ben. ¥ Pray thee, good Afercatio, let’s retire, 
The Day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And if we meet, we fhall not fcape a Brawl; 

For now thefe hot Days is the mad Blood ftirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thofe Fellows, that when he 
enters the confines of a Tavern, claps me his Sword upon 
the Table, and fays, God fend me no need of thee: And by 
the Operation of a fecond Cup, draws hith on the Drawer, 
when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellows 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a ‘ack in thy mood 
2s any in Jtaly; and as foon moved to be moody, and as foon 
moody to be mov'd. 

Ben. And what too ¢ | 

Mier. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fhould have 
none fhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why thou 

D 4 3 wilt 
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wilt quarrel with a Man that hath a Hair more, or a Hair 
Jefs in his Beard'than thou haft: Thou wilt quarrel with a 
Man for cracking Nuts, having no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou haft hafel Eyes; what Eye, but fuch an Eye, 
would {py out fuch a.quarrel? Thy Head is as fuil of quar- 
rels, asan Egg is full of Meat, and yet thy Head hath been 
beaten as addle as an Egg for quarrelling: Thou haft quar- 
rell’d with a Man for Coughing in the Street, becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath lain aflzep in the Sun... Didit 
thou not fall Suc with a Tailor for wearing. his new Doubs 
let before Eajfer? with another, for tying his new Shoes 
with old Ribivand? And yet thou wilt Tutor me from 
quarre|ling | 

Ben, And I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any Man 
fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my Life for an houranda ~ 
quarter. 

Mer, The Fee-fimple? O fimple! 

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others. | 

Ben. By my Head here come the Capulets. 

Ader, By my Heel I care not. | 

Tyo. Follow me clofe, for 1 wil] {peak to them, 
Gentlemen, Good-den, a Word with one of you. 

Ader. And but one Word with one of us? couple it with 
fom thing, make it a Word and a Blow. 

Tyo. You thall find ‘me ape enough to that, Sir, and you 
will give me occafion. . 
Mer, Could you not take fame occafion without gin 

ving ? | 

Tyo. Atercutio, thon conforrtt with Romto—___. 

Mer, Confort! Whar, doft thou make us Minftrels? And 
thou make Minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but Dif- 
cords: Here’s my Piddicftick; here’s that thall make you f 
dance. Come, Confort. | Laying bis Hand on his Sword. a 

Ben. We talk here in the publick baunt of Men: 
Either withdraw unto fome private place, 

Or reafon coldly of your Grievances, 
Or elfe d-part; here all Byes e274 on vs. 

Mer, Mens Eyes were made to look, and let them 

I will not budge for no Man’s pleafure J, 
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Enter Romeo. 

Tye, Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes my Man. 

Mer. Buc Vil be hang’d, Sir, if he wear your Livery: 
Mairy go before to Fieid, he'll be your Follower, 

Your Worthip in that fenfe may call him Man. 

Tyo. Romeo, the love I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this; Thou art a Villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reafon that { have to love thee, 

Dorn much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting: Oe 
Therefore farewel, I fee thou know’ft me not, 

7yo. Boy, this thal] not excufe the Injuries 
That thou baft done ‘me, therefore turn and draw. 

Rom. 1 do protc{t [never injur’d thee, 

But lov'd thee better than thou canft devife's 
“Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my Love, 
And fo good Cupulet, which Name I tender 
As dearly as my own, be fatisfied. 

Mer, O calm, difhonourable, vile Submiffion! 
Allaftucatho Carries It away. 

Tybalt, You, Rat-catcher, will you walk2 

Tyo. What would{t thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
Lives, that I mean to make bold withals; and as you fhall ufe 
me, hereafter dry beat chereft of the eight. Wi§ll you pluck 
your Sword out.of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make hafte, 
Jeft mine be about your Ears e’er it -be*our. 

76. | am for you, | | Drawing. 

Kom. Gentle Atercutio, put thy Rapier up. - 

Mer. Come, Sir, your Paffado. (Mer. azd Tyb. fight. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio beat down their W eapons | 
Gentleme: for fhame forbear this Outrage 
Tybalt Mercutio——the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona Streets. 

Hold Tybalt pood Afercutio. | Exit Tybale. 

After. Lam hurt 
A Pligue of both the Houfes, I am fped: 

Is he gone, and hath nothing 2 

Ben. What, art thou hurt? 

Jer. Ay, 3V5.3 Scratch, a Scratch; marry "EIS enough. 
Where is my Page? Go, Villain, fetch a Surgeon. 
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Rom. Courage, Man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, *tis not fo deep asa Well, nor fo wide as a 
Church-door, but ’tis enough, “twill ferve: Ask for me to 
Morrow; and you fhall find me a Grave-Man. I am pep= 
per’d, I warrant, for this World: A Plague of both your 
Houfes. What? a Dog, a Rat, a Moufe, a Cat to fcratch a 
Man to Death; a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights 
by the Book of Arithmetick? Why the Devil came you be 
tween us? I was hurt under your Arm. 

Rom. 1 thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Help me into fome Houfe, Bexvolio, 

Or I fhall faint; a Plague o’both your Houfes, 
They have made Worms-meat of me, 
I have it, and foundly too your Houfes. [ Ex. Mer, Ben. 

Rom. This Gentleman, the Prince’s near Allie, 

My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 

In my behalf, my Reputation ftain’d 

With Tybale’'s Slander; Tyealr, that an Hour 

Hath been my Coufin: O fweet Fuliet, 

Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 

And in my Temper foftned Valour’s Stecl. 
Enter Benvohio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Afercutio’s dead, 
| That gallant Spirit hath afpir’d the Clouds, 
| Which too untimely here did {corn the Ea:th. 
| Rom. This Day’s black Fate, on more Days does depend, 
This but begins the Woe, others muft end. 

Enter TYybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Zybalr back again. 

Rom. Hegonein Triumph, and AZercutio flain? 
Away to Heav’o refpedtive Lenity, 
And Fire and Fury be my Condu& now: 
Now, 7ybalt, take the Villain back again, 
That late thou gav’ft me; for Mercutie’s Soul 
Ts but a little way above our Heads, | 
Staying for thine to keep him Company: 
Bither thou o: J, or both muft go with him. 

Ty. Thou wretched Boy, that didft confort him here, 
Shale with him hence. 

Rom. This thall determine that. { They fight, Tybalt falls. ’ 
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Ben, Romeo, away, be gones 
The Citizens are up, and Tybale flain 
Stand not amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee Death, 
If thou art taken: Hence, be gone, aways 

Rom. O! I am Fortune’s Fool, 

Ben. Why doft thou ttay 2 | Exit Romeo, 

Enter Citizens. 
Cit, Which way ran he that kill’d Adercatio ? 
Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran he? 
Ben. There lyes that Tybalt. 
Cit. Up Sir, go with me: 
I charge thee in the Prince’s Name obey. 
Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, their Wives, &c. 

Prin, Where are the vile beginners of this Fray? 

Ben. QO Noble Prince I can difcover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal Braul : 

There lies the Man flain by young Romeo, 
That flew thy Kinfman brave Aercutio. 

La.Cap. Tybalt my Coufin! O my Brother's Child, 
© Prince, O Coufin, Husband, O the Blood is fpill’d, 
Of my dear Kinfman——Prince, as thou art true, 

For Blood of ours, fhed Blood of Afountague. 
O Coufin, Coufin. 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this Fray 2 

Ben. Tybalt here Slain, whom Reweo’s hand did Slay: 
Romeo that {poke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg’d withal 
Your high Difpleafure: Ali this uttered, 

With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow’d, | 
Could not take Truce with the unruly Spleen 

Of Tybalt, deaf to Peace, but that he tilts 

With piercing Steel as bold AZercutio’s Breaft, 

Who all as hor, turns deadly Point to Point, 

And with a martial Scorn, with one hand beats 

Cold Death afide, and with the other fends 

It back to Tybalt, whoie Dexterity 

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends part, and {wifter than his Tongue; 
His able Arm beats dyown their fatal Poinrs, 

And twixt them rufkes, underneath whofe Arm, 

An envious thruft from Tybalt, hit the Life 
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Of ftout AZercutie, and then Tybalt fled. 
But by and by comes back to: Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain’d Revenge, 
And to’t they go like Lightning, for e’er I 
Could draw to part them, was ftout 7ybalt flain 5 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to Fly: 

This isthe Truth, or let Bexwolio die. 

La.Cap. We isa Kinfman to the Afountagues, 
Affe&ion makes him falfe, he fpeaks nor true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one Life. 

I beg for Juftice, which thou Prnice mutt give: 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo mult not Live. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Azsercuria, 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe. 

La. Cap. Not Romeo, P;ince, he was AZercutio’s Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law fhould end, 
The Life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that Offence, 

Immediately. we do Exile him hence: 

I have an Intereft in your Hearts Proceeding, 

My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding. 
But I'll amerce you with fo ftrong a Fine, 

That you fhall all Repent the Jofs of mine. 

I will be deaf to Pleading and Excufes, 

Nor Tears, nor Prayers thal! purchafe our abufes, 
Therefore ufe none; let Romeo hence in hafte, 

Elfe when he is found, that Hour is his Jaf. 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will: 

Mercy but Murthers, pardoning thofe that Kill. [ Exeunt. 


% 


> CE Nae, 16 


; I 
An ‘Apartment in Capulet’s Houfe. 
Enter Juliet alone. 


Ful. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed Steeds, 
7 7 aa ° e 7 
Toward Phebas lodging, fuch a Waggoner 
As Phaeton would, whip you to the Weft, 
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And bring in cloudy Night immediately. 
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Romeo aad fuli 
Spread thy clofe Curtain, Love-performing night, 
That run-aways Eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to thefe Arms, untalke of and unfeen., 
Lovers can fee todo their Amorous Rités, 
By their own Beauties: Or if Love be blind, 
It belt agrees with Night; Come civil Nighr, 
Thou fober-futed Matron, ail in black, | 
And learn. me how to Jofe-a winning Match, 
Plaid for a pair of ftainlefs Maidenheads, 
Hood my unmann’d Blood baiting in my Cheeks, 
With thy black Mantle, ’cill ftrange Love grown bold, 
Thinks true Love acted fimple Modefty: 
Come Night, come Romeo, come thou Day in Night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the Wings of Night, 
Whiter than new Snow on a Raven’s back: 
Come gentle Night, come loving black-brow’d Night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when I fhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little Sears, 
And he will make the Face of Heav’n fo fine, 
That all the World will be in love with Night, © 
And pay no Worfhip to the Garifh Sun, 
O I have bought the Manfion of a Love, 
dur not poflcf,’d it, and though I am: fold; 
Not yet enjoy’d; fo tedious is this Day, 
Asis the Night before fome Feftival, 
To an impatient Child thar hath new Robes, 
Andmay not wearthem, O here comes my Nurfe ! 
Enter Nurfe with Cords. 
And fhe brings News, and every Tongue that fpeaks 
But Romeo's Name, {peaks Heav’nly Eloquence; 
Now Nurfe, what News?- What haft thou there 2 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ¢ 
Wur, Ay, ay, the Cords. 
jul. Ay me, what News? 
Why doft thou wring thy Hands 2 
Nur. A welady he’s dead, he’s dead, 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone 
Alack the Day he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead. 
Fal. Can Heav’n be (o. envious 2 
_ Nur. Romeo can, 
Fhouch Heay’n cannot. O Romeo! Romeo! 
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Rowmct ana Juliet. 


Who ever would have thought it, Romeo? 

Fal. What Devil art thou, that dof{t torment me thus? 
This Tortu.e fhould be roar’d in difmal Hell. 
Hath Romeo flain himielf¢ Sey thou but Ay; 
And that bare Vowel Ay, fhail poifon more 
That the Death-darting Eye of Cockatrice : 
Tam not I, if there be fuch an Ay, 

Or thofe Eyes tho: rhat makes the anfwer Ay, 
If he be flain fay Ays or if not, No, 
Brief Sounds detesmine of my weal or woe. 

Nur. I faw toe Wound, | faw it wit! mine Eyes, 
God fave tive Mark, here on his manly Breaft, 

A piteous Coarfe, a bloody piteous Coarfe; 

Pale, pale as Afhes, all bedawb’d in Blood, 

All in gore Blood, I fwooned at the fight. 
Ful. O orcak my Heart——— 

Poor Bankrupt break at once; 

To prifon Eyes, ne'er look on Liberty, 

Vile Earth to Earth refign, end motion here, 

And theu and Romeo prefs one heavy Bier. 

Nur, O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft Friend I had: 
O courteous Tydalt, honeft Gentleman, 

That ever I thould live to fee thee Dead. 

Ful. What Storm is this that blows fo contrary? 
Is Romeo flaughter’d? and is Tybale-dead2 
My deareft Coufin, and my dearer Lord? 

The dreadful Trumpet found the general Doom, 
For who is living, if thofe two are gone ? 

a _ Nur. Tybalt 1s gone, and Romeo binifhed, 
oo Romeo that kili’d him, he is banifhed. 

a Ful. O God! 

Did Romeo's Hand thed Tybalt’s Blood? 

Nar. It did, it did, alas the day ! it did, 

Ful. O Serpent Heart, hid with a flowring Face; 
Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave? 
Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelical, 
Ravenous Dove, feather’d Raven, 
Wolvith-ravening Lamb, 

Delpifed Subftance of Divineft Show : 
Juft oppofite to what thou juftly feem’ft, 
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A damned Saint, an honourable Villain: 
O Nature! what hadft thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didft bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradife of fuch fweet Flefh 2 
Was ever Book containing fuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Palace. 
dNur. ‘There’s no Truft, no Faith, no Honefty in Men, 
All Perjur’d 5 all Forfworn; ali Naught; all Diffemblers ; 
Ah, where’s my Men? Give me fome 47ua-vite 
Thefe Griefs, thefe Woes, thefe Sorrows make me old! 
Shame come to Royseo. 
Ful. Blifter’d be thy Tongue 
For fuch a Wifh, he was not born to fhame, 
Upon his Brow Shame is afham’d to fit: 
For ’tisa Throne where Honour may be Crown’d, 
Sole Monarch of the univerfal Earth, 
O what a Beaft was I chide him fo2 _ 
Nur. Will you {peak well of him 
That kill’d your Coufin 2 
Ful. Shall I fpeak ill of him that is my Husband? 
Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue fhall fmooth thy Name, 
When I thy three Hours Wife have mangled it! 
But wherefore Villain did’ft thou kill my Coufin 2 
That Villain Coufin would have kill’d my Husband: 
Back foolith Tears, back to your native Spring, 
Your tributary drops belong to Woe, 
‘Which you miftaking offer up to Joy: 
My Husband lives that Tybalt would have flain, 
And Tybalt dead that would have kill’d my Husband ; 
All this is Comfort; wherefore weep I then? 
Some word there was worfer than Tybalt’s Death 
That murdered me; I would forget it fain, 
But oh it preffes to my Memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to Sinners minds: 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banithed, 
That Banifhed, that one word Banithed, 
Hath flain ten thoufand Tybalts : Tybalt’s death 
Was woe enough, if it hed ended there: 
Or if fower Woe delights in Fellowthip, 
And needly will Le rank’d with other Griefs, 
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. Why followed not, when the faid Tybale’s dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or both, 
Waich modern Lamentation might have mov’d. 
Bot with a R ear- ward following Tybaic’s death, 
Romeo is banith ed—to {peak that word, 
Is Father, Mothers Tybalt, Romeo; Fulier, 
All flain, all dead: Romeo is banifhed : 
There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound, 
In that word’s death, no words can that woe found. 
Where is my Father,-and my Mother, Nurfe2 
Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybaiz’s Coarfe. 
Will you gotothem? I will bring you thither. | 
Jal. Wath they his wounds with Tears; «mine thall be fpent, 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's Batifhment: ~ : 
Take up thofe Cords; poor Ropes you are beguil’d, 
Both you and I, for-Romeo is Exil’d: 
He made you for an Highway to my Bed, 
But Ea Maid, die Maiden-widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurfe, I'll to my Wedding-bed, 
And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head, 
Nar. Hie to your Chamber, Ili find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he-is : 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Night; # 
Fil to him, she is hid at Lawrence Gell. 249 
Ful..O find him, give this Ring tomy true Knights, | 
And bid him.come, co take his laft Farewel. | [Exennt. 
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Exter Friar Lawrence and Roraco. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou ‘fearful Man, 
AffliGion is enamour’d of chy Parts; | me 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. % 

Row. Father, what News ?¢ | ae 
Whar is the Prince’s Doom? 
What Sorrow craves admittance at my ‘Hand, 
That F yet know not? . 

Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear Son in fuch fower Company: - 
I bring thee Tydings of the Prince’s Doom. 
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Rom. What, lefsthan Dooms-day, is the Prince’s Doom ? 
Fri. A gentle Judgment vanifh’d from his Lips, 
Not Body’s Death, but Body’s Banifhment. 
_ Kom, Bia, Banithment! Be merciful, fay Death } 
_ For Exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than Death: Do not fay Banifhment, 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniflied: 
Be patient, for the World is broad arid wide. 
Rom. There is no World without Verona Walls; 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it felf: 
Hence baniflied, is banifh’d from the World, 
And World’s Exile is Death. Then banifhed 
Is Death mif-term’d, calling Death Banithed. 
Thou cut’ft my Head off with a Golden Ax, 
And {mil’ft upon the ftroak that murders me. 
Fri. O deadly Sin! O rude Unthankfulnefé! 
Thy Faule our Law calls Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law, 
And turn’d that black word Death to Banifhment: 
That is dear Mercy, and thou feeft it not. 
Rom. ‘Tis Torture, and not Mercy: Heav’n is heré 
Where Fuliet lives, and every Cat and Dog, 
And little Moufe, every unworthy thing 
Lives here in Heav’n, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. More Validity, 
More honourable State, more Courtfhip lives 
In Carrion Flies, than Romeo: They may feize 
On the white wonder of dear Fulie?’s Hand, 
And fteal immortal Bleffings from her Lips, 
Who even in pure and vettal Modelty 
Still bluth, and thinking their own Kiffes fin: 
This may Flies do, when I from this muft fly, 
And fay'ft thou yet, that Exile is not Death? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. 
Hadft thou no Poifon mixt, no fharp-ground Knife} 
No fudden mean of Death, tho’ ne’er fo méan, 
But banifhed to kill me ? Banifhed ? 
O Friar, the Damned ufe that word in Hell; 
Howlings attend it, how haft thou the Heart. 
Being a Divine, a Ghoftly Confeflor, | 
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ise CE Rormee4nnd Juliet. 
A Sin-Abfolver, and my Friend profeft, 


To mangle me with that word Banifhed? 
Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me {peak. 
Rom, © thou wilt {peak again of Banifhment. 
Fri. Vil give thee Armour to keep off that Word, 

Adverfity’s {weet Milk, Philofophy, 

To comfort thee, tho’ thou art banifhed. 

Rom. Yet banifhed ? Hang up Philofephy, 

Unlefs Philofophy can make a Faliet, 

Difplant a Town, reverfe a Prince’s Doom, 

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more 
Fri. O then I fee that mad Men have no Ears. 
Rom. How fhou'd they. 

When wife Men have no Eyes? 

Fri. Let me defpair with thee of thy E ffate, 
Rom. Thou canft not {peak of that thou doft not feel: — 

Wert thou as young as Juliet my Love, 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 

Doting like me, and like me-banifhed, 

Then might’ft thou fpeak, then might’{t thou tear thy Hair, 

And fall. upon the Ground as I do now, 

Taking the meafure of an unmade Grave. 

| Throwing himfelf on the Grounde 



















































Fri, Arife, one knocks; [Knock withim 

Good Romeo hide thy {clf. “4 
Rom. Not TI, 

- Unlefs the breath of Heart-fick Groans, : 

Milt-like, infold me from the fearch of Eyes. | Knock. | 


_ Fri, Hark, how they knock. 
Who’s there ?--—_———. Romeo, arife, 4 
Thou wilt be taken——{flay a while ftandup;  [Kuock, — 
Run to my Stidy- By and by- God’s Will; ii 
W hat Simpiene/s ts this I come, I come. [ Knock, 
Who knocks fo hard 2 
Whence come you? what’s your Will? 

Nar. [Within,| Let me come in, 
And you fball know my Errand: 
I come from Lady Falier, 

Fri. Welcome then. 
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Enter Nurfe. 
Nar, O holy Friar, O tell me holy Friar, 
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Where is my Lacys Lord? where’s Romeo ? 

Fri. There, m the Ground, 

Wich his ow / ars made drunk, 

Nzer, C he 1s even in my Miftrefs’s Cafe, 
Juft in ter Cafe, O woful Sympathy ! 

Piteow Predicament, even fo lyes the, 
Blbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 
Gand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a Man, 
For Fuliet’s fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 
Why fhould you fall into fo deep an Oh! —— 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah Sir! AhSir!——~Death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Speak’f{t thou of Faler ? How is’t with her 2 
~ Doth not the think me an old Murtherer, 

Now I have ftain’d the Child-hood of our Joy 
With Blood, removed but little from her own? 
Where is fhe? and how does fhe?. and what fays 
My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Love? 

Nur. O the fays nothing, Sir; but weeps and weeps, 
And now falls. on her Bed, and then ftarts up, 
And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then. down falls again, 

Rom. As if that Name 
Shot from the deadly level of a Gun 
Did murder her, as that Names curfed Hand 
Murdered her Kinfman. O tell me, Friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my Name lodge? Tellme, that I may fack 
The hateful Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate Hand: 

Art thou a Man? Thy form cries out, thou art: 
Thy Tears are Womanith, thy wild A@s do note 
The unreafonable fury of a Beaft. 
Unfeemly Woman, in.a feeming Man, 
And ill befeening Beaft in feeming both, 
Thou haft amaz’d me, By my holy Order, 
I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 
Haft thou flain Tybale ? Wilt thou flay thy felf? 
And flay thy Lady, that in thy Life lives, 
By doing damned hate upon thy felf? 

=e E 2 Why. 
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Why rail’ft thou on thy Birth? the Heav'a and Earth? 
Since Birth, and Heav’n, and Earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once would’ft lofe. 
Fy, fy, thou tham’ft thy Shape, thy Love, thy Wit; 
Which like an Ufurer abound’ft in all, 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, . 
Which fhould bedeck thy Shape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
Thy noble Shape is but a Form of Wax, 

Digrefling from the Valour of a Man; 

Thy dear Love {worn, ‘but hollow Perjury, 

Killing that Love which thou haft vow’d to cherifh; 
Thy Wit, that Ornament to Shape and Love, 

Mif- thapen in the Conduc@ of them both, 

Like Powder in a skillefs Soldier’s Flask, 

Is fet a fire by thine own Ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, roufé thee, Man, thy Fwilier is alive, 

For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy. “7yba/e-would kill thee, 

But thou flew’ft Tybale; there art thou happy too, 
The Law that threatned Death became thy Friends 
And turn’d it to Exile; there art thou happy. 

a A pack of Bleffings light upon thy Back, 

a Happinefs courts thee in her beft Array, : 







































Pie? = Bur like a mif-hav’d and a fullen Wench, 
3 hi Thou putteft up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
; 7 Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 
c ko Go get thee to thy Love, as was decreed, 
| Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 


But look thou ftay not *till the Watch be fer, | 

For then thot canft not pafs to J/antua, 

Where thou fhalt live, “till we can find a time 

To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, 

With ewenty hundred thoufand times more Joy, 
Than thou wene’ft forth in Lamentation, 

Go before, Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her‘haften ullthe Houfe to Bed; 

Which heavy Satrow makes them apt unto, 

Romeo is COMING 
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Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all Night, 
To hear good Counfel: Oh, what Learning is! 
My Lord, [ll tell my Lady you will come. _ 

Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here, Sir, a Ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 
' Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late, ._ 

Rom. How well my Comfort is reviv’d by this. 
Fri. Go hence, 
Good Nights and here ftands all your State: 
Either be gone before the Watch be fet, 
Or by the break of Day difguis’d, from hence, 
Sojourn in AZantua; U1l find out your Man, 
And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 
«Every good hap to you that chances here: 
Give me thy Hand, ’tis late, farewel, Good Night. 
Rom, But that a Joy, paft Joy, calls out on me, 
It were a Grief, fo brief to part with thee: 
Farewel. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Capulet’s Houfe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 
Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, fo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our Daughter: 
Eook you, fhe lov’d her Kinfman Tybalt dearly, 
And fo did I——Well, we wefé’born to die. 
* Tis very late, fhe’ll not come down to Night: 
I promife you, but for your Company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago, 
Par. Thefe times of Woe afford notimeto Woo: 
Madam, good Night, commend meto your Daughter. 
La. Cap. I will, and know her Mind early to Morrow; 
To Night the is mew’d up to her heavinels. 
Cap. Sir Paris, 1 will make a defperate tender 
OF my Child’s Love: I think fhe will be rul’d 
In all refpects by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her e’er you go to Bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son Paris Love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wedue/day next——p 
But foft; what day is this2 
Par. Monday, my Lord. 
E 3 _ ap, 
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Cap. Monday? ha! ha! well, Wedue/day is too foon, 
A Thurfday let it be: A Thurfday tell her 
She fhall be married co this Noble Earl: 

W tl you be ready 2 Do you hke this hafte 2 
Weli keep no great a-do——a Friend or two-—— 
For, hark you, Tybalt being flain fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly, 

Being our Kinfman, if we revel much: 

Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen Friends, 
And there’s an end, But what fay you to Thur/day? 

Par. My Lord, | 
T would that Thurfday were to Morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone=-a Thur/day be it then: 
Go you to Fuliet e’er you go to Bed, [To Lady Capulet. — 
Prepare her, Wife, againft this Wedding-day. .. 
Farewel, my Lord——light to my Chamber, hoa! F 
“Afore me, it is fo late, that we may call it early by and by, _ 
Good Night. [ Exeunt. 


wh AE. Vy, The Garden. 


Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a Window; a Ladder of 
Ropes fet. oo 

Jel, Wilt thou be gone ? 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, fa. 
That piere’d the fearful hollg@w of thine Ear, — , 
Nightly the fings on yond Pomegranate Tree, 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Kom. \t was the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, : 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder Eatt: 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Stands tiptoe on the mifty Mountain tops, 

I muft be gone and live, ox flay and dye, 

Ful. You Light is not Day-light, I know it, I's 
Tt is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 

‘To be to thee this Night a Torch-bearer, ee 
And light thee on thy way to AZaatua, 7 
Lherefore ftay, yet thou need’ft not to be gone,. 

Rom, Let me be ta’en, let me be put to Death, 
f am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 

Wil {ay yon gray is not the Morning’s Eye, 
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Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's Brow, 
Nor that is not the Lark whofe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heav’ns fo high above our Heads. 
I have more care to ftay, than will to go: 
Come Death and welgome, ‘Fulier wills it fo. 
How is’t, my Soul? let’s talk, it is not Day. 
Ful. Xe is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away: 
It is the Lark that fings fo out of fune, 
Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps. 
Some fay the Lark makes {weet Divifion ; 
This doth not fo: For fhe divideth us. 
Some fay, the Lark, and Icathed Toad change Eyes, 
O now I would they had.changd Voices too: 
Since, arm from arm, that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntf-up to the Day, 
O now be gone, more light and light it PrOWS. 
Rom. More light and light, more dark and dark our W ogs. 
: Enter Nurfe. 
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Nur. Madam. 
Ful. Nurfee 
Nur. Your Lady Mother is coming to your Chamber: 

The Day is broke, be wary, look about. 

_ Ful. Then Window let Day in, and let Life out. 
Rom. Farewel, farewel, one Kifs, and Pil Difcend. 
Ful. Art thou gone fo? Love! Lord! ab Husband! Friend! 

IT muft hear from thee every Day in the Hour, 

[Romeo comes down by the Ladder into the Gardéne 

For in a Minute there are many Days, 

O by this count I fhall be much in Years; 

E’er I again behold my Romeo, 

Rom, Farewel: 

I will omit no opportunity, 

That may convey my Greetings, Love, to thee. 

Ful, Q thinkeft thou we fhall ever meet again? 

Rom, I doubt it not, and all thefe Woes fhall ferve 
For fweet Difcourfes, in our time to. come. 

Ful. O God! [ have anill Divining Soul, 

Methinks I fee thee now, thou art fo low, 

As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb: 

Either my Eye-fight fails; or thou look’{t pale. 

Rom. And truft me, Love, in mine Eye fo do you: 


Dry. Sorrow drinks our Blood. Adicu, adieu, __ [ Exeunt. 
| E 4 SCENE 


ane 
























a alte A ala that eat 





a _— 

eee = 

{ ie r 
pa 3} ie 


ILS 





RoMee and Juliet. 


SCENE YI. Julict’s Chamber. 


Enter Juliet. 
Ful. O Fortune, Fortune, all Men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doft thou withshim 
That is renown’d for Faith ? be fickle Fortune = 
For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back. 
: Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. Ho Daughter, are you up? 
Ful. Who is’t that calls? is it my Lady Mother? 
Ts fhe not down fo late, or up fo early ? 
What unaccuftom’d Caufe procures her hither? 
- La. Cap. Why how now, Fuliet 2 
‘Ful. Madam, I am not well. r 
La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your Coufin’s Death2 | 
What, wilt thou wafh him from his Grave with Tears 2 7 
And if thou couldft, thou couldft not make him live: : 
Therefore have done, fome Grief fhews much of Love, 
But much of Grief fhews ftill fome want of Wit. 
Jul. Yet let me weep, for fuch a feeling lofs, 
La.Cap. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the Friend 
Which you weep for. 
Ful. Feeling fo the lofs, 
I cannot chufe but ever weep the Friend. 
La, Cap, Well Girl, thou weep’ft not fo much for his death, 
As that the Villain lives which flaughter’d him. 
Fal. What Villain, Madam ? 
La. Cap. That fame Villain, Romeo. 
Ful. Villain and he be many Miles afunder: 
God pardon him, I do with all my Heart, | 
And yet no Man like he doth grieve my Heart. 
La. Cap, That is becaufe the Traitor lives. 
Fal. Ay, Madam. from the reach of thefe my Hands; 
Would none but I might venge my Coufin’s Death, 
La. Cap. We will have Vengeance for it, fear thou not 
Then weep no more, ll fend to one in AZantua, : 
Where that fame banifh’d Runnagate doth live, 
Shall give him fuch an unaccuftom’d Dram, 
That he {hall foon keep 7yale Company: 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatished. 
Ful. Indeed Vnever fhall be fatistied 
With Remeo, *all I behold him-— f—Dead 
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Is my poor Heart, fo for a Kinfman vext: 
Madam, if you could find out but a Man 
To bear a Poifon, I would temper ic ; 
That Romeo fhould, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon fleep in quiet. _O how my Heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 
To wreak the love I bore my Coufin 77bair, 
Upon his Body that hath flaughter’d him, 
La.Cap. Find thou the means, and I’ll find fuch a Man. 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, Girl, 
Jul. And Joy comes wellin fucha needy time. 
What are they, I befeech your Ladythip?2 
La.Cap. Well, well, thou haft a careful Father, Child; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefs, 
Hath forted out a fudden day of Joy, 
That thou expects not, nor I look’d not for, 
Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is this? 
La. Cap. Marry, my Child, early next Thur{day morn, 
The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 
The County of Paris, at St. Peter’s Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. 
Ful. Now by St, Peter’s Church, and Peter too, 
Fle fhall not make me there a joyful Bride, : 
Y wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
E’er he that fhould be Husband comes to woe. 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
I will not marry yer, and when I do, I {wear 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris, Thefe are News indeed, 
La. Cap. Here comes your Father, tell him your felf, 
And fee how he will’ take ic at your hands, 
Enter Capulet and Nur fe, 
Cap. When the Sun fets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew; 
But tor the Sunfet of my Brother’s Son, 
It rains down-right. 
How now? a Conduit, Girl? what, ftill io tears? 
Evermore fhow’ring in one little Body? 
Thy Counterfeit’s a Bark, a S:a, a W ind; 
For {till thy Eyes, which I may call tlie Dea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this falc Flood, the Winds thy Sighs, 
| — Who 
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Rome and Juliet. 


Who raging with the Tears, and they with them, 
Wirhout a fudden Calm will over-fet 
Thy tempeft-tofled Body. How now, Wife? 
Have you delivered to her our Decree? 
La.Cap. Ay, Sir; 
But the will none, fhe gives you thanks : 
I would the Fool were married to her Grave. 
Cap, Soft, take me with you, take me with you, Wife. 
How, will the none? doth the not give us thanks? 
Is the not proud? doth fhe not count her bleft, 
Unworthy as the is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 
Yul, Not proud, you have; But thankful, that you have. 
Proud can I never -be of what I hate, 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap. How now? 
How now? chopt Logick? what Is this? 
Proud} and I thank you! and [ thank you not! 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine Joints ’gainft Thuarfday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church: 
Or I will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. 
Out you Green-ficknefs Carrion, out you Baggage, 
Out you Tallow-face. 
La. Cap, Fie, fie, what are you mad? 
Ful. Good Father, I befeech you on my Knees, 
Hear me with patience, but to {peak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young Baggage, difobedient Wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thar/day, 
Or never after look mein the Face. © . 
Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me. 
My Fingers itch, Wife: we fcarce thought us bleft, 
That God had lent us but this only Child, 
But now I fee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a Curfe in having her : 
Out on her, Hilding. 
Nur. God in Heav’a blefs her, 
You are to blame, my Lord, to rate her fo, 
Cap. And why, my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tongue 
Good Prudence, {matter with your Goflip, go, * 
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Nur. 1. {peak no Treafon, 
O God-ye-good- den 
May not one {peak? 

Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool, 

Utter your Gravity o'er a Goflip’s Bowl, 
For here we need it not. 

La. Cap. Yow are too hot. 

Cap. God’s Bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company, ftill my care hath been 

To have her matci’d, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 

OF fair Demeans, Youthful, and nebly Allied, 
Stuff'd, as they fay, with honourable Parts, 
Proportion’d as ones thought would wifh a Man: 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, 

A whining Mammet, in her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer I'l] not wed, I cannor Love, 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed, III pardon you 
Graze where you will, you fhall not Houfe with me: 

Look to’t, think on’t, I do not ufe to jeft. 

Thurfday is near, lay Hand on Heart, advife; 

And you be mine, I’!l give you to my Friend: 

And you be nor, hang, beg, {tarve, dic inthe Streets, 

For, by my Soul, I'll ne’er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine, fhall never do thee good: 

Truft to’t, bethink you, Pll not be forfworn, [ Exit, 

Fal. Is there no pity fitting in the Clouds, 

That fees into the bottom of my Grief? 

O {weet my Mother, caft me not away, 
Delay this Marriage for a Month, a Week, 
Or if you do not, make the bridal Bed 

In that dim Monument where Tybalt lyes. 

La.Cap. Talk not to me, for Vil not fpeak a word: 

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee, ~ | Exit, 

Ful. O God! 

O Nurfe, how thall this be prevented? | 

My Husband is on Earth, my Faith in Heay'n; 

How fhall that Faith return again to Earth, a 
Unlefs that Husband fend it me from Heav's, 





F 
: 
; 
f 





By 









- ee 
/ Me + 
4 of 7 F 


2132 
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By leaving Earth 2 Comfort me, counfel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heav’n fhould pra@ife Stratagems 
Upon fo foft a Subje& as my felf. 
What fay’ft thou 2? haft thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, Nurfe. 
Wzr. Faith here it is: 
Romeo is bani(h’d, and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you: 
Or if he do, it needs muft be by ftealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 
I think it beft you married with the Count. 
Oh he's a lovely Gentleman; 
Romeo's a Difh-clout to him; an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an Eye 
As Paris hath: befhrew my very Heart, 
I think you are happy in this fecond Match, 
For it excels your farft: Or if it did not, 
Your firft is dead, or *twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no ufe of him. 
Ful. Speakeft thou from thy Heart? 
Wur. And from my Soul too, 
Or elfe befhrew them both, 
Ful, Amen. 
Nur. What 2 
Ful. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much; : 
Pa ish Go in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 
nei Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 
To make Confeffion, and to be Abfolved. 
Nur, Marry I will, and this is wifely done. [ Exit. 
Ful. Ancient Damnation! O mof wicked Fiend! 
Is it more Sin to wifh me thus forfworn, 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame Tongue 
Which the hath prais’d him with above compare, 
So many thoufand times? Go, Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain: 
Ili to the Friar to know his remedy. 
If all elfe fail, my felf have power to die. 
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Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 


Fri. N Tharfday, Sir! the time is very fhort. 
Par. My Father Capulet will have it fo, 

And I am nothing flow to flack his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Lady’s mind: 

Uneven is the courfe, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately fhe weeps for 7y4alt’s Death, 

And therefore have [little talk of Love, 

For Venus {miles not in a Houfe of Tears: 

Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 

That the fhould give her Sorrow fo much {way ; 

And, in his Wifdom, haftes our Marriage, 

To ftop the Inundation of her Tears, 

Which too much minded by her felf alone, 

May be put from her by Society. 

Now do you know the reafon of this hafte? 

Fri. 1 would I knew not why. it fhould be flow’d. 

Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Juliet. 
Par. Happily met, my Lady and my Wife, 
Ful, That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
Par. That may be, muft be, Love, on Thurfday next. 
Ful. What muft be, fhall be. 
Fri. That’s a certain Text. 
Par. Come you to make Confeflion to this Father ? 
‘Ful. To anfwer that, I fhould confefs to you, 
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Ful. I will confefs to you that I love him. 
Par. So will ye, 1am fure, that you love me. 
Ful, 1f I do fo, it will be of more Price, 

Being fpoke behind your Back, than to your Face. 
Par. Poor Sont, thy Face is much abus’d with Tears. 
Ful. The Tears have got {mall Victory by that: 

For it was bad enough before their {pight. 

Par, Thou wrong’ft it; more tham Tears, with that report. 
ES =e Fal, 
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Fal. That is no flander, Sir, whicl 
And what I fpeak, I {peak it to my 
Par. Thy Facets mine, and thou 


; 1S bt ut truth, 
Face, 
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jel. It may be fo, for it is not mine own. 
Are you at leifure, Holy Father, now, 


Or fhall I come to you at evenin g Mafs 2 
Fri. My leifure ferves me, pent ive Daughter, now. 
My Lord, { mult intreat the-timé alone. — 
Par. God fhield, I fhould diflurb Devotion 
Juliet, on Thur{day ¢ early wall I rowze ye, 
*Till then adieu, and keep this holy kifs. | Exit Paris. 
Ful. O thut the Door, and when thou halt done fo, 
Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft help. 
Fri. QO Fuliet, T already know thy Grief, 
It ftrains me paft the compals of my Wits: 
I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurfday next be married to this Count. 
Ful, Vell me not, Friar, thatthou heareft of this, 
Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If in thy wifdom, thou canft give no help, 
Do thou but call my Refolution wife, 
And with this Koife I'll help it prefently. 
God joia’d my Heart and Romeo's, thou our Hands, 
And eer this hand, by thee to: Romeo feal’d, 
Shall be the Label to arother Deed, 
Or my true Heart, with treacherous Revole, 
Turn to another, this fhall flay them. both: 
Therefore out of thy long experienc’d. Time, 
Give me fome prefent Counfel, or behold 
*T wixe my extreams and me,. this bloody Knife 
Shall play the Umpire; arbitrating that, 
Which the Commiflion of thy Years and Art 
uld to no Iffue of true Honour bring: 
Be not fo long to fpeak, I long to die, 
If what thou fpeak’ft fpeak not of Remedy. 
Fri. Hold, hardier I do’fpy akind of hope, 
Which .cravés as defperate an Execution, 


, aigr at is defperate which we would prevent, 


Tf rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou haft the fireneth of Will to lay thy Rls, 
Then it is likely, thou wilt andertake 
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A thing like Death to chide away this fhame, 
That cop’ft with Death himfelf, to “fcape from it : 
And if thou dar’ft, Pil give thee remedy. 

Ful. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walk in thievifh ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: Chain me with roaring Beary 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel Houfe, 
O’er covered quite with dead Mens ratling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chaplefs Skulls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his.Grave, 
Things that tohear them told, have made me tremble, 
And [ will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unftain’d Wife to my {weet Love. 

Fri, Hold then. Go home, be merry, give confent, 
Lo marry Paris. Wednefday is to morrow; 
To morrow Night look that thou lye alone, 
Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, 
And this diftilling Liquor drink thou off, 
When prefently, through all thy Veins, fhall run 
A cold and diowfie Humour: For no Pulfe 
Shall keep his Native Progrefs, but furceafe': 
No. warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou livett ; 
The Rofes in thy Lips and Cheeks fhall fade 
To mealy Afhes, the Byes Windows fall 
Like Death, when he fhuts up the Day of Life; 
Each part depriv’d of fupple Government, 
Shall ftiff and ftark, and cold appear like Death, 
And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death 
Thou fhalt continue two and forty Hours, 
And then awake, as from a pleafant Sleep. 
Now when the Bridegroom in the Morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead: 
Then as the manner of our Country is, 
In thy beft Robes uncover’d on the Bier, 
Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave: 
Thou fhalt be born to that fame antient Vault, 
Where all the Kindred of the Capulets lye. 
In the mean time, againft thou thalt awake, 
Shall 
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Shall Romeo by my Letters know our Drift, 
And hither fhall he come ; and that very Night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to ALantua. 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent Shame, 
If no unconftant Toy nor Womanifh fear, 
Abate thy Valour in the a&ting it. 
Ful, Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear. 
Fri, Hold, get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
In this refolve, Til fend a Friar with fpeed 
To Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Fal. Love give me Strength, and ftrength fhall help afford; 
Farewel, dear Father. 


SCENE II. Capulet’s Houfe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Mure, and two or thrée 
SEr VANS. 


Cap. So many Guefts invite as here are writ: 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. 
Ser. You fhall have none ill, Sir, for Vl try if they cane 


like their Fingers. 
Cap. How canft thou try them fo 2 
Ser. Marry, Sir, *tis an ill Cook that cannot lick his own 
Fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his Fingers, goes 
hot with me. 
Cap. Go, be gone. We fhallbe much unfurnifh’d for 
this time: What, is my Daughter gone to Friar Lawrence? 
Nur. Ay forfooth. 
Cap. Well, he may chance to.do fome good on her, 
A peevith felf-willd Harlotry it is. 
Enter Juliet. 
Nur. See where fhe comes from Shrifts with merry looks 
Cap. How new; my Headitrong? 
Where have you been gadding? 
Ful. Where 1 have learnt me to repent the Sinj 
Of difobedient Oppofition, 
To you and your behefts; and am enjoyn’d 
By holy Lawrence; to fall proftrate heres 
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To beg your Pardon: Pardon I befeech you, 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 
Cap. Send for the Count, go, tell him of this, 
Y'll have this Knot knit up to morrow morning. 
Fel. I met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gave him what becoming Love I might, 
Not {tepping o’er the bounds of Modefty. 
Cap. Why I am glad on’t, this is well, ftand up, 
This is as't thould be, let me fee the County : 
Ay marry, go I fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reverend Holy Friar, 
All eur whole City is much bound to him. 
Ful. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet; 
To help me fort fuch needful Ornaments, 
As you think fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 
La. Cap, No not *till Thu/day, there is time enough, 
Cap. Go Nurie, go with her; 
We'll to Church to morrow? —_ [ Exewut Juliet and Navja. 
Las Cap. We thall be fhort in our Provifion; 
_Tis now near Night. 
Cap. Tuth, I will ftir abour, 
And all things fhall be well, I warrant thee, Wife: 
Go thou to Frliet, help to deck up her, 
I'll not to bed to Night, let me alone: 
Pil play the Hufwife for this once. What ho2 
They are all forth; well I will walk my {elf 
To County.Paris, to prepare him up 
Againft to morrow. My Heart is wondrous Light; 
Since this fame way-ward Gir] is fo reclaim’d. 
L[Exeant Capulet and Lady Caps 


5. GEN: E...aE Juliet’s Chamber. 


Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 
fal, Ay, thofe Atcires are beft; but, gentle Nurfe, 
I pray thee leave me to my felf to Night | 
For I have.need of many Orifons, 
To move the Heav’ns to {mile upon my ftate, 
Which well thou know’ft is crofs and full of Sing 
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Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. What are you bufie, ho? Need you my help? 
Ful. No, Madam, we have cull’d frch Neceffaries 

As are behoveful for our ftate to morrow: 

So pleafe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurfe this Night fit up with you; 

For I am fure you have your Hands full all, 

In this fo fudden Bufinefs. 
La. Cap, Good Night, 

Ger thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 
Ful. Farewel; 

God knows , when we fhall meet again. 

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of Fire: 

Vil call them back again to comfort me. 

Nurfe what fhould the do here? 

My difmal Scene, I needs muft at alone: 

Come Via! what if this Mixture do not work at all2 

Shall L be married to morrow Morning @ 

No, no, this fhall forbid it; Lye thou there. 

Ve . [ Pointing to A Daggere 
What if it be a Poifon, which the Friar, 
Subtilly hath miniftred, to have me dead, 
Left in this Marriage he fhould be difhonour’d 
Becaufe he marricd me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is, and yer methinks it fhould not, 
For he hath {till been tried a Holy Man. 
How, if when I am laid into the Tomb, 

I wake before the time, that Romeo 

Come to redeem me? There’s a fearful Point ! 
Shall. I not then be ftifled in‘the Vaulk, 

To whofe foul Mouth no healthfome Air breaths in 
And there die ftrangled e’er my Romeo comes ? 
Or if [ live, it is not very like, 

The horrible conceit of Dearh and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient Receptacle, 

Where, for thefe manv hundred Years, the Bones 
O} all my burted Anceftors are packet; : 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, 


Lies feftring in his Shrowd; where, as they fay, 
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Alack, alack! is it not like thar I 

So early waking, what with joathfome {mells, 
And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn our of the Earth, 
That living Mortals, hearing them, run mad 
Or if I walk, fhail I not be diftraught, 
Invironed with all thefe hideous Fears, 

And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints, 

And pluck the mangled 7yéalt fiom his Shroud 2 

And in this Rage, with fome great Kinfman’s Bone, 

As with a Club, dafh out my defperate Brains 2 

O look! methinks I fee my Coufin’s Ghoft, 

pecking out Romeo, that did fpit his Body 

Upon his Rapicr’s Point: Stay, Tybalt ftay ! 

Komeo! Romeo! Romeo! here’s drink---I drink to thee. [ Exits 


SCENE IV. 4A Hail. 


Enter Lady Capulet and Nurfe. 

La. Cap. Hold, 
Take thefe Keys and fetch more Spices, Nurfe. 

War. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry, 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, 
The fecond Cock hath crow’d, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, *tis three a Clock: 
Look to the bak’d Meats, good -dygelica. 
Spare not for coft. 

Nar. Go, you Cot-quean, go ; 
Get you to Bed; faith you'll be fick to morrow 
For this Night’s Watching. 

Cap. No not a whit, I have watch’d e’er now 
All Night for alefs Caufe, and ne’er been fick. 

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a Moufe-hune, in your time, 
But I will watch you, from fuch watching, now, 

L Ex Lady Capulet and Nurfé. 

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood 
Now, Fellow, what’s there? 

Exter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets, 
Sere Things for the Cook, Sir, bue I know not what. 
Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, Sirrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call Peter, he will they thee where they are. 
Boa ae Ser. 


; 
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Ser. ¥ have a Head, Sir, that will find out Logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Mais and well faid, a merry Horfon, ha! 
Thou fhalt be Logger-head— good Faich, ’tis Day. 
A 2 a | Play Mdufick. 
The County will be here with Mafick ftraighr, 
For fo he faid he would. I hear him near. 
Nurfe, Wife, what ho? What, Nurfe, I fay? 
Enter Nurfe. 
Go waken Fuliet, go and trim her up, 
Pil go and cha with Paris: Hie, make hatte; 
Make hafte, I fy. | Exit Capulet. 
SCENE draws and difcovers Juliet on a Bed. 
Nur. MilftrefS, what Miftrefs! Falser ! Faft 1 war- 
rant her. 
Why Lamb why Lady Fie you flug-a-bed ——— 
Why Love, I fay---Madam, Sweet-hearte--W hy Bride 
What, not a Word! You take your Penny worths now; 
Sleep for a week; for the next Night I warrant, 
The County Paris bath fet up his reft, 
That you fhould reft but little-—=God forgive me——— 
Marry and Amen———How found is the afleep2 
J muft necds wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam, 
Ay, let the County take you in your Bed —— 
He'll fright you up y’faith, Wall it not be ? 
W hat dreft, andin your Cloaths----and down again! 
T muft needs awake you: Lady, Lady, Lady —— 
Alas! alas! help! help! my Lady’s dead. 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born! 
Some .4qua-vite ho! my Cord, my Lady ! 
Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap, What Noife ts here 2 
Nur. O Jamentabie Day! 
La. Cap. What 1s the matter? 
Nur. Look, look oh heavy Day! 
La. Cap. O me, O me, my Child, my only Life! 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee: 
Help, help, call help. 
Enter Capulet. 
Cap. Bor fhame br ng Fuliet forth, her Lord is come, 
Nur. She’s dead, Decealt, {he’s dead: Ailack the Day. 
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La. Cap. Alack the Day, the’s dead, the’s déad, fhe’s dead. 
Cap. Ha! Let me fee her-—Out alas, fhe's cold, 
Her Blood is fettied, and her Joints are ftiff, 
Life and thefe Lips have long been feparated: 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Frott 
Upon the fweeteft. F.ower of the Field. 
Nur. © lamentable Day! 
La. Cap. O woful time! 
Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my Tongue, and will not let me {p: ak. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris. 
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O Son, the Night before thy Wedding-day, 
Hath Death lain with thy Wife: See, there the lies, 
Flower as fhe was, Deflower’d now by him: 
Death is my Son-in-Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leave him all, Life, living, all is Death's, 
Par. Have I thought long to fee this Morning's Face, 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this? 
La. Cap. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful Days 
Moft miferable Hour, that rime e’er faw 
Tn lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But onec ving to rejoice and folace in, 
And cruel Deat! hath catche tt from my fight, 
Nur. O wo! O woful, woful, weful Day! 
Mott lamentable Day! moft woful Day! 
That ever, ever, I did yer ‘ehold, 
O Day! O Day! O Day! © hateful Day! 
Never was fren fo black a Day as this: 
O woful Day! O woful Day! 
Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, {pighted, flain! 
Moit deteftable Death, by thee beguil’d, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite ove:thr: wn 
© Love! O Life! not Life, but Love in Death. 
Cap. Defpis’d, diftreffed, bated, ma'tyr’d, kill’d-s= 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft hou now 
To murther, murther our 5 ‘em ity ? 
O Child! © Child! my Soul, and not my Child! 
: | Fs fe 
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Dead art thou alack my Child is dead, 

And with my Child, my Joys are buried. 
Fri. Peace ho for fhame-——Confufions? Care lives not 

In thefe Confufions. Heav’n and your felf 

Had part in this fair Maid, now Heav’n hath all, 

And all the better is it for the Maid: | 

Your part in hir, you could not keep from Death, 

But Heav’n keeps his part in eternal Life : 

The moft you fought was her Promotion, 

For ’*twas your Heav’n that fhe fhould be advaned 5 

And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advane'd 

Above the Clouds, as high as Heav’n it felf¢ 

© in this love, you love your Child fo ill, 

That you run mad, feeing that the ts well. 

he’s not well Married that lives married long, 

But fhe’s beit Married that dyes married young. 

Dry up your Tears, and ftick your Rofemary 

On this fair Coarfe, and as the Cuftom is, 

All in her beft Array, bear her to Church: 

For tho’ fond Nature bids us all Jament, 

‘Yet Nature’s Tears are Reafon’s Merriment, 

Cap. All things that we ordained Feftival, 

Turn from their Office to black Funeral: 

Our Inftrumests, to melancholly. Bells; ; 

Our Wedding Chear, to a fad burial Feat; ° 

Our folemn Hymns, to fullen Dirges ehange ; 

Our Bridal Flowers, ferve for a buried Coarfe ; 

And all things change them to the conttrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, and Madam, go with him; 

And go, Sir Paris, every one prepare 

To follow this fairtCoarfe unto her Grave. 

The Heav’ns do lowre upon you for fome ill: 

Move them no more, by crofling their high Will, [ Exeunte 
Mu, Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone, 
Nur. Honelt good Fellows: Ah, put up, put up, 

For well you know this ts a pitiful Cafe, 

_ Mm, Ay, by my Troth, the Cafe may be amended. . 

Enter Peter. 
Pet. Muficians: Oh Muficians, 
Heart’s eafe, Heart’s eafe; 
Oh, and you will have me live, play Heart's eat, 
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Mu, Why Heart’s eafe 2 
Per. O Muficians, 
Beca: fe my Heart it felf plays, my Heart is full. 
4du. Nota dump we, ’tis so time to play now. 
Pet. You will not then? 
Mn. No. | 
Pet. I will then give it you foundly, 
Mu. What will you give us¢ 
Pet. No Mony on my Faith, but the Gleek. 
I will give you the Miniftrel. 
dx. Then I will give you the Serving Creature, 
Pet, Then will f lay the ferving Creature’s Dagger on your 
Pate. I will carry no Crotchets, I'l] Re you, 1’ll Fa you, do 
you Note me, 
Min. And you Re us, and Fa us, you Note us, 
2 Mu. Pray you put up your Dagecr, 
And put out your Wit. 
Then have at you with my Wit. 
Pet. I will dry-beat you with an Iron Wit, 
And put up my Iron Dagger. 
Anfwer me like Men: 
When griping Griefs the Heart doth wound 
Then Mufick with her Silver found 
Why Silver found? Why Mufick with her Silver found? 
What fay you, Simen Catling ? 
Mw. Marry, Sir, becaufe Silver hth a fweet found. 
Pet. Prateft? what fay you, Hugh Rebeck? 
2 Adu. Tt fay Silver found, becaule Muficians found for Sif< 
Pet. Pratc{t too? what fay you, Fames Sound-Poft? (ver. 
3 Mx. Faith I know not what to fay. 
Pet, OI cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 
I will fey for you, it is Mufick with her Silver found, 
Becaufe Muficians have no Gold for founding: 
Then Mufick with her Silver found, with fpeedy help doth 
lend redrefs. [ Exif. 
Mu. What a peftilent Knave is this fame 2 
2 Mu. Hang him, Fack, come, we'll in here, tarry for the 
Mourners, and flay Dinner. ~ | Exit. 
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AGTV. SCENEL 
SC EN E Mantua. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom, I‘ I may truft the flattering truth of Sleep, 
| My Dreams prefage fome joyful News at hand: 
My Bofom’s Lord fits hghtly in his Throne, 
And all this winged unaceuitom'd Spirit, 
Lifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dicamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange Dream! that gives a dead Man leave to think) 
Aad breath’d fuch Life with Kiffes in my Lips, 
That Tieviv’d, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me! how fveet is Love it {elf poffeft, 
When but Love’s Shadows are fo rich in Joy. 
L£xter Romeo's ALan. 
News from Verona How now Balthazar? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Friar ? 
Flow doth my: Lady? Is my Father well? 
Flow doth my Lady Fuliet ?. That I ask again, 
For rathing can be sll, if the be well. 
Man. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 
Her Body fleeps in Capulet's: Monument, 
And her immortal part with Angels lives: 
B faWther laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
‘And prefently took Poft to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill News, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, Sir. 
Kom, Is it even for— 
Then I deny you Stars. 
‘Thou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Poft-Horfes, I will hence to Night. 
— Man. 1 do befeech you, Sir, have patience: 
Your Looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some Mifadventure, 3 
_ Rom, Tuth, thou art deceiv'd, 
eg me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Friar : 
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Man. No, good my Lord. 

Rom. No matter: Get thee gone, 
And hiré thofe Horfes, Pll be withthee ftraight. | Exit Mas. 
Well Fulier, 1 will lye with thee to Night; 
Let’s fee for means——-O Mifchief thou art {wife 
To enter in the Thought of defperate Men: 
I do remember an Apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted 
In tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Biows, 
Culling of Simples; Meager were his Looks, 
Sharp Milery hard worn him to the Bones : 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoife hung, 
An Alligator ftuf:, and other Skins 
Of ill-fhap’d Fithes, and about his Shelves 
A beggarly Account of empty Boxes; 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to make up a thew. 
Noting this Penury, to my felf I faid, 
And if a Man did need a Poifon now, 
Whofe fale is prefent Death in Afantua, 
Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame Thought did but fore-run my Need, 
And this fame needy Man muft fell it me. 
As I remember, this fhould be the Houfe, 
Being holy-day, the Beggar’s Shop is thut, 
What ho! Apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls fo loud? 

Rom. Come hither Man, I fee-that thou art poor, 
Hold, there is forty Ducats, let me have 
A Dram of Poifon, fuch foon-{peeding Geer, 
As will difperfe it felf thro’ all the Veins, 
That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead, 
And that the Trunk may be difcharg’d of Breath, 
As violently, as hafty Powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal Cannon’s Womb. 

“4p. Such Mortal Drugs I have, but AMastua’s Law 
Ts Death to any he that utters them, 

Kom. Att thou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
And fear’ ta dye? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Soe Need 
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Need and Oppreflionsftarveth in thine Eyes; 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back: 
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World’s Law ; 
The World affords no Law to make thee Rich, 
Then be not Poor, but break it, and tike this. 
tp. My Poverty, but not my Will confents. 
Kom, | pray thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 
fp. Put this in any Liquid thing you will, 
Aod drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Of twenty Men, .it would difpatch you {traight. 
Rom. There is thy Gold, worfe Poifon to. Mens Souls; 
Doing more Murder in this loathfom World, 
Than thefe poor Compounds that thou may’ft not fell : 
I fell thee Poifon, thou haft fold me none. 
Parewel, buy Food, and get thy felf in Flefh. 
Come Cordial, and not Poifon, go with me 
To Fulier’s Grave, for there muft I ufe thee. | Exeunt. 


SC EN E-° Illv *The Monaftery near Verona, 


Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence. 


Fohnx. Holy Francifcan Friar! Brother! ho! 

Law. This fame fhould be the Voice of Friar Fobns 
Welcome from Adantua, what {ays Romeo ? 
Or if his Mind be writ, give me his Letter, 

_ Fohn. Going to find a bare-foot Brother out; 
One of our Order, to affociate me, 

Here in this City vititing the Sick, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Town, 
Sufp: ting that we both were in a Houfe 
Where the infectious Peftilence did reign, 
Seal’d up the Doors, an? would not let us forth, 
$o that my {peed to Adantua there was ftaid. 

Law, Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 

‘John. I could not-fend its here it is again, 
Nor get a Meffenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful were they of [nfe@ion. 

Law. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice, but full of Charge 
Of dear Import, and the negleing it 
May do much Danger. Friar Fohn, go hence, 


Get 
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Get me an Iron Crow, and bring it ftreight 
Unto my Cell. Ps. 
Fobn. Brother, ll go and bring it thee. | Exit. 
Law. Now mutt I tothe Monument alone, 
Within this three Hours will fair Fuliet wake, 
She will befhrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe Accidents : 
But I will write again to Adaniua, 
And keep her at my Cell *till Romeo come, 
Poor living Coarfe, clos’d ina dead Man’s Tomb,  [ Exir. 


SCENE III. 4 Church-yard, in it, a noble 
Monument belonging to the Capulets. 


Enter Paris and his Page, with a Light. 


Par. Give me thy Torch, Boy; hence, and ftand aloof? 
Yet put it out, for I would not be feen: 
Under yond’ young Trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy Ear clofe to the hollow Ground, 
So fhall no jfoot upon the Church-yard tread, 
Being looft, unfirm, with digging up of Graves, 
But thou fhalt hear it: Whiftle then to me, 
As fignal that thou heareft fomething approach. 
Give me thofe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, 20. 
Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will adventure, [ Exit. 
Par, Sweet Flower, with Flowers thy bridal Bed [ ftrew: 
O Woe, thy Canopy is Duft and Stones, 
Which with fweet Water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with Tears diftill’d by Monées; 
The Obfequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy Grave and weep. 
| The Boy whiftles, 
The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach, 
What curfed Foor wanders this way to Night, 
To crofs my Obfequies, and true Loves Righe? 
What with a Torch? Muffle me, Night, a while. 
| Ewer Romeo and Peter with a Light. 
Rom. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron. 
Flold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 
r See 
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See thou delive: it to my Lord and Father, 
Give me the Light; upon thy Life I charge thee, 
Whate’er thou rear ft or feeft, ftand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my Courfe, 
Why I defcenc into this Bed of Death, 
fs partly to behold my Lady’s Face: 
But chiefly to tke thence from her dead Finger, 
A precious Rinz, a Ring that [ muft ufe 
In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou, falous, doft return to Pry 
In what I further fhall intend to do, 
By Heav'n I wil tear thee Joint by. Joint, 
And ftrew this hingry Church-yard with thy Limbs; 
Fhe Time, andmy Intents are favage wild, 
More fierce, anc more inexorable far, 
Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea, 
Pet. Lwill be gone Sir, and not trouble you. 
Rowe, So thaltthou fhew me Fric ndfhip : Take thou that, 
Live and be profperous, and farewel good Fellow. 
Pet, For ail rus fame, Ill hide me here about, 
His looks I fear, and his inrents I doubt, f Exit. 
Rom, Yhou ceteftable Maw, thou Womb of Dear! 
Gorg’d with thedeareft Morfel of the Earth: 
‘Ehus T enforce ‘hy rotten Jaws to open, 
[ Breaking open the ALonsment, 
And in defpight. Pll cram thee with more Food, 
Par. This is that banifhe haughty AAountague 
That murthered ny Love’s Coufins with which Grief, 
Ye is fuppofed tre Fair'Creature died, 
Aid here is come to do fome Villanous Shame 
To the dead Bodies: I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unhollewed Toil, vile Mountague : 
Ca Vengeance be purfu’d further than Death2 
Condemned Villiir, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muft Die: 
Rom. 1 muft indeed, and therefore came I hither.22 
Good gentle Youth, tempe nota defperate Man, 
Fly hence and lewe me, think upon thofe gone, 
Let them affrigh thee. I befeech thee, Youth 
Pull not another 5in upon my Head, 
By urging me toFury. © be gone, 
By Heav’n [ lovethee better than my felf; 
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‘or I come hither arm’d againft my felfs 
tay not, be gone; Live, and hereafter fay, 
, mad Man’s Mercy bid thee run away. 
Par. I do defie thy Commiferation, 
ind apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 
Rom. Wiit thou provoke me? Then haveat thee Boy. 
[They Fight, Paris falls. 
Pag. O Lord they Fight, I will go call the Watch. 
Par. O 1 am flain; if thou be Merciful, 
Dpen the Tomb, lay me with Falher. 
Rom, In Faith I wil’: Let me perufe this Faceo—— 
Vercutio’s Kinfman! Noble Counry Paris ! 
What faid my Man, when my betoffed Sou! 
Jid not attend him as we rode? I think 
de told me Paris fhould have married Fulicie 
aid he rot fo Or did I dream it fo2 
dr am TI mad, hearing him talk of Fuliet, 
fo think it was fo? O give me thy Hand, 
Ine writ with me in four Misfortune’s Book, 
il bury thee in a Triumphant Grave. 
\ Grave? O no a Lanthorn, tlaughter’d Youth: 
or here lyes Fuliet, and her Beauty makes 
“his Vault a Feafting Prefence full of Light. 
Death, lye thou there, by a dead Man interrd. 
dow oft when Men are at the Point of Death, 
dave they been Merry?, Which their Keeper; call 
L Lightning before Death? O how may I 
all thisa Lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 
Yeath that hath fuckt:the Honey of thy Breith, 
lath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty: 
“hou art not Conquer’d, Beauty’s Enfign ye 
s Crimfon in thy Lips, and in thy Cheeks, 
ind Death’s pale Flag is not advanced there. 
yoalt, ly’{t chou there in thy bloody Sheer? 
2 what more Favour can I do to thee, 
Then with that Hand that cut thy Youth twain, 
“o funder his that was thy Enemy? 
orgive me, Coufin. Ah dear Fauliet : 
/hy art thou yet fo fair? T will believe, 
nalll believe, thar un(ubftantial Death is Amorous? 
id that the lean abhored Monfter, keep 
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For fear of that, I ftill will ftay with thee, 

And sever from this Palace of dim Night 

Depart again: Come lye thou in my Arms, 

Here’s to thy Health, where-e’er thou tumbleft in, 

A true Apothecary / 

Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kifs I die, 

Depart again; here, here will I remain, 

With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids; O here 

Will I fet up my Everlafting reft; 

And fhake the Yoak of inaufpicious Stars 

From this W orld’s wearied Fleth, Eyes look yourlaft. 

Arms take your laft Embrace; and Lips, O you 

The Doors of Breath, feal with a Righteous Kifs 

A datelefs Bargain to engroffing Death: 

Come bitter Condu&, come unfavoury Guide, 

Thou defperate Piloty now at once run on 

The dafhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary Bark: 

Flere’s to my Love. O true Apothecary! 

Thy Drugs arequick. Thus witha Kifs I die, 
Enter Friar Lawrence with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade. 
Fri. St. Francis be my {peed, how oft to Night 

Have my old Feet ftumbled at Graves? Who's there? 
Pet. Plere’s one, a Friend, and one that knows you well. 
fri. Blifs be upon you. Tell me,: good my Friend, 

What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light 

To grubs and eyelefs Sculls? As I difcern, 

it burneth in the Capulers Monument. 
Pet. It doth fo, Holy Sir, 

And there’s my Mafter, one that you Love, 
Fri, Who is it 2 | 
Pet. Romeo. | 
Fri, How long hath he been there 2 
Pet. Full half an hour. 
Fri. Go with me to the Vaule. 
Pet. U dare not, Sir. 

My Matter knows not but I am gone hence, 

And fearfully did menace me with Death, 

If I did ftay to look on his Intents. 
Fri. Stay, then Pll go alone; fear comes upon me; 

© mych I fear fome ill unlucky thing, 


Pet, 
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Pet. As I did fleep under this young Tree here, 
[dreamt my Maftcr and arother fought, 
And that my Mafter flew him. 
fri, Romeo! 
A’ack, alack, what Blood is this which ftains 
The ftony Entrance of this Sepulchre? 
What mean th: fe Mafterlefs and Goary Swords 
To lie d;fcolour’d by this place of Peace? 
Romeo! oh pale! Who elfe? What Paris too? 
And fteep’d in Blood? Ah what an unkind Hour 
is guilty of this lamentable Chance? 
Che Lady ftirs. 
Jul. O comfortable Friar, where’s my Lord? 
[ do remember well where I fhould be ; 
And there lam; where is my Romeo? 
Fri. 1 hear fome noife, Lady, come from that Neft 
Of Death, Contagion, and unnatural Sleep ; 
A. greater Power than we can contradi@ 
Hath thwarted our Intents; come, come away, 
Thy Hu:bandin thy Bofom there lyes Dead, 
And Paris too Come I’ll difpofe of thee, 
Among a Sifterhood of Holy Nuns: 
tay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming, 
-ome, go good Fulier, I dare no longer ftay. 
| Exit. 
jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
Mhat’s here? A Cup clos’din my true Love’s hand? 
oifon I fee hath been his timelefs End. 
J Churl, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
fo help me after? I will Kift thy Lips, 
daply fome Poifon yet doth Hang on them, 
fo make me Die with a Reftorative. 
Thy Lips are warm. 
Enter Boy and Waich. 
Watch. Lead Boy, which way? 
Ful. Yea, noife2 
Phen I'll be brief. O happy Dagger, 
Fis in thy Sheath, there ruft and let me die, 





[ Kills her felf 
Boy. This is the place, 
‘here where the Torch doth burn. 
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Watch. The Ground is bloody, 


Search about the Church«yard. 
Go fome of you, who e’er you find attach. 
Pitiful fight! here lies the County flain, 
And Faliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who fiere hath lain thefe two Days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capzlets, 
Raife up the Adountagues, fome others fearch—— 
We fee the Ground whereon thefe Woes do lye; 
But the true Ground of all thefe pireous Woes 
We cannot without Circumftance defery. 
Enter fome of the Watch with Romeo’s ALam 

2 Watch. Here’s Romeo s Man, 
We tound him in the Church-yard. 

1 Watch. Hold him in fafety, ’till the Prince comes hithen 

Exter Friar and a third Watchman. 

3 Watch. Here isa Friar that trembles, fighs and weeps: 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, 

As he was coming from this Church-yard fide. 
tWatch. A great Sufpicion, flay the Friar too. 
Enter the Prince and Attendants, 

Prince. What mifadventure is fo early up, 

That calls our Perfon from our Morning’s Reft 2 
Enter Capulet and Lady Capulet. 

Cap. What fhould it be that they fo thriek abroad? 

L4.Cap. O the People in the Street cry Romee, 
Some Fuliet, and fome Paris, and all run 
With open out-cry toward our Monument, 

Prince. What Fear is this which ftartles jn your Ears? 

Watch, Soveraign, here lyes the County Paris lain, 
And Romeo dead, and Fuliet dead before 
Warm and new kill’d, = 

Prince. Search, 
Seek, and khow how this foul Murther comes. 

Watch. Here isa Friar, and flaughter’d Romeo's Man, 
With Inftraments upon them, fic to open 
Thefe dead Mens Tombs, 

Cap. O Heav'a! 
© Wile, look how our Daughter bleeds ! 
This Dagger hath miita’en, for loe his Houf{e 
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Is empty on the back of AZountague, 
And is mif-fheathed in my Daughter’s Bofom. 

La. Cap. O me, this fight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mountague. 

Pri. Come, AMdountague, for thou art early up, 
To fee thy Son and Heir now early down, , 

Moun. Alas, my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Son’s Exile hath ftop’d her Breath: 
What further Wo confpires againf} my Age? 

Pri. Look, and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun. O thou untaught, what Manners is in this, 
To prefs before thy Father to a Grave? 

Pri, Seal up the mouth of Out-rage for a while, 
“Till we can clear thefe Ambicuities, 
And know their Spring, their Head, their true Defcent; 
And then will I be General of your Woes, 
And lead you even to Death. Mean time forbear, 
And let Mifchance be Slave to Patience. 
Bring forth the Parties of Sufpicion. 

Fri, 1 am the greateft, able to do leaft, 
Yet moft fufpeGted, as the Time and Place 
Doth make againft me, of this direful Murther: 
And here I ftand both to Impeach and Purge 
My fclf Condemned, and my felf Excus’d. 

Pri. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this? 

Fri. 1 will be brief, for my fhort date of Breath 
Is not fo long as isa tedious Tale. 
Romeo, there dead, was Husband to that Fuliet; 
And fhe there dead, ‘that Romeo’s faithful Wife: 
I Married them; and their ftoln Marriage Day 
Was 7yéalt’s Dooms-day, whofe untimely Death 
Banifh’d the new-made Bridegroom from this City ; 
Hor whom, and not for Tybalt, Fuliet pin’d. 
You, to remove that Siege of Grief from-her, 
Betroth’d, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes the to me, 
And, with wild Looks, bid me devife fome means 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would the kill her felft 

Vou. V. G Then 
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Then gave I her (fo tutor'd by my Art) 

A fleeping Potion, which fo took effec 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The form of Death.: Meantime I write to Romeo, 
That he fhould hither come, as this dire Nighr, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, 
Being the time the Potion’s force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Friar Fohx, 
Was ftaid by Accident, and yefternighe 
Return’d my Letter back; then all alone, 
Attsthe prefixed Hour of her waking, 

Came I to take her, from her Kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo, 

But when [| came (fome Minute e’er the time 

Of her waking) here untimely lay 

The Noble Paris, and true Roweo dead. 

She wakes, and I intreat her to come forth, 

And bear this Work of Heav’n with Patience: 

But then a Noife did fcare me from the Tomb, 

And fhe, too defperate, would not go with me, 

But, as it feems, did Violence on her f{elf, 

All this I know; and to the Marriage her Nurfe is privy: 
If ought in this mifcarried by my fault, 

Let my old Life be facrific’d, fome Hour before the time, 
Unto. the Rigour of fevereft Law. 

Pri, We ftill have known thee for an Holy Man. 
Where’s Remeo’s Man? What can he fay to this? 

Peter. I brought my Mafter News of Fx/ier’s Death, 
And then in Poft he came from A4Zantua | 
To this fame Place, to this fame Monumenr., 

This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me with Death, going in the Vaulr, 
If I departed not, ‘and Jeft him there. 

Pri. Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 

Where is the County’s Page that rais'd the Watch 
Sirrah, what made your Mafterin this Place 

Page. He came with Flowers to {trew his Lady’s Grave, 
And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 


And 
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And by and- by my Mafter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to all the Watch. 

Pri, This Letter doth make good the Friar’s words, 
Their Courfe of Love, the tidings of her Death: 
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poifon 
Of a poor ’Pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this Vault to die, and lye with Fvlier. 
Where be thefe Enemies? Capulet, Adountague, 

See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 

That Heav’n finds means to kill your Joys with Love; 
And I, for winking at your Diftords too, 

Have loft a brace of Kinfmen: All are punith’d. 

Cap. O Brother Afountague, give me thy Hand, 
This is my Daughter’s Jointure; for ‘no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can give thee more, 

For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That while Verona by that Name is known; 
There fhall no Figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithful Fylier. 

Cap. As rich fhall Romeo by his Lady lye, 
Poor Sacrifices of our Enmity. 

Pri. A gloomy Péace this Morning with it brings, 
The Sun for Sorrow will not thew. his Head; 

Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things; 

Some fhall be pardon’d, and fome punifhed. 

For never was a Story of more Wo, 

Than this of Fuliet, and her Romeo. [ Exennt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE 


WO Houfholds, both alike in Dignity, 
(In fair Verona, where we lay our Scene) 
From antient Grudge, break to new Mutiny, 
Where Civil Blood makes Civil Hands unclean: 
From forth the fatal Lows of thefetwo Foes, 

A pair of Star-crofs’d Lovers take their Life; 
Whofe mif-adventur'd pittous Overthrows, 

Do, with their Death, bury their Parents Strife. 
The fearful Paffage of their Death-mark’d Love, 

And the Continuance of their Parents Rage, 
Which but their Childrens End nought could remove, 

Is now the two Hours Traffick of our Stage. 
The which, if you with patient Ears attend, 
What here foall mifs, our Toil foall firive to mend. 
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Imon, 4 Noble Athenian. 
: Eeallcs, f Two flattering Lords. 
Apemantus, 4 churlifh Philofopher. 
Sempronius, another flattering Lord. 
Alcibiades, az Athenian General. 
Flavius, Steward to Timon. 
Fiaminius, 
Lucilius, 
Servilius, 
Caphis, 1% 
Varro, | 
r 









¢ Timon’ Servants. 


Philo, 
Titus, 
Lucius, 
Hortenfius, ; | 2 
Ventidius, one of Timon’s falfe Friends. 
Cupid and Maskers. 


Several Servants to Ufurers. 








Prinia, =. sonia ei 
ee p Miftreffes to Alcibiades. 







Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Feweller, Mer- ' 
cer and Merchant; with divers Servants and 
Attendants. 







SCENE Athens, and the Woods not fat 
from it. 
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ACT |. $C EN, Bit 
SCENE A Hallin Timon’s Houfe. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mer- 
cer, at feveral ‘Doors. 





es SS ae 
Preal OOD Day, Sir. 
Pet Pain, | am.glad ye are well. 
BY PSO «Poet. I have not fecn you long, how goes 
, WE et the World? 
8) Pain. It wears.,Sir,as it grows. 
~ Poet, Ay, that’s well known, 
But what particular Rarity? What fo {trange, 
Which manifold record not matches: See 
Magick of Bounty, all thefe Spirits, thy Power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 
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Tinton of Athens. 


Pain. 1 know them both, th’other’s a Jeweller. 
Mer. O’tis a woithy Lord. 
Few. Nays that’s moft fixt. 
Mer. A moft incomparable Man, breath d as it were, 
To an untirable and continuate Goodnefs : 
He pafles——_____ 
jew. I have a Jewel here. 
Mer, O pray let’s fee’t. For the Lord Timon, Sir? 
Few. If he will couch the Eftimate, but for that-—— 
Poet. When we for recompence have prais‘d the vild, 
It ftams the Glory in that happy Verfe 
Which aprly fings the good. 
Mer. >Tis a good form. 
‘Few. And rich; here is Water, look ye. 
Pain, You are rapt, Sir, in fome Work, fome Dedication 
to the great Lord. 
Poet. A thing flipt idly from me. 
Our Poefie is as a Gown, which ufes 
From whence ’tis nourifht: The fire i’th’ Flint 
Shews not ’till it be ftruck: Our gentle Flame 
Provokes it fclf, and like the current flies 
Kach bound it chafes. What have you there? 
Pain, A Picture, Sir:——When comes your Book forth? 
Poet. Upon the Heels of my Prefentment, Sir, 
Let's fee your Piece. 
Pain. ’T1s a good Piece. 
Poet. So ’tis, this comes off well and excellent. 
Pain. Indifferent. 
Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
SPeaks his own ftanding; what a mental Power 
This Eye fhoots forth ? How big Imagination 
Moves in this Lip; to th’dumbnefs of the Gefture, 
One might interpret. 
Pain. Ic is a pretty mocking of the Life: 
Here is a touch——Is’t good? 
Poet. 1 will fay of it, 
It tutors Nature, artificial Strife 
Lives in thefe touches livelier than Life: 
Enter certain Senators. 


Pain. How this Lord is followed! 
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Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy Men. 

Pain. Look, more. 

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of Vifiters, 
I have, in this rough Work, fhap’d out a Man, 
Whom this beneath World doth embrace and hug 
With ampleft Entertainment : My free drife 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf 
In a wide Sea of Wax, no levell’d Malice 
Infects one Comma in the Courfe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no Tra&t behind. 

Pain, How fhall I underftand you ? 

Poet. I will unbolt to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Minds, 
As well of glib and flipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of grave and auftere Quality, tender down 
Their Services to Lord Timoz: His large Fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his Love and Tendance 
All forts of Hearts; yea, from the elafs-fac’d Flatterer 
To Apemantns, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himfelf, even he drops down 
The Knee before him, and returns in peace 
Molt rich in Timon’s Nod, 

Pain. 1 faw them fpeak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleafant Hill 
Feign’d Fortune tobethron’d. The bafe o’rh’ Mount 
Is rank’d with all Deferts, all kind of Natures, 
That labour on the bofom of this Sphere, 

To propagate their States; amongft them all, 
Whofe Eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 

One do I perfonate of Lord: 7imen’s frame, 
Whom Fortune with her Ivory Hand wafts to her, 
Whofe prefent Grace, to prefent Slaves and Servants 
Tranflates his Rivals. 

Pain. ’Tis conceiv’d, to fcope 
This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks 
With one Man beckn’d from the reft below, 
Bowing his Head againft the fteepy Mount, 












Tisch of Athens. 
To climb his Happinefs, would be well expreft 


In our Condition. 

Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on: 
All thofe which were his Fellows but of late, 
Some better than his Value; on the moment 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with rendance, 
Rain facrificial Whifperings in his Ear, 
Make facred even his Stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free Arr. 

Pain. Ay marry, what of thefe ¢ 

Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of Mood 
Spurns down her late beloved; ali his Dependants, 
W hich labour’d after him to the Mountain’s top, 
Even on their Knees and Hands, let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying his: declining Foot. 

Pain. ’Tis common: 
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A thoufand moral Paintings I can fhew, 
Oia That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blows of Fortune, 
ae a More pregnantly than Words. Yet you do well, 
ae i To thew Lord Timon, that mean Eyes have feen, 
(her The Foot above the: Head. 
} fn Vi Trumpets found. Enter Lord Timon addreffing himfelf cour: 
Sauk teoufly to every Suitor, 
ae il Tim. Imprifoned is he, fay you? | Zo a Meffencer, 
4 ane Mef. Ay, my good Lord, five Talents is his Debt, 
AG Tusk His means moft fhort, his Creditors molt ftraight : 
; Your honourable Letter he defires 
E b WH ig To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him, 
ee Periods his Comfort. 
i Bisse Tim. Noble Kenridius! well 
a ees Iam not of that Feather, to fhake off 
hi i ante My Friend when he moft neecs me. I.do.know him 
Be iii. A Gentleman that well deferves a help, 
g Lal be Which he fhall have. I’ll pay the Debt, and free him. 
ae Mef. Your Lordfhip ever binds him. 
Dae lh Hi Tim. Commend me to him, I will fend his Ranfom, 
Ae a And being Enfranchized, bid him come to me ; | 
.- i >Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
El Hi But to fupport him after. Fare you well, 
a | iy Me. Ail Happinefs to your Honour, [ Exit. 
ee aie Enter 
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Exter an Old Athenian. 
O. Ath, Lord Timon, hear me {pcak. 
Tim. Freely, good Father. 
O. Ath. Thou haft a Servant nam’d Lucilias. 
Tim. I have fo: What of him 2 
O. Ath. Moft Noble Timox, call the Man before thee. 
Zim. Attends he here or no? Lucilius. 
Exter Lucilius, 
Lucil, Here, at your Lordfhip’s Service. 
O. Ath, This Fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy Creature 
By Night frequents my Houfe. I ama Man 
That from my firft have been inclin’d to Thrift, 
And my Eftate deferves an Heir more rais’d, 
Then one which holds a Trencher, 
Tim. Well: What further? 
O. Ath. One only Daughter have I, no Kin elfe, 
On whomI may confer what I have gor: 
The Maid is fair, o’th’ youngeft for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareft coft, 
In Qualities of the beft, This Man of thine 
Attempts her Love: I pray thee, Noble Lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her Refort; 
My felf have {poke in vain. 
Tim. The Man is honeft, 
O. Ath, Therefore he will be, Timox, 
Histhonefty rewards shim in it felf, 
It muft not bear my Daughter. 
Tim. Does fhe love him? 
O. Ath. She is young, and apt: 
Our own precedent Paflions do inftru& us, 
What levity’s in Youth. 
Tim. Love you the Maid? 
Lucil. Ay, my good Lord, and fhe accepts of it, 
O, Ath, \f in her Marriage my confent be mifling, 
I call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe 
Mine Heir from forth the Beggars-of the World, 
And difpoffefs her all. 
Tim. How fhall the be endowed, 
If fhe be mated with an equal Husband 2 
O. Ath. Three Talents on the prefent, in future all, 
Zim. This Gentleman of mine hath ferv’d me long ; 
To 
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To build his Fortune I will ftrain a little, 
For ’tis a Bond in Men. Give him thy Daughter: 
What you beftow, in him [il Counterpoife, 
And make him weig» with her. 
O. Ath. Moft noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your Honour, fhe ts his. 
Tim.’ My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promife. 
Luc. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip: never may 
That State or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not owed to you. | Exit. 
Poct. Vouchlafe my Labour, 
And losg live your Lordfhip. 
Tins. L thank you, you fhall hear from me anon: 
Go not away. What have you there, my Friend? 
Pain. A piece of Painting, which I do befeech 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 
Tim, Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoft the natural Man: 
For fince Difhonour trafficks with Man’s Nature, 
He is but out-fide: The Penfil’d Figures are 
Even, fuch as they give out. I like your work, 
And you thall find I like it: Wait Attendance 
*Till you hear further from me. 
Pain, The Gods preferve ye. 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman 5 Give me your Hand, 
We mulft needs dine together: Sir, your Jewel 
Hath fuffered under Praife. 
Few. What my Lord? difpraife? 
Tim. A meer fatiety of Commendations, 
If I thould pay you for’t as *tis extoll’d, 
It would unclew me quite. 
Few. My Lord, “tis rated 
As thofe which fell would give: But you wellknow, 
Things of like value differing in the Owners, 
Are priz’d fo by their Mafters. Believ’t, dear Lord, 
You mend the Jewel by the wearing it, 
Tim. Well mock’d. 
Enter Apemantus. 
Mer. No, my good Lord, he {peaks the common Tongut, 
Which all Men fpeak with him. 
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Tim. Look who comes here, will you be chid? 

Few. We'll bear with your Lordfhip. 

Mer. He'll {pare none. 

Tim. Good moitow to thee, gentle Apemantus. 

Apem. “Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow, 
When tho: art Timen’s Dog, atid thefe Knaves honeft, 

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knaves, thou know’ft 
them not? : 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim, Yes. 

Apem. VhenT repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem. \hou know’ft I do, I call’d thee by thy Namez 

Tim. Thou art proud, dpemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Timon; 

Tim, Whither art going? 

Apem. Yo knock out an honeft Athenians Brains, 

Zim, Vhat’s a deed thou'lt die for, | 

<Apem. Right, tf doing nothing be Death by the Law. 

Tim. How lik’ft thou this Pi@ure, Apemantns ? 

Apem. The beft, for the Innocence, 

Tim. Wrought he not well that Painted it 2 

Apem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he’s but a filthy piece of work, 

Pain. Y’are a Dog. 

Apem. Thy Mother’s of my Generation: What's fhe, 
If I be a Dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem, No, I eat not Lords, 

Zim. And thou fhould’ft, choud’ft anger Ladies, 

Apem. O, they eat Lords, 
So they come by great Bellies, 

Tim. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion, 

Apem. So thou apprehend’ ft it, 
Take it for thy Labour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this Jewel, Apemantus 2 

<Apem. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not coft 
a Man a Doit, 

Zim, What doft thou think ’tis worth? 
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Apem. Not worth my thinking. 
How now, Poet 2? 

Poet, How now, Philofopher ¢ 

Apem, Thou lieft. 

Poet. Art thou one 2 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a Poet? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lieft: 

Look in thy laft work, where thou haft feign’d him a wor- 
thy Fellow. 

Poet. That’s not feign’d, he is fo. 

Apem, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy Labour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o'th 
flatterer. Heav’ns, that I were a Lord! 

Tim. What would’ft do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Ev’n as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with 
my Heart. 

Tim. What, thy felf 2 

Mipem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. 

Art not thou a Merchant? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem, Traflick confound thee, if the Gods will not. 

Mer. If Traflick do it, the Gods do it. : 

Apem, Traflick’s thy God, and thy God confound thet. 

Trumpet Sounds. Enter a Meffenger. 

Tim. What Trumpet’s that? 

Mef. Vis Alcibiades, and fome twenty Horfe, 
All of Companionfhip. 

Tim. Pray cotertain them, give them guide to us; 
You muft needs dine withme: Go not you hence 
Till I have thankt you; and when dinner’s done 
Shew methis piece. Iam Joyful of your fights. 

Enter Alcibiades with the reff. 
Moft welcome Sir. 

Apem. So, fo, their Aches contra&, and ftarve your fup- 
ple Joynts: That there fhould be {mall Love amoneft thefe 
{weet 


Timen of Athens. 
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{weet Knaves, and all this Courtefie. The ftrain of Man’s 
bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 
Alc. You have fav’d my Longing, and I feed 
Mott hungerly on your fight. 
Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 


E’er we depart, we'll fhare a bounteous time | 
In different Pleafures. Pray you let us in, | Exeunt. 


Manet Apemantus, Enter Lucius and Lucullus, 
Luc. What time a day is’t, Apemantus ? 
Apem, Time to be honeft. 
Luc. That time ferves fill, 
<Apem. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omit’ ir. 
Lucull, Thou art going to Lord Timon’s Feaft. 
“Apem. Ay, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools. 
Lucull, Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Apem. Thou art a Foo! to bid me farewel twice. 
Lucull, Why, Apemantus ? 
“4pem. Thou thould’ft have kept one to thy felf, for Imean 
to give thee none, 
Luc. Hang thy felf, 
Apem. No, 1 will do nothing at thy bidding: 
Make thy Requefts to thy Friend, 
Lucull, Away unpeaceable Dog, 
Or V'll fpurn thee hence, 
“pem. I willfly, like a Dog, the heelso’th’ Af, 
Luc. He's oppofite to humanity. 
Come, fhall we in, 
And tafte Lord Timon’s Bounty? He outgoes 
he very Heart of Kindnefs, 
Lucull, He poursit out; Plstus, the God of Gold, 
S but his Steward: No meed but he repays 
even-fold above it felf; no Gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return, exceeding 
All ufe of Quittance. 
Luc. The nobleft mind he carries, 
That ever goyern’d Man. 
Lwcull, Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in? 
Luc, Tl keep you Company. [ Exennt, 
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Hantboys Playing, Loud Mufick. A great Banquet ferv'd in; 
and then enter Lord Timo, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempro- 
nius and other Athentan Senators, with Veotidius. Then 
comes dropping after all, Apemantus difcontentedly like 
himfelf. 

Ven. Moft honourcd Timon, 

It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Father's Age, 

And call him to long Peace: 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich. 

Then as in grateful Virtue I am bound 

To your free Heart, I do return thofe Talents, 

Doubled with Thanks and Service, from whofe help 

I deriv’d Liberty. 

Tim. O by no means, 

Honelt Ventidins : You miftake my Love, 

I. gave it freely ever, and there's none 

Can truly fay he gives, if he receives: 

If our Betters play at that Game, we muft not dare 

To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. 

Ven. A Noble Spirit. 

Tim. Nay, my Lords, Ceremony was but devis’d at firlt 
To fet a Glofs on faint Deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Receanting goodnefs, forry e’er "tis fhown : 

But where there is true Friend(hip there needs none. 

Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 

Then my Fortunes to me, [ They fit dowm 

Luc. My Lord, we always have confeft it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft it 2 Hane’d it? Have you not? 

Tim. O Apemantus, you are welcome. 

Apem, No: You fhall not make me welcome. 

I comz to have thee thruft me out of Doors. 

Tim. Fye, th’art a Churle; ye-have got a humour there 

Does not become a Man, ’tis much to blame: 
They fav, my Lords, /ra furor brevis eft, 
But yond Man is ever Angry- 

Go, let him have a Table by himfelf: 
For he does neither affect Company, 
Nor is he fit for’t indeed. 

Apem, Let me ftay at thine apperi!, Zino ; 

I come to obferve, I give thee warning on’t. 
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Tim. \ take no heed of thee; th’art an Athenian, there- 
fore welcome; I my felf would have no Power---prethee let 
my Meat make thee filent. 

Apem. 1 fcorn thy Meat,’twould choak me: For I fhould 
ne'er flatter thee. O you Gods! What a number of Men 
eat Timon, and he fees ’em not? It grieves me to fee fo 
many dip their Meat in one Man’s Blood, and all the madneis 
is, he cheers them up too. 

I wonder Men dare truft themfelves with Men. 

Methinks they fhould invite them without Knives, 

Good for their Meat, and fafer for their Lives. 

There’s much Example for’t, the Fellow thar fits next him 
now, parts Bread with him, pledges the Breath of him 
in a divided Draught, is the readieft Man to kill him, 
’Thas been proved. If 1 were a huge Min, I fhould fear 
to drink at Meals, leaft they fhould {py my Wind-pipcs 
dangerous Notes: Great Men fhould drink with harnefs on 
their Throats, 

Zim. My Lord in Heart; and let the Health go ronnd. 

Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good Lord, 

Apem. Flow this way!--A brave Fellow! he keeps his 
Tides well; thofe Healths will make thee and thy State 
look ill, Timon, 

Here’s that which is too weak to be a Sinner, 
Honelt Water, which ne’er left Man ith’ Mire: 
This and my Food are equal, there’s no odds; 
Feafts are too Proud to give Thaoks to the Gods, 
Apemantus’s Grace. : 
Immortal Gods, 1 crave no Pelf; 
1 pray for wo Alan but my felf 5 
Grant I may never prove fo fonda, 
Zo traft Man on his Oath or Bond: 
Or a Harlet for her Weeping, 
Or a Dog that feems a Sleeping, 
Or a Keeper with my Freedom, 
Or my Friends if I fbouid need ‘em. 
“Amen, So fall tor: 
Rich Aten Sin, and f eat Rogt. 
Much good dich thy good Heart, Apemantns. 
Jim, Captain, 
Micib des, your Heatt’s in the Field. now. 
Vo Le V. : hi Llée 
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Alc. My Heart is ever at your Service, my Lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a Breakfaft of Enemies, than 
a Dinner of Friends. * 

Alc. So they were bleeding new, my Lord, there’s no 
Meat like ’em, [ could with my Friend at fucha Feaft. 

Apem. Would all thefe Flatterers were thine Enemies then; 
that then thou mighr’ft kill *em, and bid me to ’em, 

Luc. Might we but have that Happinefs, my Lord, 
that you would once ufe our Hearts, whereby we might 
exprefs fome part of our Zeals, we fhould think: our felves 
for ever Perfed. 

Tim. Oh no doubt, my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfclves have provided that I fhall have as much help from 
you: How had you been my Friends elfe? Why have you 
that charitable Title from thoufands? Did not you chiefly 
belong to my Heart? I have told more of you to my felf, 
than you can with Modefty {peak in your own behalf, 
And thus far I confirm you. Oh you Gods, think I, what 
need we have any Friends, if we fhould never have need of 
‘em? They were the moft needlefs Creatures living, fhould 
we never have ufe for them: And wou’d moft refimble 
{weet Inftruments hung up in Cafes, that keep their Sounds 
to themfelves, Why I have often wifht my felf poorer, that 
I might come nearer to you: We are born to do Benefits. 
And what better or properer can we call our own, than the 
Riches of our Friends? O what a precious Comfort ‘tis 
to have fo many like Brothers commanding one another's 
Fortunes! Q Joy, e’en made away e’er’t can be born} 
mine Eyes cannot hold Water, methinks: To forget their 
Faults, I drink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep’ft to make them drink, Timon. 

Lucull. Joy had the like Conception in our Eyer, 

And at that inftant like a Babe fprung up. 

Apem. Ho, ho I laugh to think that Babe a Baftard. 

3 Lord. I promife you, my Lord, you mov’d me much 

Apem. Much, 





Sound Tucket. 
Tim. What means that Trump ? How now? 
Enter Servant, 
Ser, Pleafe you, my Lord, there are certain Ladies 
Moft defirous of Admittance. 
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Tim. Ladies? What are their Wills? 

~ Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my Lord, 
* Which bears that Office to fignifie their Pleafures. 
Tim. I pray let them be admitted. 
Enter Cupid with a Mask of Ladies, 

Cu. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all that of his 
Bounties tafte: The five beft Senfes acknowledge thee th ir 
Patron, and come freely to Grarulate thy plenteous Bofom. 
There tafte, touch, all pleas’d from thy Table rife: 

They only now come but to featt thine Eyes. | 
Tim. They're welcome all; let °em have kind admittance, 

Mutfick make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee, my Lord, how ample you are belov’d. 

Apem. Hoyday! 

What a {weep of Vanity comes this way ! 

They Dance, they are mad Women. 

Like Madnefs is the Glory of this Life, 

As this Pomp fhews to a little Oyl and Root. 

We make our felves Fools, to difport our felves, 

And {pend our flatteries, to drink chofe Men, 

Upon whofe Age we void it up again, 

With poifonous Spight and Envy. 

Who lives, that’s not depraved, or depraves ? 

Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their Graves 

Of their Friends Gift 2 

I fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now, 

Would one Day ftamp upon me: *T’as been done, 

Men fhut their Doors againft a fetting Sun. 

The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to fhew their Loves, each fingle out an Amazon, and all 
Dance, Men with Women, a lofty ftrain or texo to the Hant- 
boys, and ceafe. 

Tim. You.have done our Pleafures, 

Much Grace, fair Ladies, 

Set a fair fathion on our Entertainment, 

Whick was not half fo beautiful and kind: 

You have added worth unto’t, and lively Luftre, 

And entertain'd me with mine own Device. 

I am to thank you for ir. 

Luc. My Lord, you take us even at the betft. 

<Apem. Faith for the worlt is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. ‘H 2 Lit 



















oS Si SS 
= i . 





LL 7e Tinto 


of Athens. 


Tim. Ladies, there is an idle Banquet attends you. 
Pleafe you to difpofe your {elves, 
All. Las Mok thankfully, my Lord. [ Exeunt. 
Lim. Flavius, 
Flay. My Lord, 
Tim, Thelitie Casket bring me hither. 
Flav. Yes, my Lord. More Jewels yet? 
There is oo er fing him-in’s humour, 
Elfe I fhould tell bin——~ weil i faith ( fhould, 
When alt’s fpent, he’d be crofs’d then, and he could: 
*Tis pity Bounty has not Eyes behind, 
hat Man mighe ne’er be wretched for his Mind. 
Luc. Where be ovr Men ? 
Ser. Here, my Lord, in readinefs, 
Luc#l. Our Horfes, 
Tim. O my good Friends! 
I have one word to fay to you: Look you, my good Lord, 
F muft entreat you, honour me fo much, 
As to advance this Jewei, accept, and wear it, 
Kind. my Lord. 
Lac. 1 am fo far already in your Gifts, 
All, So are we all. | Exe. Lucius and Lucullus. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serve My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 
4 Enter Flavius, 
Flav. | befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word, it 
does concern you near. 
fim. Near! Why theo another time I’ll hear thee. 
I prethee let’s be provided to fhew them entertainment. 
Flav. I fearce know how. 























Enter another Servant. 
2 Serv. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucius, 
Out of his free Love, hath prefented to you 
Four Milk-white Horfes trapr in Silver. 
Zim. U thall accept them fairly: Let the Prcfints 
Be worthily entertain’d, 
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3 Ser. Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle 
man, Lord Lacuilus, entreats your company to morrow, tc 
hunt with him, and -h’as fent your Honour two brace of 
Grey-hounds. 

Tim. Vil huot with him; 

And let them be received, not without fair Reward. 

Flav. What will this come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great Gifts, and all 
out of an empty Coffer: 

Nor will he krow his Purfe, or y'eld me this, 

To fhew him what a Beggar his Heart is; 

Being of no Power to make his Wifhes good, 

His Promiles fly fo beyond his State, 

That what he {peaks is al] in debt, owes for ev’ry word: 
He is fo kind, that he now pays intercft for’t ; 

His Land’s put to their Books. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Office, e’er I. were fore’d: 

Happier is he that has no Friend to feed, 

Than fuch that do e’en Enemies exceed, 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. [ Exit. 

Tim. You do your felves much wrong, | 
You bate too much of your own Merits. 

Here, my Lord, a trifle of our Love. 

1 Lord. With more than common thanks 
I will receive it. 

3 Lord. O ha’s the very Soul of Bounty. 

Tim. And now 1 remember, my Lord, you gave good. 
words the otherday of a Bay Courfer I rode on. * Lis yours, 
becaufe you lik’d tr. 

2 Lord. Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, in 
that. 

fim, You may take my word, my Lord: I know no 
Man can juftly praife, bue what he does affeQ. I weigh 
my Friends affeCtion with my own? 1’ll tell you true, 

lll call to you. 

All Lords. O none fo welcome, 

Tim. (take all, and your feveral Vifitations 
So kind to Heart, "tis not enough to give, 

Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne’er be weary, Alcibiades, 
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hou art a Soldier, therefore feldom rich, 
Fe comes in Charity to thee; for all thy livin 
Is “mongft the dead; and all the Lands thou haft 
Lye ina Pitcht Field, 

Alc. I defiz Land, my Lord, 

1 Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound, 

Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2 Lord. 59 infinitely endear’d————— 

Zim. A}lto you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 

3 Lord. The beft of Happinefs, Honour and Fortunes, 
Keep with you, Lord Timox, 

Tim. Ready for his Friends, | Exeunt Lords 

pem. What a coll’s here, 

Serving of becks and jutting out of bums? 

I doubt whether their Legs be worth the Sums 

That are given for “em. Friendthip’s full of Dregs: 

Methinks falfe Hearts fhould never have found Legs, 

Thus honeft Fools lay out their wealth on Court’fies, 
Tim. Now, Apemantas, if thou wert not fullen, 

I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing; for if I fhould be brib’d too, 
there would be none lefc to rail upon thee, and then thou 
wouldit Sin the fafter, Thou giv’ft fo long, Timon, I feat 
me, thou wilt give away thy felf in Paper fhortly, What 
need thefe Feafts, Pomps, and Vain-glories? 

Tim. Nay, and you begin to rail on Society once, I am 
fworn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and come with 
betrer Mufick, [ Exits 

Apem. S>---Thou wilt not hear me now, thou fhalet not 
then. I'll lock thy Heav’n from thee: 

Oh that Mens Ears fhould be 
To Counfel deaf, but not to Flattery. [ Exit. 
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Ao Sie ON SBS. 
SCENE 4 pudlick Place in the City. 


Enter a Senator. 
ND late five thoufand: To Harroand to Tfdore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former Sum, _ 

Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 

Of raging Wafte? It cannot hold; it will not. 

If I want Gold, {teal but a Beggar’s Dog; 

And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold. 
Jf I would fell my Horfe, and buy twenty mere 

‘Better than he; why give my Horfe to Timon; 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 

An able Horfe. No Porter at his Gate, 

But rather one that {miles and ftill invites 

All that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafon 

Can found his State in fafety. Caphis, hoa! 

Caphis I fay. 

Enter Caphis. 
Cap. Here, Sir, what is your Pleafure 2 
Sen. Get on your Cloak, and hafte you to Lord Timon: 

Importune him for my Monies, be not ceaft 

With flight denial; nor then filenc’d, with 
Commend me to your Mafter——and the Cap 

Plays in the right Hand——thus: Bat tell him, Sirrah, 
My ufes cry to me; I muft ferve my turn 

Out of mine own; his days and times are paft, 

And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have {mit my Credit, I love and honour him; 

But muit not break my Back, to heal his Finger, 
Immediate are my Needs, and my Relief 

Muft not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 

But find fupply immediate. Get you gone, 

Put on a moft importunate Afpe@, 

A Vifage of demand: For I do fear 

When every Feather fticks in his own Wing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

Which flathes now a Pheenix: Get you gone. 
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Cap. I go, Sir, 
dSén. | PO, Sir ? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Comes 
Cap. 1 will, Sir. 
Sen. Go. 


SCENE IL. ‘Timon’s Hai]. 


Feuter Flavius. with many Bills in his Hand, 
Flav. No care, no ftop, fu fenfeieis of expence, 
Tha: be wil neith:, koow now to maintain it, 
Nor . cafe hi flow of Riot. Tak s no account 
How things go from uim, nor refumes no care 
Of what is to continue: Never mind 
Was to be fo unwifz, to be fo kind. 
What fhall be done? he will not hear, *til] feel: 
T muft be round with him, now he comes from H inting, 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. 
Exter Caphis, Ifidores and Varro. 
Cap. Good even, Varro; what, you come for Mony? 
Var. As’t not your Bufinels too? 
cap. It is, and yours too, Lfidore ? 
Tid. \t is fo. 
Cap. Would we were ail dilcharg’d. 
Var. \ fear tt. 
Cap. Here comes the Lord. 
Enter Timon, and bis Train. 
Tim. So foon as Dinner’s done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades, With me, what's your will? — 
[7 hey Prefent their Bills. 
Cap. My. Lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
Tim, Dues? Whence are you? 
Cap. Of Athens here: My Lord. 
Tim. Go to. my Steward. 
Cap. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, he hath put me off, 
To the Succeflion of new Days, this Month : 
My Matter is awak’d by great Occafion, 
To call upoa his own, and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble Parts, you'll (uit, 
In giving him his Right, 


| Exeunt, 
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Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 
I prethee but repair to me next Morning, 
Cap. Nay, good my Lord——. 
Tim. Contain thy felf, good Friend. 
Var. One Varro’s Servant, my good Lord ——_ 
Ifa. From Ifdore, he humbly prays your ipeedy pay. 
ment——_—— 
Cap. If you did know, my Lord, my Mafter’s wants... 
Var, “Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, fix Weeks, and 
aft 
. dja. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and I 
Am {ent exprefly to your Lordfhip, 
Tim. Give me breath: | Te the Lords. 
I do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, { £xe. Lords, 
Til wait upon you inftantly, Come hither, pray you 
How goes the World that I am thus enconntied 
With clamorous demands of Debt, broken Bands, 
And the Detention of long fince due Debts, 
Againft my Honour 2 
Fla. Pleafe you, Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this Bufine(s : 
Your Importunacy ceafe, ’till after Dinner, 
That I may make his Lordthip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid, 
Tim. Do fo, my Friends; fee them wel] entertain’d, 
Stew. Pray draw near. [ Exit. 
Enter Apematttus and Fool. 
Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the Fool wich Apemantis, 
let's have fome {port with ’em, 
Ver, Hang him, he'll abufe us, 
Ifa. A plague upon him, Dog, 
Var. How doft, Fool 2 
Apem. Dott dialogue with thy Shadow? 
Var. I {peak not to thee, 
“pem. No, ’tisto thy felf. Come away, 
dja. There’s the Fool hangs on your Back already. 
Apem. No, thou ftandft fingle, thou art not on ‘him yet. 
Cap. Where’s the Fool now? 
Apem. He laft ask’d the Queftion,. Poor Rogues and 
Ufurers Men, Bawds between Gold and Wane. 
Jill, What are we, Apemantus? 
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Apem, Afles. 

All. Why 2 

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do not khow 
your felves, Speak to ’em, Fool. 

Fool. How do you, Gentlemené 

All, Giamercies, good Fool: 
How does your Miftrefsé 

Fadl. She’s een fetting on Water to fcald fuch Chickens 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 

sApem. Good! Gramercy ! 

Enter Page, 

aa Fool. Look you, here comes my Matfter’s Page. 
eas Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you in this 
wife company $ 
How doft thou, Apemantus? 

Apem. Would I kad a Rod in my Mouth, that I might 
anfwer thee profitably. 

Page. Prethee, Apemantus, read me the Superfcription of 
thefe Letters, I know not whichis which. 

Apem. Canit not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem, There will little Learning die then that day thou 
: art hang’d. Thisis to Lord Timon; this to Alcibiades. Go, 
thou waft borna Baftard, and thou’lt die a Bawd. 
. Page. Thou waft whelpt a Dog, and thou fhale famifh, 4 
Doe’s death. 
Loe Ai fwer not, I am gone. | Exit. 
Bel Apem. E’en {fo thou out-run’it Grace. 
| Fool, I will go with youto Lord Timon’s, 

Fool, Will you leave me there? 

Apem. Vf Timon flay at home. 


— 





F ih vi You three ferve three Ufurers ¢ 

va a tie All, 1 would they ferv’d us. 

i in ba Apem. So would I 
) ; i it As good a trick as ever Hangman ferv’d Thief. 
if il Fool. Are you three. Ufurers Men? 
a i Hay Ail. Ay; Fool. 

a ts Fool. I think no Ufurer but has a Fool to his Servant. 

L i aie My Mittrefs is one, and 1am her Fool; when Men come 
) fl ia to borrow of your Mafters, they approach fadly, and g0 
ak Ee i | I 
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away merrily; but they enter my Mafter’s Houfe merrily, 
and go away fadly. The reafon of this? : 

Var. I could render one, 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore 
maftcr, and a Knave, which notwithitanding thou thalt be 
no lefs efteemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-mafter, Foo]? 

Fool. A Fool in good Cloaths, and fomething like thee, 
*Tis a Spirit; fometime ’t appearslike a Lord, fometimes like 
2 Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with two Stones 
more than’s artificial one. He is very often like a Knight ; 
and generally, in all Shapes that Man goes up and down in, 
from fourfcore to thirteen, this Spirit walks. in, 

Var. Thou art not altogether a Fool, 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife Man: 

As much foolery as I have, fo much wit thow lock’ft, 

Apem, That anfwer might have become Apemantus, 

“il, Afide, afide, here comes: Lord Timon, 

Enter Timon azd Flavius, 

<Apem. Come with me, Fool, come, 

Fool. 1 do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
And Woman; fomerime the Philofopher, 

Fla, Pray you walk near, 

I'll fpeak with you anor. [ Excunt. 

Tim. You make me marvel; wherefore, eer this time, 
Had you not fully laid my State before me2 
That I might fo have rated my Expence, 

As I had leave of means, 
Fla. You would not hear me: 
At many leifures I propos’d. 
Tim. Go to: 
Perchance fome fingle Vantages you took, 
When my Indifpofition put you back; 
And that unaptnefs made you Minifter 
Thus to excufe your felf, 
Fla, O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my Accounts, 
Laid them before you; you would throw themoff, 
And fay you found them in mine honefty. 
When, for fome trifling Prefent, you have bid me 
Return 
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Return fo much, I have fhook my Head, and wept; 
Yea againft th’ Authority of manners, pra yd you 
To hold your Hand more clofe. I did en dure 
Not feldom, nor no flight Checks, when I have 
Prompted you in the Ebb of your E {tate, 

And your great flow of Debts; my dear lov’d Lord, 
Though you hear now, too late, yet now’s atime, 
The greateft of your having, lacks a half, 

To pay your prefent Debts. 

Tim. Let all my Land be fold. 

Fla. Vis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ftop the Mouth 
Of prefent dues; the future comes apace? 

What thall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck’ning ¢ 

Tim. To Lacedémon did my Land extend. 

Fis, O my good Lord, the World is but a World, 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone ¢ 

Tim. You tell me truc?¢ 

Fla, If you falfpe@ my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call nce before the exacteft Auditors, 

And fet me on the proof. So the Gods blefs me, 
When ail our Offices have been oppreft 

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of Wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie, 
{ have retir’'d me to a wafteful Cock, 43 
And fet mine Eyes at flow. 

Tim. Prethee no more. 

Fla. Heav’as! have-l faid, the bounty of this Lord! 
How may prodigal Bits have Slaves and Peafants 
This Night englutted! who ts not Zimon's? 

What Heart, Head, Sword, Force, Means, but is Lord Tizson’s! 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal 7imon’s? 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praife 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made: : 
Feaft wou, Falt loft; one Cloud of Winter fhowres 
Thefe flies are coucht. & 
Tim. Come fermon me no further. 
Wo villanous Bounty yet hath paft my Heares 
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Unwifely, notignobly, have I given. 
Why deft thou weep, canft thou the Confcience lack, 
To think I fhall lack Friends? Secure thy Heart, 
If I would broach the Veffels of my Love, 
And try the Arguments of Hearts, by borrowing, 
Men and Mens Fortunes could I frankly ufe, 
As I can bid thee fpeak. 
Stew. Aflurance blefs your Thoughts. 
Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown’d 
That I account them Bleffings: For by thefe 
Shall I try Friends, You fhall perceive 
How you miftake my Fortunes: 
I am wealthy in my Friends, 
Within there, Flaminins, Servilius ? 
Enter Hiaminius, Servilius, and other Servants. 
Serv. My Lord, my Lord. 
Tim. 1 will difpatch you feverally. 
You to Lord Lacias——to Lord Lacullus you, I hunted 
with his Honour to Day~—you to Semproniusm—-commend 
me to their Loves,. and I am proud, fay,: that my Occafi- 
ons have fond time to ufe em toward a fupply of Mony; 
Jet the requeft be fifty Talents, | 
Flam. As you have faid, my Lord. 
Fla. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? Humb 
Tim. Go you, Sir, to the Senators ; | To Flavius, 
Of whom, even to the States beft health, I have 
Deferv'd this hearing; bid ’em fend o’th’ inftane 
A thoufand Talents to me. 
Fla. 1 have been bold, 
For that I knew it the moft general way, 
-Tothem to ufe your Signet and your Name, 
But they do fhake their Heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim, \s’t true? Can’t be? 
Fla. They anf{wer in a joint and corporate Voice, 
That now they are at fall, want Treafure, cannot 
Do what they would, are forry—— You are Honourable—— 
But yet they could have wifht-——they know not 
Something hath been amif: a noble Nature 
Mav catch a Wench would all were well ——~'tis pity —— 
And fo intending other ferious Matrers, , 
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After diftaftful Looks,. and thefe hard Fractions, 
With certain half Caps, and cold moving Nods, 
They frozeme into filence. 
Tim. You Gods reward them: 
Prethee Man, look cheerly. Thefe old Fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary: 
Their Blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it feldom flows, 
°Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kinds 
And Nature, as it grows again toward Earth, 
Is fafhion’d for the Journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius prethee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and heneft; ingenuoufly I {peak, 
No blame belongs to thee: Ventidius lately 
Bury’d his Father, by whofe Death he’s ftepp’d 
Into a great Eftate; when he was poor, 
Imprifon’d, and in fcarcity of Friends, 
I clear’d him with five Talents. Greet him from me, 
Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceflity 
Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thofe five Talents; that had, give’t thefe Fellows 
To whom ’tis inftant due. WNe’er fpeak, or think ; 
That Timon’s Fortunes ’mong his Friends can fink. 
Stew. I would I could not think it; 
That thought is bounties Hoe: 
Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE The City. 


Flaminius. waiting to fpeak with Lucullus from his Maffer: 
Enter a Servant to him, 


Serv. | Have told my Lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir. 
Exter Lucullus, 
Serv. Here’s my Lord. 


7 Lacul. 
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Lucul, One of Lord Timon’s Men? A Gift T warrant. 
Why, this hits right : I dreamt of a Silver Bafon and Ewre 
to Night. Flaminius, honeft Flaminius, you are very re- 
fpectively welcome, Sir; fill me fome Winc. And how 
does that Honourable, Compleat, Free-hearted Gentleman 
of Athens, thy yery bountiful good Lord and Matter. 

Flam. His Health is well, Sir. 

Lucu, 1 am right. glad that his Health is well, Sir: 
and what haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flami- 
nins ? 

Flam, Faith, nothing but an empty Box, Sir, which, in 
my Lord’s behalf, I come to intrear your Honour to fupply; 
who having great and inftant Occafion to ufe fifty Talents, 
hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnith him, nothing doubt- 
ing your prefenet Affiftance therein. 

Lucul, Lay, day la, Ja Nothing doubting, fays he 2 Alas, 
geod Lord, a Noble Gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep 
fo geod a Houfe. Many a time and often Iha’ din’d with 
him, and told him on’t, and come again to Supper to him 
on purpofe to have him fpend lefs; and yet he would em- 
brace no Counfel, take 30 warning by my coming 5 ever 
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Man hath his Fault, and Honefty is his. I ha’ told him on't, 
but I could never get bim from’t. 
Enter a Servant, with Wine. 

Ser. Pleafe your Lo:dthip, here is the Wine. 

Lucul. Flaminiys, | have noted thee always wife. 
Here’s to thee. 

Flam. Your Lordthip {peaks your Pleafure. 

Lucul. 1 have obferved thee always fora towardly prompt 
Spirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows what belengs 
to reafon, and canft ufe the time well, if the time ufe thee 
well. Good part’s in thee; get you gone, Sirrah, Draw 
nearer, honeft Flaminins; thy Lord’s a bountiful Gentleman, 
but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well enough (although 
thou comeft to me) that this is no time to lend Mony, efpe- 
cially upon bare Friendfhip without Security. Here’s three 
Solidares for thee, good Boy, wink at me, and fay, thou fawft 
me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam, \s't poffible the World thould fo much differ, 
And we alive that liv’d? Fly, damned bafenefs, 

To him that worthips thee. L Throwing the Mony away. 
— Ducal 
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Lucul. Hi? Now I {ee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Matter. | Exit Lucullus, 
Flam. May thefe add to the Number that may {cald thee: 
Let molten Coin be thy Damnation, 
Thou difeafe of a Friend, and not himfelf : 
Has Friendfhip fuch a faint and milky Heart, 
Tt tures in lefs than two Nights¢ O you Gods! 
I feel my Mafter’s Paffion. This Slave unto his Honour 
Has my Lord’s meat in him: 
Why fhould it thrive, and come to Nutriment, 
When he is turn’d to Poifon ? 
OQ may Difeafes only work upon't: 
And when he’s fick to Death, let not that part of Nature, 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any Power 
To expel Sicknefs, put prolong his Hour. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 

Luc. Who, the Lord Timon ? He is my very good Friend, 
and an honourable Gentleman. 

r Stran. We know him for bo lefs, tho’ weare but Stran- 
gersto him. But I can tell you one thing, my Lord, and 
which I hear fiom common Rumours, now Lord Timon’ 
happy Hours are done and paft, and_his Efkate fhrinks from 
him. 

Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it: He cannot want for 
Mony. 

> Stran. But believe you this, my Lord, that not 
long ago, one of his Men was with the Lord Lucallm, 
to borrow fo many Talents, nay, ure’d extreamly furt, 
and fhewed what neceflity belong’d to’r, and yet was 

eny’d. 

Luc. How! 

2 Stran. Utell you, deny’d, my Lord. 

Luc. What a ftrange Cafe was that? Now before the 
Gods [ amatham’d ont. Deny'd that honourable Man? 
There was very little Honour fhew’d in that. For my own 
part, I mufts needs confels, I have reccived fome {mull 
Kindnefles from him, as Mony, Plate, Jewels, and furch lke 
T1\flzs, nothing comparing to his; yct had he miftook him, 
and fent himto me, [ fhould ne’er have deny’d his Occalion 
fo many Talents. : 
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| Enter Setvilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap yonder’s my Lord, I have fweat 
to fee his Honour. My henour’d Lord—— _ [7o Lucius, 

Luc. Servilins! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee well, 
commend me to thy honourable virtuous Lord; my very cx- 
quifite Friend. | 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honour; my Lord hath fent-—~ 
_ Lac. Ha! What hath he fent ? I am fo much endeared to 
that Lord ; he’s ever fending: How fhall I thank him, think’ft 
thou? And what has he fent now? 

Ser. H’as only fent his prefent Occafion now, my Lord; 
requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftast ufe, with 
fifty Talents. 

Luc. I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my Lord, 

If his Occafion. were not virtuous, 
I fhould not urge half fo faithfully. 

Luc. Doft-thou fpcak ferioufly, Servilins ? 

Ser. Upon my Soul] ’tis true, Sir. 

Luc. What a wicked Bealt was I, to disfurnith my felf 
againft fuch a good time, when I might ha’ fhewn my felf 
honourable ? How unluckily it hapned, that I fhould: pur- 
chafe the Day bcfore for a litele part, and undo a great 
deal of Honour? Servilizs, now before the Gods, I am not 
able to do--- (‘he more Beaft I fay)---I was {ending to ufe Lord 
Timon my felf, thefe Gentlemen can witnc{s; but I would 
not; for the Wealth of Athens, I had don’t now. Commend 
me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and I hope his Honout 
will conceive the faireft of mej becaufe I have no Power to’ 
be kind. And tell him this from me, I coune it one of 
my greatcit AMiions, fay, that [ cannot pleafure fuch an 
honourable Gentleman. Good. Servilizs, will you befriend 
me fo far, as to ufe my own Words to him? _ 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I fhall. | Exit Servilius. 

Luc. VPillook you out a good turn, Servilias. 

True as you faid, Timon is thrunk indeed, 
And he that’s once deny’d will hardly fpeed. [ Exit, 

1 Stran, Do you obferve this, Hoftilins ? 

2 Stran. Ay; too well, 

Vor. V. I 1 Stram 
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 Stran. Why, this is the World’s Soul; 

And juft of the fame Piece 
Is every Flatterers {port: Who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the fame Difh ? For in my knowing, 
Timon has been this Lord’s Fathers 

And kept his Cedit with his Purfe: 

Supported his Ettate; pay, Timon’s Mlony 

Has paid his Men their Wages. He ne’er drinks, 
But Zimon's Silver treads upon his Lip; 

And yet, Oh {ee the monftroufnels of Man! 

When he looks out in an ungrateful Shape, 

He does deny him (in refpe& of this) 

What charitable Men afford to Beggars- 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran. For mine own Part 
I never taited Timon in my life, 

Nor came any of his Bounties over me, 

To mark me for his Friend. Yer I proteft, 

For his right Noble Mind, Iluftrious Virtue; 

And Honourable Carriage, | 

Had his neceffity made ufe of me, 

I would have put my Wealth into Donation, 

And the beft half fhould have return’d to him, 

So much I love his Heart: But I perceive, 

Men muft learn now with pity to difpence, 

For Policy fits above Confcience. | Exennt. 
Exter a third Servant with Sempronius. 

Sem. Mutt he needs trouble me in’c? Hum 
*Bove ail others? 
He might have cried Lord Lucius, or Lecullus, 

And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem’d from Prifon. All three 
Owe their Eftates unto him. 

Ser. My Lord, 
They have all been touch’d, and ail are found bafe Metal, 
For they have all deoy’d him. 

Sem. How? Have they deny’d him? 
Flas Ventidius and Lucallus deny’d him? 
And does he fend to me? Three! Hum——— 
It fhews but little Love or Judgment in him, 
Mutt I be his laft Refuge? His Friends, like Phyficianss 
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That thriv’d, give him over. Muaft take th’ Cure upoa me? 

H’as much difgrac’d me in’t; I’am angry at him, 

That might have known my Place,I fee no fenfe for’r, 

Buc his Occafions might have wooed me firft: 

For, in my Confcience, I was the firft Man 

That e’er received Gift from him. 

And does he think fo backwardly of me now, 

That Vil requite it laft? No: 

So it may prove an Argument of Laughter 

To th’reft, and "mong{t Lords I be thought a Fool 

I’d rather than the worth of thrice the Sum, 

Had fent to me firft, but for my Mind’s fake: 

I'd fuch a Courage to do him good. But now return, 

And with their faint Reply this Anfwer join; 

Who bates mine Honour, fhall not know my Coin, | Exits 
Ser. Excellent! Your Lordfhip’sa goodly Villain, The 

Devil knew not what he did, when he made Man Poli- 

tick; he crofs’d himfelf by’t; And I cannot think, but in 

the end the Villanies of Man will fet him clear. How faire 

ly this Lord ftrives to appear foul? Takes virtuous Copies 

t> be wicked: Like thofe that under hot, ardent Zeal, would 

fet whole Realms on Fire; of fuch a nature is his politick 

Love. 

This was my Lord’s beft hope, now all are fled, 

Save only the Gods. Now his Friends are dead, 

Doors that weie ne’er acquainted with their Wards, 

Many a bounteous a Year, muft be employ’d 

Now to guard fure their Matter. 

And this is all a liberal courfe allows; 


Who cannot keep h's Wealth, mutt keep his Houfe. { Exit. 
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SC ENE I. Timon’s Hajj. 


Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, avd other Servants 
of Timon’s Creditors, who wait for his coming out. 


Var. Well met, good Morrow, Titus and Hortenfias, 
Tit. The like to you, kind Yarre. 
Hor, Lucius, what do we mect together ? 
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Lac. Ay, and I think one Bufinefs does command us alt. 
For mine is Mony. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philo. 

Luc. And Sir Philos too~ 

Phi. Good Day at once. 

Luc. Welcome, g00d Brother. 
What do you think the Hourg 

Phi, Labouring for nine. 

Lac. So much? 

Phi. Is not my Lord feen yet? 

Luc. Not-yet. 

Phi. L wonder on’t, he was wont to fhine at feven. 

Luc. Ay, but the Days are wax'd fhorter with him: 
You mutt confider that a prodigal courfe 
Is like the Sun’s, but not like his recoverable, I fear: 
‘Tis deepeft Winter in Lord Timon’s Purfe; that is, one may 
reach deep enough, and yet find little. 

Phie 1 am of your fear for that. 

Tit. Vii thew you voblerve a ftrange Event: 
Your Lord fends now for Mony ¢ 

Hor. Moft true, he does. 

73+, And he wears Jewels now of Timon’s Gift, 
For which I wait for Mony- 

Hor. It is againft my Heart. 

Luc. Mark how ftrange it fhows, 
Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes: 
And e’en as if your Lord fhould wear rich Jewels 
And fend for Mony for ’em. 

Flor. 1 am weary of this Charge, the Gods can witnels: 
I know my Lord hath {pent of Timon’s Wealth, 
And now I[ngratitude makes it worfe than flealth. 

Var. Yes, mine’s three thoufand Crowns: 
What’s yours é 

Luc. Five thoufand, mine. 

var. *Fis much deep, and it fhould feem by th’ Sum 
Your Mafter’s Confadence was above mine, 2a 
Elfe furely his had equall’d. 

Enter Flaminius. 


Tit, One of Lord Timon’s Men. 
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Luc. Haminius! Sir, a Word: Pray is my Lord ready te 
come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed he is not. 

Tit. We attend his Lordthip; pray fignifie fo much. 

Flam. 1 need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
diligent. 

Enter Flavius in a Cloak muffled. 

Luc. Ha! is not that his Steward muffled fo2 
He goes away in a Cloud: Call him, call him. 

Zit. Do you hear, Sir— 

Var. By your leave, Sir. 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my Friend 2 

Tit. We wait for certain Mony here, Sir. 

Flav. if Mony were as certain as your waiting, 

’Twere fure enough. 

Why then prefer’d you not your Sums and Bills, 

When your falfe Mafters eat of my Lord’s Meat? 

Then they would fmile, and fawn upon his Debts, 

And take down th’ Intereft into their glutt’nous Maws, « 

You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up, 

Let me pafs quietly: 

Believ't, my Lord and I have made an end, 

I have no more to reckon, he to fpend. 

Luc. Ay, but this Anfwer will not ferve. 
Flav. If *twill not ferve, ’tis not fo bafe as you, 

For you ferve Knaves. | Exit Flavius. 
Var, How! what does his cafhier’d worfhip mutter 2 
Tit. No matter what he’s poor, and that’s re- 

venge enough. Who can fpeak broader than he that has 

no Houfe to put his Head in? Such may rail again preat 

Buildings. 





Exxter Servilius. 


; Tit, Oh, here’s Servilias; now we fhall have fome an- 
 IWCr, 

Sery. If I might befeech you, Gentlemen, to repair fome 
other hour, I fhould derive much from’t. For take’t of my 
Soul, my Lord leans wondroufly to difcontent: His com- 
fortable temper has forfook him, he’s much out of Health, 
and keep; his Chamber. | 

: oe | % Lue. 
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Luce Many do keep their Chambers, are not fick: 
And if he be fo far beyond his Health, 
Methinks he fhould the fooner pay his Debts, 
And make a clear way to the Gods. 
Serv. Good Gods! 
Tit. We cannot take this for an Anfwer, 
Flam. { within. | Servilius, belp———my Lord! my Lord. 
Enter Timonin 4 rage. 
Tim. What, are my Doors oppos d againft my paflages 
Have I been ever free, and muft my Houfe 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Goal? 
The Place which I have feafted, does it now, 
Like all Mankind, fhew me an Iron Heart? 
Luc. Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My Lord, here’s my Bull. 
Luc. Here’s mine, 
Var. And mine, my Lord, 
Cap. And outs, my Lord. 
Phi. And our Bills. 
Tim. Knock me down with ’em 
Girdle, 
Luc. Alas, my Lord. 
Tim, Cut out my Heart in Sums. 
Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 
Tim. Tell out my Blood. 
Luc. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord. 
Tim. Five thoufand drops pays that. 
Whar yours? and yours? 
Var. My Lord-———— 
Cap. My Lord - 
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the Gods fall upon you. 
5 [ Exit Timot. 
Hor. Faith, I perceive our Mafters may throw their Caps 
at their Mony, thefe Debts may well be call’d defperate ones, 
for a mad Man owes ’em. [ Exennt 
bade Exter Timon and Flavrus. 
Tim. They have e’en put my Breath from me, th ves 
Creditors ! : Devilse : Bin Ine, the a 
Flav. My dear Lord. 
Tin What if it fhould be fo—— 


Flav. My dear Lord. 
(an 7 1th 
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Tim. VII have it fo——My Steward ! 

Flav. Here, my Lord. 

Tim. So fitly !——Go, bid all my Friends again, 

Lucius, Lucullus and Semproninus. All————~— 
I'l] once more Fezft the Rafcals. 

Flav. O my Lord! you only fpeak from your diftracted 
Soul; there’s not fo much left as to furnifh out a moderate 
Table, 

Tim. Be it not in thy Care: 

Go, I charge thee, invite them all, let in the ride 
Of Knavyes once more: My Cook and I'll provide. [ Exewne, 


SCENE Il. The City, 


Enter three Senators at one Door, Alcibiades meeting zhem 
with Attendants, 


1 Sen. My Lord, you have my Voice to’t, the Fault’s bloody; 
"Tis neceffary he fhould dye: 
Nothing emboldens Sin fo much as Mercy. 
2 Sen. Moft true; the Law fhall bruife ’em. 
Alc. Honour, Health and Compaflion to the Senate. 
1 Sex. Now, Captain. 
Alc. Lam an bumble Suitor to your Virtues, 
For Pity is the Virtue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. 
It pleafcs Time and Fortune to lye heavy 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot Blood 
Hath ftept into the Law, which is paft depth 
To thofe that, without heed, do plunge into’r. 
He is a Man, fetting his Fate afide, of comely Virtues, - 
And Honour in him, which buys out his Fault; 
Nor did he foil the Fa@ with Cowardife, 
But with a noble Fury, and fair Spirit, 
Secing his Reputation touch’d to Death, 
Fie did oppofe his Foe; 
And with fuch fober and unnoted Paflion 
Fe did behave his Anger e’er “twas {pent, 
Asif he had but prov’d an Argument. 


I 4 1 Sen. 
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1 Sen. You undergo too {tric a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly Deed look fair: 
Your Words have took fuch pains, as if they labourid 
To bring Man-flaughter into form, and fet quarreling 
Upon the head of Valour; which indeed 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the World 
When Sc&s and Fa@ions were newly born, 
He’s truly valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worft thar Man can breath, 
And make his Wrongs his out-fides, 
"To wear them like his Rayment, carelcfly, 
And ne’er prefer his Injuries to his Heart, 
To bring it into Danger. 
If Wrongs be Evils, and enforce us kill, 
What Folly ’tis to hazard Life for ill, 
Alc, My Lord! 
1 Sen, You cannot make grofs Sins look clear, 
To revenge is no Valour, but to bear. 
Alc. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me; 
If I fpeak like a Captain. 
Why do fond Men expofe themfelves to Battel, 
And not endure all Threats? Sleep upon, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their Throats, 
Without repugoancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then Women are more valiant 
That ftay at home, tf bearing carry it; 
And the Afs, more Captain than the Lion? The Fellow 
Loaden with Irons, wifer’than the Judge, ; 
If Wifdom be in fuffering, Oh my Lords, 
As you are Great, be pitifully Good: 
Who cannot condemn Rafhnefs in cold Blood? 
To kill, I grant, is Sin’s extreameft Guft, 
But in defence, by Mercy ’tis moft Juft. 
To be in Anger, is Impiety: 
But who is Man, that 1s not Angry ¢ 
Weigh but the Crime with this, 
2 Sen. You breath in vaio. 
Alc, in vain? 
His Service done at Lacedemon, and Biazanting 
Werea fufficient Briber for his Life, 
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1 Sen. What's that? 

lc. Why, I fay my Lords, h’as done fair Service, 
And flain in Fight many of your Enemies: 

How full of Valour did he bear himfelf 
In the laft Confli@, and made plenteous Wounds 2 

2 Sew, He has made too much plenty with ’em, 
He’s afworn Rioter; he has a Sin 
T hat often drowns him, and takes his Valour Prifoner. 
If there were no Foes, that were enough 
To overcome him, In that beafily Pury 
He has been known to commit Outrages, 

And cherifh Factions. ’Tis inferr’d to us, 
His Days are foul, and his Drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alc. Hard Fate! he might have dy’d in War. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, 

Though his right Arm might purchafe his own time, 
And be in debt to none; yet more to move you, 
Take my Deferts to his, and join ’em both. 

And for I know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
I'l] pawn my Victories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. 

If by this Crime he owes the Law his Life, 

Why let the War receive it in valiant Gore; 

For Law is tri, and War is nothing more. 

1 Sex, We are for Law, he dyes, urge itno more, 
On height of our Difpleafure: Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his own Blood, that {pills another. 

Alc, Mutt it be fo? It muft not be: 

My Lords, I do befeech you know me. 

2 Sen. How? 3 

Alc, Call me to your Remembrances. 

3 Sen. What! 

Alc, U cannot think but your Age hath forgotme, 
It could not elfe be, [I fhould prove fo bafe, 
To fue, and be deny'd fuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 

1 Sen, Do you dare our Anger? 

’Tis in few Words, but {pacious in effec. 
We banifh thee for ever. 
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Alc. Banith me! banith your Dotage, banifh Ufury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 
1 Sen. If after two Days thine, Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier Judgment. 
And, not to {well our Spirit, 
He fhall be Executed prefently. [ Exeunt. 
Alc. Now the Gods keep you old enough, 
That you may live 
Only in Bone, that none may look on you. 
I’m worfe than mad: I have kept back their Foes 
While they have told their Mony, and let out 
Their Coin upon large Intereft; I my felf, 
Rich only in large Hurts. All thofe, for this? 
Is this the Balfom that the ufuring Senate 
Pours into Captains Wounds? Ha! Banifhment! 
Te comes not ill: [hate not to be banifht, 
It is a Caufe worthy for Spleen and Fury, 
That [ may ftrike at Athens. Vi cheer up 
My difcontented Troops, and lay for Hearts: 
>Fis Honour with moft Lands to be at odds, 
Soldiers fhould brook as little wrongs as Gods. [| Exit 


SCENE 1V. Timon's Honfe. 
Enter divers Senaters at feveral Doors. 

1 Sen, The gocd time of the Day to you, Sir. 
> Sen. Lalf> with it to you: I think this honourable Lord 
did but try us this other Day. 
1 Sen. Upon that were my Thoughts tiring when we el 
countied. I hope it is not.fo low with him, as he made! 
f.em in the tryal of his feveral Friends. 
2 Sex. It fhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new 
Feafting. 
Sen. I fhould think fo: He hath fent me an earneft in- 
viting, which many my Near Occafions did urge me to put 
off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I mu 
needs appear. 

> Sen. In like manner was I in Debt to my importunate 
bufinefs; but he would not hear my Excufe. I am forty; 
when he fent to borrow of me, that my Provifion wa 
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1 Sen. 1 am fick of that Grief too, as I underftand how 
all chings go, 

2, Sen. Every Man here’s fo. What would he have bor- 
rowed of you ¢ 

t Sen, A thoufand Pieces. 

2 Sen. A thoufand Pieces ! 

1 Sen, What of you? 

3 Sen. He fent.to me, Sir———here he comes, 

Enter limon and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my Heart, Gentlemen both 
fare you’ 

t Sen, Ever at the belt, hearing well of your Lordthip, 

2 Sen. The Swallow follows not Summer more willingly, 
Than we your Lordfhip, 

Zim. Nor more willingly leaves Winter, fuch Summer- 
Birds are Men. Gentlemen, our Dinner will not recom: 
pence this long ftay: Feaft your Ears with the Mufick a 
while ; if they wall fare fo harfhly aso’th’ Trumpets found: 
we fhalj to’t prefently. 

1 Sen. { hope it remains not unkindly with your Lordthip, 
that I return’d you an empty Meffenger. 

Tim. © Sirs Jet it not trouble you. 

2 Sez. My noble Lord. 

Tim, Ab my good Friend, what Cheer 2 

[The Banquet brought in. 

2 Sew, My moft honourable Lord, I’m e’en fick of Shame, 
that when your Lordfhip other Day fent to me, I was fo 
Unfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim, Thiok not on’t; Sir. 

2 Sen. If you had fent but two Hours before. 

Zim. Let it not cumber your better Remembrance. 
Come, bring in all together. 

2 Sex. All cover’d Dithes! 

1 Sex, Royal Chgar, I warrant you. 

3 Sen. Doubt not that, if Mony and the Seafon can yield it. 

1 Sens How do you? What’s the News? 

3 Sen. Alcibiades is banifht: Hear you of it? 

Both. Alcibiades banith’d! 

3 Sen Tis fo, be fure of it. 

1 Sex, How? How? 

2 Sez, I pray you upon what? 








and how 
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Tim. My worthy Friends, will you draw near¢ 

3 Sex. Vil tell youmore anon. Here’s anoble Feaft toward. 

2 Sex. This is the old Man {tifl. 

3 Sen. Will’t hold? Will’t hold? 

> Sen. It does, but time will, and fo—— 

3 Sen, I do conceive. 

Tim. Fach Man to his Stool, with that Spur as he would 
to the Lip of his Miftrefs: Your Diet fhall be 1n all places 
alike. Make not a City Feaft of it, to let the Meat cool, 
eer we can agree upon the firft place. Sir, Sit. 

The Gods require our Thanks. 

You great Benefattors, Sprinkle owr Society with Thank. ful- 
uefs. ‘For your own Gifts, make your felves praisd: But re- 
feewe till to give, left your Deities be defpifed. Lend to each 
Afan enough, that one need not lend to another. For avere your 
Godheads to borrow of Aten, Adex would forfake the Gods. 
Make the Meat be beloved, more than the Man that gives it. 
Est no Affembly of twenty, be without a Score of Villains. If 
there fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Dozen of them be as 
they are The reft of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of 
Athens, together with the common lag of People, what is amifs 
é them, you Gods, make futable for Deftruttion. For thefe mj 
prefent Friends—— as they arc to me nothing, fo in nothing blefs 
thene, and to nothing are they welcome, 

Uncover Dogs, and lap. 

Same freak, What does his Lordthip mean? 

Some other. 1 know not. 

Tim. May you a better Feaft never behold, 

You Knot of Mouth Friends: Smoke, and lukewarm Wate? 
Is your Perfection. This 1s Timon’s halt, 
Who ftuck and fpangled you with Flatteries, 
Wsthes it off, and fprinkles in your Faces 
Your reaking Villany. Live loath’d, and long 
Moft fmiling {mooth, detefted Parafites, 
Courteous Deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears, 
Your Fools of Fortune, Trencher-Friends, Time-flies, 
Cap and Knee Slaves, Vapors, sand Minute Jacks 
Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Malady 
Cruft you quite o’er. What, deft thou go? 
Soft, take thy Phyfick firft——thou too—and thoun—— 
[ Throwing the Difhes At them, and drives ’en otte 
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Stay, [ will lend thee Mony, borrow none, 

What! what allin Motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 

Whereat a Villain’s not a welcome Gueft. 

Burn Houfe, fink Arhens, henceforth hated be 

Of Timon, Men, and all Humanity. U Exit. 
Enter the Senators. 

1 Sen, How now, my Lords? 

2 Sex. Know you the Quality of Lord Tizon’s Fury? 

3 Sen. Puth, did you fee my Cap? 

4 Sen. & have loft my Gown, 

1 Sen. He’s but a mad Lord, and nought but Humour 
{ways him. He gave me a Jewel th’other Day, and tow 
he has beat it out of my Hat. 

Did you fee my fewel? 

2 Sen, Did you fee my Cap? 

3 Sex, Here ‘tis. 

4. Sen. Here lycs my Gown. 

1 Sen, Let’s make no ftay. 

2 Sex. Lord Temon's mad. 

3 Sen. I feel’t upon my Bones. 

4 Sen, Qne Day he gives us Diamonds, next Day Stomes. 

[ Exeune Senses. 
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SCENE Without the Walls of Athens. 


Enter Timon. 


Zim. ] ET me look back uponthee. Othou Wail, 

That girdleft in thofe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not 4thens, Matrons, turn incontinent; 
Obedience fail in Children; Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And minifter in their fteads to general Filths, 
Convert o’th’ inftant green Virginity, 
Do't in your Parents Eyes, Bankrupts, hold faft, 
Rather than render back; out with your Knives, 
And cut your trufters Throats. Bound Servants, fteal; 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Malfters are, 

And 
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And Pill by Law. Maid, to thy Mafter’s Beds 
Thy Mittrefs is o’th’ Brothel. Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it beat out his Brains. Piety and Fear, 
Religion to the Gods, Peace, Jultice, Truth, 
Domettick awe, Night-reft, and Neighbourhood, 
Inftruction, Manners, Myfteries and Trades, 
Degrees, Obfervances, Cuftoms and Laws, 

Decline to your confounding Contraries. : 
And yet Confufion live: Pisgues incident to M@, 
Your potent and infeGious Fevers, heap 

On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thow cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may hale 
As lamely as their Manners. Luft and Liberty 
Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our Youth, 
That ’gainft the Stream of Virtue they may {trive, 
And drown themfelves in Riot. Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian Bofoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leprofie: Breath infe& Breath, 

That their Society (as their Friend thip) may 

Be meerly Poifon, Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But Nakednefs, thou deteftable Town, 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns: 
Timon will tothe Woods, where he fhall find 
Dh’unkindeft Beaft much kinder than Mankind, 
The Gods confound (hear me you good Gods all) 
Th’ Athenians both within and out that Wall : 
And grant, as Timsen grows, his Hate may grow, 
To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen, [ Exit. 


SCENE Il. Timon’s Houfe. 


Exter Flavius with two or three Servants, 


1 Ser. Hear you, Mafter Steward, where's our Mafter? 
Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining 2 

Flav. Alack, my Fellows, what fhould ] fay to you? 
Let me be recorded. by the Righteous Gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Ser. Such a Houfe broke! 
So Noble a Mafter filn! all gone! and not 
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One Friend to: take his Fortune by the Aim, 
And go along with him. 

2 Ser. As we do turn our Backs 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slink all away, leave their falfe Vows with him 
Like empty Purfes pick’d... And his poor felf 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Arr, 
With his Difeafe, of all fhun’d Poverty, 
Walks like Contempt alone. More of our Fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav. All broken Implements of a ruin’d Houfe, 

3 Ser, Yet doour Hearts wear Timon's Livery, 
That fee I by our Faces; we are Fellows ftill, 
Serving alike in Sorrow; Leak’d is our Bark, 
And we, poor Mates, {tand on the dying Deek, 
Hearing the Surges threat: we muft all part 
Into this Sea of Arr, 

Flav, Good Fellows all, 
The lateft of my Wealth Ill thare amoneit you, 
Where-ever we fhall meet, for Tison’s fake, 
Let's yet be Fellows, Let's thake our heads, and fays 
As ’twere a Knell unto our Mafter’s Fortunes, 
We have feen better Days. Let each take fome: 
Nay put out all your Hands; not one word more, 
Thus Dart we rich 1n°S TOW, Parting poor. 

| He gives them Afony, they Embrace, aud part feveral ways 
Oh the fierce Wretchednets that Glory biings us! 
Who would not with to be from Wealth exempr, 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempr? 

ho would befo mock’d with Glory, as to live 
But in a Dream of Friendfhip? , 
To have his Pomp, and all whate State compounds, 
But only painted like his varnifh’d Friends : 
Poor honeft Lord! bro ght low by his own Heart, 
Undone by goodnefs: ftrange unufual Blood, 
When Man’s werft Sin-is, he does too much good, 
Who then dares to be half fo kind avain?2 
For Bounty that makes Gods, does ftill mar Men. 
My deareft Lord, bleft to be moft accurs’d, 
Rich only to be wretched; thy great Forrunes 


Are 


tn ees 


i 
1 
(4 








2200 smcn of Athens. 


Are made thy chief Afflictions, Alas, kind Lord! 

He’s flung in a Rage from this ungrateful Seat 

OF monftrous Friends: 

Nor has he to fupply his Life, 

Or that which can command ir: 

Pil follow and enquire him our. 

Pil ever ferve his Mind, with my beft will, 
Whilft I have Gold, Pll be his Steward ftill. | Exit. 


SCENE Il. | The Woods. 
Exter Timon. 
Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun; draw from the Earth 
Rotten Humidity: Below thy Sifter’s Orb 
Infe& the Air. Twin’d Brothers of one Womb, 
Whofe Procreation, Refidence, and Birth, 
Scarce is dividant, touch them with feveral Fortunes; 
The greater {corns the lefler. Not Nature, 
To whom all Sores lay Siege, cau bear great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raife me this Beggar, and deny’t that Lord, 
The Senator fhall bear Contempr Hereditary, 
The Beggar native Honour. 
It is the Pafture lards the Beggar’s fides, 
The want thit makes him lean. Who dares? who dares, 
In purity of Manhood, ftand upright; 
And fay, this Man’s a Flatterer 2? If one be, 
“So are they all, for every grize of Fortune 
Is fmooth’d by that below. The learned Pate 
Ducks to the Golden Fool. All’s Obloquy: 
There's nothing level in our curfed Natures 
But dire& Villany. Therefore be abhorr’d, 
All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of Men. 
His femblable, yea himfelf Timon difdains, 
DeftruGtion phang Mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
| Digging the Earth, 
Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his Pallate 
With thy moft operant Poifon. What is here? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 
No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, 
Roots you clear Heav’ass Thus much of this will make 
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Black, White; Fowl, Fair; Wrong, Right; 
Bafe, Noble; Old, Young; Coward, Valiant. 
Ha, you Gods! why this? what this, you Geds? why, this 
Will lug your Priefts and Servants from your fides: 
Pluck ftout Mens Pillows from below their Heads. 
This yellow Slave 
Will kgit and break Religions, blefs th’ sccurs’d, 
Make the hoar Leprofie ador’d, place Thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and apprebation 
With Senators on the Bench: This is it 
That makes the wappen’d Widow wed again; 
She, whom the Spittle-Houfe, and ulcerous Sore-, 
Would caft the gorge at ; this embalms and {pices 
To th’ April day again. Come, damn’d Earth, 
Thou common Whore of Mankind, that putteft odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right Nature. | March afar off. 
Hala Drum? Th’art quick, 
But yet I’ll bury thee Thou'lt go (ftrong Thief) 
When gouty Keepers of thee cannot ftand: 
Nay, {tay thou out for earneft. 
Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner; 
and Phrinia and Timandra. 
Alc. What art thou there? dpeak. 
Tim. A Beaft, as thou art. The Canker enaw thy Heart 
For fhewing me again the Eyes of Man. 
Alc, What is thy Name? is Man fo hateful to thee, 
That art thy felf a Man ? 
Tim. Lam Adifanthropos, and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, I do with thou wert a Dog, 
That I might love thee fomething. 
Alc, | know thee well: 
But in thy Fortunes am unlearn’d and ftrange, 
Tim. 1 know thee too, and more than that I know thee 
I not defire to know. Follow thy Drum, 
With Man’s Blood paint the ground, Gules, Gules: 
Religious Cannons, civil Laws are cruel, 
Then what fhould War be?’ This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftru@ion than thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin look. 
Phri. Thy Lips rot off. 
TO: Va K 1193. 
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2202 Timon of Athens. 
Tim, I will not kifs thee, then the Rot returns 
To thine own Lips again. 
Alc. How came the noble 7zmox to this change ? 
Tim. As the Moon does, by wanting Light to PIVes 
But then renew I could not, like the Moon ; 
There were no Suns to borrow « e. 

Ale. Noble Timon, what Friendthip may I do thee? 

Tim. None, but to maintain my Opinion. 

Alc. What is it, Timon ¢ 

Tim. Promife me Friendfhip, but perform none. 

If thou wilt not promife, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a Man: if thou doft perform, confound thee, for thou 
art a Man. 

Alc. I have heard in fome fort of thy Miferies, 

Tim, Thou faw’ft them when I had Profperity. 

Alc, I fee them now, then was a bleffed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 

Tiyan. 1s this th’ Athenian Minion, whom the World 
Voic’d fo regardfally ¢ 

Tim. Art thou Timandra? 

Timan. Yes. 

Tim. Be a Whore ftill, they love thee not that ufe thee, 
give them Difeafes, leaving with thee their Luft. Make 
ufe of thy fale Hours, feafon the Slaves for Tubs and Baths, 
bring down Rofe-check’d Youth to the Fubfaft, and the 
Diet. 

Timan. Wang thee, Moonfter. 

Alc. Pardon him, (weet Timandra, for his Wits 
Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities. 

1 have but little Gold of late, brave Timex, 

The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 

In my penurious Band. I heard and priev’d, 

How curled Athens, mindlefs of thy worth, 

Forgetting thy great Deeds, when neighbour States, 

But for thy Sword and Fortune, trod upon them 

Tim. 1 prithce beat thy Drum, and get thee gone. 

Alc. Y am thy Friend, and pity thee, dear Fucne 

Tim. How doft chou pity him, whom thou doft trouble? 
I had rather be alone. 

Alc. Why fore thee well: 


tere is fome Gold for thee. 
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Zim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alc, When I have laid proud s4rhens on a heap. 
Tim. War'ft thou *gainft Athens 2 
Alc. Ay, Timon, and have caufe, 
Tim. 'The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after, when thou haft conquer’d. 
Alc, Why me, Timon? 
Tim. That by killing of Villains 
Thou waft born to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, here’s Gold, go on; 
Be as a planetary Plague, whom Jove 
Will, o'er fome high-vic’d City, hang his poifon 
In the fick Air: let not thy Sword skip one. 
Pity not honour’d Age for his white Bread, 
He is an Ufurer. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 
[t is her Habit only, that is honeft, 
Her felf’s a Bawd. Let not the Virgin’s Cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant Sword; forthofe Milk-Paps 
That through the window Barn bore at Mens Eyes, 
Are not within the Leaf of Pity writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled {miles from Fools exhauft their Mercy; 
Think it a Baftard, whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the Throat fhall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe, Swear againft Objeéts, 
Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, 
Whofe proof, nor yells of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Soall pierce a jot. There’s-Gold to pay thy Soldiers. 
Make large Confufion ; and thy fury {pent, 
Confounded be thy felf. Speak nor, be gone. 
Alc, Ratt thou Gold yet? Pil take the Gold thou giveft 
me, not all thy Counfel, 
: Tim. Doft thou, or doft thou’ not, Heay’ns Curfe upon 
thee, | 
Both, Give us'fome Gold, good Timon, haft thow more f 
7 im, Enough to. make 2 Whore forfwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold up, you Sluts, 
Your Aprons mountant, you ate not Orhable, 
Although T know you'll fwear, terribly fwear; 
lato ftrong fhudders, and to heavenly Agues | 
K 2 : Th'im- 
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Th’ immortal Gods aed hear vou. Ssare your Oaths: 


7 
¢ 


I'll truft to your Concitions, be Whores {till 


And he whofe pious Br sth feeks to convert you, 


Be {trong in Wh ore, allure bim, burn him up. 


. erik oe 
Let aaa clofe rire pre edominate | s Sm aK, 
And be no Turn-coats: yet may } your pains fix Months 


. ‘. FA A. y | ER a ae 
Be quite contrary. And thatch 
ra : L AR: PR me Et: ‘ i RE ae £ sha LD TVs | 
¥y our poor thin NoOGrss With OUTUILS of the AvCad, 
; 


(Some that ges o’d) no matter: 
War them, betray with them; whore fill. 


Paint ’cill a Horfe may mire upon your Face; 
A Pox of Wrinkles, 
Both. Well, more Gold what then? 
Believe that we'll do any thing for Gold. 
Tim. Confumptions fow 
In hollow Bones of Man, ftrike their fharp Shins, 
And mar Mens fpurring. Crack the Lawyer’s Voice, 
T hat he may never more falfe Title plead, 
Nor found his Quillets fhrilly. Hoar the Plamen, 
That fcolds againft the quality of Flefh, 
And not believes him{elf:. Down with the Nofe, 
Down with it flar, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to forefee (bald, 
Smells from the general Weal. Make curl’d-pate Ruthans 
And let the unfcarr’d Braggarts of the. War 
Derive fome pain from you. Plague all, 
That your activity may ¢ lefeaty and quell 
The fource of all Ere&tion. . There’s more Gold. 
Do you Damn others, and let this Damn you, 
And Ditches grave you all. 
Both. More counfel with more Mony, bounteous Témonm 
Tim, More Whore, more Mifchief firft; I have given 
you earneft. 
Alc. Strike BPS the Drum towards thens; farewel Timor: 
if I thrive well, Pll vifit thee again. 
Tim. If T hope well, Vil never fee theemore. 
Alc. 1 never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou fpok’{t well-of me. 
Alc. Callft chou that harm ? 
Tim. Men daily find 1. Get thee away 
And take thy Beagles with thee, 
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Alc. We but offend him, ftrike. | Exennt. 
Tim, That Nature being fick of Man’s Unkindnefg 

Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
Whofe Womb unmeafurable, asd infinite Breaft 
‘Teems and feeds all; whofe felf fame mettle 
Whereof thy proud Child, arrogant Man, is puft, 
Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blue, 

The gilded Newt, and Eyekfs venom’d' Worm, 
With all the abhorred Births below crifp Heav’n, 
Whereon Hyperions quickning Fire doth fhine ; 

Yield him, who all the Human Sons do’s hate, 

From forth thy plenteous Bofom, one poor Root. 
Enfear thy Fertile, and Conceptious Womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful Man. 

“Go great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolves and Bears, 
Teem with new Monfters, whom thy upward Face 
Hath to the marbled Manfion all above 
Never prefented, O, a Root-——dear Thanks: 

Dry up thy Marrows, Veins, and Plough-torn Leas,. 

W hereof ingrateful Man with Liquorifh Draughts 
And Morfels unctious, greafes his pure Mind, 

That from it all Confideration flips 

3 Enter Apemantus, 
More Man? Plague, Plague. 

Apem. 1 was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affe& my Manners, and doft ufe them. 

Tim,’ Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a Dog 
Whom I would imitate; Confumption catch thee. 
x Apem. This is in thee a Nature but affeGed, 
A poor unmanly Melancholy fprung 
From change of Fortuae. Why this Spade? this place? : 
This Slave-like Habit, and thefe looks of Care? 
Thy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink Wine, lye foft, 
Hug their difeafed Perfumes, and have forgot 
“That ever Tion was. Shame not thefe Woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper, 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and feek to-thrive 
By that which has undone thee; hinge thy Knee, 
And let his very Breath whom thou'lt obferve 
Blow off thy Cap; praife his moft vicious Strain, 
And call it excellent; thou waft told thus: 

K 3 2 ae 
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Thou gav’ft thine Ears, like ‘Tapiters, that bid welcome, 
To Knaves, and.all Approachers: ’ Tis moft juft 

That thou turn Rafcal, hadft thou Wealth again, 
Rafcals thould hav’t, Do not aflume my Likenefs. 

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my felf. 

Apem. Thou haft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf 
A Mad-man fo long, now a Fool: W hat think ft 
That the bleak Air, thy boifferous Chamberlain, 

Will put thy Shirt on warm Will thefe moift Trees, 
That have out-liv’d the Eagle, page thy Heels, 

And Skip when thou point’ft out¢ Will the cold Brook 
Candicd with Ice, cawdle thy moroing tafte 

To cure thy o’ernight’s Surfeit? Call the Creatures, 

W hofe naked Natures live in all the fpighe 

Of wreckful Heaw’n, whole bare unhoufed Trunks, 

To the confliGing Elements expos’d, 

Anfwer meer Nature; bid them flatter thee; 

Ob! thou fhalt find 

Tim. A Fool of thee; depart. 

Apem. 1 love thee better now than e’er I did. 

Tim. \ hate thee worfe. 

4pem. Why? 

Tim. Thou flatter ft Mifery, 

Apem. { flatter not, bus fay thou art a Caynfi. 

Tim. Why doft thou feck me out? 

Apem. Yo vex thee, , 

Tim. Always a Villain’s Office, ox a Foal’s. 
Dott pleafe thy felf in’? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim, What! a Knave too? 

Apem, Tf thou didft put this fowre cold Habit on 
To caftigate thy Pride, ’twere well; but thou 
Doft it enforcedly: Thou’aft Courtier be again, 
Wert thou not Beggar; willing Mifery = 
Out-lives incertain Pomp; is crown’d before; 

The one is filling fill; never Compleat; 

The other, at high with, beft {tate Contentlefs, 
Hath a diftra@ted and moft wretched Being, 
Worfe than the worft, Content. . 
Thou fhonldft defire to die, being miferable, 
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Tim. Not by his Breath, that is more miferable. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortune’s tender Arm 
With Favour never clafpt; but bred a Dog. 
Hadft thou like us from our firft fwath proceeded, 
Through {weet Degrees that this brief World affords, 
To fuch as may the paflive Drugs of it 
Freely command; thou wouldft have plung’d thy {elf 
In general Riot, melted down thy Youth 
In different Beds of Luft, and never learn’d 
The icy Precepts of Refpe@, but followed 
The Sugared Game before thee. But my felf, 
Who had the World as my Confectionary, 
The Mouths, the Tongues, the Eyes, the Hearts of Men, 
At Duty more than I could frame Employments ; 
That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves 
Do on the Oak, have with one Winters brufh 
Fali’n from their Boughs, and left me open bare, 
For every Storm that blows. I to bear thts, 
That never knew but better, is fome burthen. 
Thy Nature did commence in Sufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why fhouldft thou hate Men? 
They never flatter’'d thee. What haft thou given? 
If thou wilt Curfe; thy Father, that poor Rag, 
Mutt be thy Subje@; who in fpight pat fuff 
To fome She-Beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence! be gone——~ 
If thou hadft not been the worft of Men, 
Thou hadft been a Knave and Flattcrer. 
Apem, Art thou proud yer? 
Tim. Ay, that I am not thee, 
Apem. \, that I was no Prodigal, 
Tim. I, that I am one now. 
Were all the Wealth I have fhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone: 
That the whole Life of thens were in this, 
Thus would I ear it. | Eating 4 Root, 
Apem, Here will | mend thy Feaft. 
Tim. Pirlt mend thy Company, take away thy felf. 
Apem. So I thall mend mine own, by th’lack of thine, 
Tim. *Tis not well mended fo, it is but botchr; 
If not, f would ir were, | 
K 4. Apenes 
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a 
Cimen of Athens. 


Apem, What wouldft thou have to Arhens ? 
Tim. Thee thither in a Whislwind: if thou wilt, 

Tell them there I have Gold, look, fo I have. 
“4pem. Here is no ufe for Gold. 

Tim, The beft and truefi 
For here it {izeps, and does no hired harm. 
Apem. Where ly’ft a Ni; hts, Zimon? 

Tim, Under that’s above me. 
Where fee a thou a Days » Apemantus? 


Hpgy Wi eo 6 r 4 > ~ ry ‘a . 
Ape tee NY cre th y Sto! mech ads WiCat, Of rather where 
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Tizxz. Would Poifon were aed ict and knew my Mind. 
‘here wouldft thou fend it? 

Tim. To fav ce thy Diihes 

Apem. The middie of hu manity th: ou never knewelt, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy Gilt, 
and thy Peifume, they mockt thee, for too much curio 


fit ys; inthy Rags thou knoweft none, bue art defpisd for 
the cot trary. There's a Medler for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not 

Ape. Dolt hat a Medtler? 

dim, Ay, though tt look like thee. 

Apem. And th’hadht pate d Medlers fooner, thou fhouldl 


ave loved thy felf better now. W. nat Man did’ft thou. ever 
know unthrift, that was beloved after his Means? 


hofe Means thou ecalk’ft of, didi 


Lap C777 « M y ite ile 
dive, { uncerftand thee, thou hadft fume Means to keep 
a Dog. 


Apem, What things in the World canft thou neareft 
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Eas Sah, Ob en, Men are the things 
echemfelves, What wouldit thou do with the W orld, Ape 
mantas, if it lay in thy Power ? 
Apen. Give it the Beatts, to be rid of the Men. 
Tit. Woulatt thou have thy felf fall in the confufion of 
Men, and remain a Beaft with the Beafts, 

pew. AY, Limon 

Tim. A beaftly Ambition, which the God; grants thee 
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t’attain to. [f thou wert the Lion, the Fox would beguile 
thee; if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would ear thee; if 
thou wert*the Fox, the Lion would fufpe& thee, when 
peradventure thou wert accus’d by the Afs; if thou wert 
the Afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee; and ftill thou 
liv’ft but as a Breakfaft to the Wolf. If thou wert the 
Wolf, thy greedinefs would affi& thee, and oft thou 
fhould hazard thy Life for thy Dinner. Wert thou the 
Unicorn, Pride and Wrath would confound thee, and make 
trine own felf the Conqueft of thy Fury. Wert thou a 
Bear, thou would’{t be kill’d by the Horfe; wert thou 4 
Horfe, thou wouldft be feized by the Leopard; wert thou 
a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lion, and the {pets 
of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy Life. All thy fafety 
were remotion, and thy Defence abfence, What Beait 
couldft thou be, that were not fubje& to a Beaft; and what 
a Beaft art thou already, . and feeft not thy Lofs in Tranf 
formation. 

Apem. Tf thou couldtt pleafe me 
With {peaking to, me, thou might’ 
Have hit upon it here, 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A Foreft of Beafts. 

Tim. How has the Afs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City. 

“pem. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter-—— 
The Plague of Company light upon thee; 
I will fear to catch it, and give way. 
When I know not what elle to do, 
I'll fee thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
Thou fhalt be welcome. 
I had rather be a Beggar’s Dog 
Than Apemantus. 

“Apem, Thou art the Cap 
OF all the Fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough 
To {pit upon. 

<ipem. A Plague on thee. 
Thoa art too bad to Curfe. 

Zim. All Villains ial 
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That do ftand by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no Leprofie 
But what thou fpeak’ it. 

Tim. If 1 name thee, I'll beat thee; 
Bat I fhould infe& my Hands. 

Apem. 1 would my Tongue 
Could rot them off. 

Tim. Away thou iffue of a mangy Dog! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 
I {wound to fee thee. 

Apem. Would thou wouldft burft. 

Tim. Awzy thou tedious Rogue, {am forry I fhall lofe 
a Stone by thee. 

Apem. Beatt! 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem. Toad! 

Tim. Rogue! Rogue! Rogue! 
1 am fick of this falfe World, and will love nought 
But even the meer neceflities upon’t : 
Then Timox prefently prepare thy Grave; 
Lye where the Light Foam of the Sea may beat 
Thy Grave-ftone daily; make thine Epitaph, 
That Death in me, as others Lives may laugh. 
O thou fweet Kine-Killer, and dear Divorce 
‘Twixt natural Son and Sire; thou bright defiler 
OF Aymens pureft Bed, thou valiant AZars, 
Thou ever young, freth, loved, and delicate wooer, 
Whole Bluth doth thaw the confecrated Snow, 
Thit lies on Dian’s Lap. Thou vifible God, 
That fouldreft clofe Impoflibilities, 
And mak’ft them kifs; that {peak ft with every Tongue 
To every purpofe, O thou touch of Hearts, 
Think thy flave- Man Rebels, and by thy Virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that Beafts 
May have the World in Empire, 

Apem. Would *twere fo, | 
But not till Il am dead. I'll fay th’haft Gold; 
Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly. 

Tim Throng’d 100% 
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Apem. Ay. 

Tim, Thy Back, I prithee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy Mifcry. 

Tim. Long live fo, and fo die. { am quit. 

Apem. Mo things like Men 
Eat, Timon, and abhor them. | Exit Apeman, 

Enter the Banditti. 

1 Band. Where fhould he have thisGold2 It is fome poor 
Fragment, fome flender Ort of his Remainders The meer 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friends, drove 
him into this Melancholy, | 

2 Band. It is nois’d 
He hath a Mafs of Treafure, 

3 Band, Let us make the affay upon him, if he care not 
fort, he will fupply us eafily: If he covctoufly referve it, 
how fhall’s get ire 

2 Band. Truc; for he bears it not about him: 

*Tis hid, 

1 Band. Is not this he2 

All, Where 2 

2 Band. ’Tis his Defcription. 

3 Band. He; I know him. 

All, Save thee, Timon. 

lim. Now Thieves. 

“ili, Soldiers, not Thieves, 

Zim. Both too, and Womens Sons. 

fill, We are not Thieves, but Men 
That much do wanr, 

Tim. Your greateft want is, you want much of Meat: 
Why fhould you want? Beboid, the Barth hath Roots: 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs ; : 
The Oaks bear Maft, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each Bufh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Wanr2 why want 2 

I Band. We cannot live on Grafs, on Berries, Water. 

As Beafts; and Birds, and Fithe<. : 

Tim, Nor on the Beaftsthemfclves, the Birds and Fithes. 
You muft eatMen, Yer thanks | muft you con, : 
That you are Thieves profeft; thar you work. not 
tn holier Shapes; for there is boundlefs Thefe 
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In limited Profeffions. Rafcal Thieves, 
Here’s Gold. Go, fuck the fubtle Blood oth Grape, 
*Till the high Feaver fecth your Blood to Froth, 
And fo {cape hanging, Truft not the Phyfician, 
His Antidotes are Poifon, and he flays 
More than you Rob: Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villany do, fince you proteft to do’t, 
Like Workmen, I'll] Example you with Thievery: 
The Sun’s a Thief, and with his great AttraCtion 
Robs the valt Seas The Moon’s an Arrant Thief, 
And her pale fire the fnatches from the Sun. 
The Sea’s a Thief, whofe liquid Surge refolves 
The Moon into Salt Tears. The Earth’s a Thief, 
That feeds and bfeeds by a compofture itoln 
From gen’ral Excrement: Each things a Thief. 
The Laws,your curband whip, in theirrough Power 
Has uncheck’d theft. Love not your felves, away, 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold; Cut Throats; 
All that you meet are Thieves: Lo Athens go, 
Break open Shops, nothing can you Steal 
But Thieves do lofe it: Steal not lefs, for this I give you, 
And Gold confound you howloe’er: Amen, | Exit. 
3 Band. Has almoft charm’d me from my Profeflion, by 
per{wading me fo It. 
+ Band. ’Tis in the malice of Mankind, that he thus ad 
vifes us, not to have us thrive in our myftery. 
2 Band. V\\ believe him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 
1 Band. Let us farft fee Peace in sMthens, there is no time 
fo miferable but a Man may be true. [ Exennt Thieves 
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AG. LE \. Seek IN: BL 
S CEN E Lhe Woods and Timon’s Cave. 


Ente Flavius to Timon. 


rseet @ lan you Gods! 7 

Is yond defpis’d and ruinous Man my Lord? 
Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument 

And wonder of good Deeds, evilly beftow'd! 

What an alteration of honour has defp'rate want made? 
What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 

Who can bring nobleft Minds-to bafeft Ends2 

Flow rarely does it meet with this times guife, 

When Man:was wifht to love his Enemies: 

Grant I may ever love, and rather.woo 

Thofe that would mifchief me; than thofe that do. 

H’as caught me in his Eye, I will prefent my honeft Grief 


Unto him; and, as my Lord, ftill ferve him with my Life. 
My deareft Mafter. 


tim. Away: What art thou 2 
Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doft ask that? I have forgot all Men. 
Then if thou grunt’ft th’art a Man, 
I have forgot thee. 
Flay. An honeft poor Servant of yours. 
Tim, Then I know thee not: 
I ne'er had honeft Man about me, I, all 
[ kept were Knaves, to ferve in meat to Villains, 
Flav. The Gods are witnefs, 
Never did poor Steward wear a truer Grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 


Tim, What, doit thou weep? Come nearer, then 1 
love thee 


Becaufe thou art a Woman, and difclaira’ft 

Flinty Mankind; whofe Eyes do never give, 

But through Luft and Laughter. Pity’s Sleeping; 

Strange times that weep with laughing, not with weeping. 


Flaw. 
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Flav. 1 beg of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T’ accept my Grief, and whilf this poor wealth lafts, 
To entertain’me as your Steward ftill. 

Tim Wad I a Steward 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable? 

It almoft turns my dangerous Nature wild. 

Let me behold thy Face: Surely, this Man 

Was born of Womap. 

Forgive my general, and exceptlefs rafhnefs 
You perpetual fober Gods, I do proclaim 

One honeft Man; Muiftake me not, but one: 

No more I pray, and he’s a Steward. 

How fain would I have hated all: Mankind, 

And thou redeem’ft thy felf: Bur all fave thee, 
I fell with Curfes. 

Methinks thou art more honeft now chan wile : 
For, by opprefling and betraying me; 

Thou might’f{t have fooner got another Services 
For many fo arrive at fecond Matter’, 

Upon their firft Lord’s Neck. But tell me true, 
For I muft ever doubt, though ne’er fo fure, 

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, coveétous, 

Is’t nota ufuring Kindnefs, and asrich Men deal Gifts, 
ExpeCting in return twenty for one? 

Flav. No, my moft worthy Mafter, in. whofe Breatt 
Doubt and Sufpedt, alas, are plac’d too late, 

You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did fealt; 
Sufped ftill comes where an Eftate is leaft. 

That which I fhew, Heav’n knows, is meerly Love, 
Duty, and. Zealy to your unmatched Mind, 

Care of your Food and Living: And believe ir, 

My moft honour’d: Lord, 

For any benefit that points to. me, 

Either in hope, or prefenr, I'd excharge 

For this one Wifh, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me, “by. making rich your (elf, 

Tim. Look thee, *cis fo; thou fingly honeft Man, 

Here take; the Gods out of my mifery, 

Have fent thee Treafure: Go, live rich and happy. 

Bur thus coadition’d; thou fhalt build from Men: 

Hate 
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Hate all, Curfe all, fhew Charity to none, 
But let the famitht Fleth flide from the Bone, 
E’er thou relieve the Beggar. Give to Dogs 
What thou deny’ft to. Men, Let Prifons {wallow ’em, 
Debts wither ’em to nothing, be Men like blafted Woods, 
Aod may Difeafes lick up their falfe Bloods, 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 
Flav. O let me ftay and comfort you my Matter, 
Tim. Vf thou hat'ft Curfes, 
Stay not; Fly, whilft thou art bleft and free ; 
Ne’er fee thou Man, and let me ne’er fee thee. [ Exennt. 
Enter Poet and Painter. 
Pain, AsI took note of the place, it.cannot be far 
Where he abides. 
Poet. What’s to be thought of him2 
Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he’s fo full of Gold? 
Pain, Certain. 
Alcibiades reports it: Phrinia and Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewife enrich’d 
Poor ftragling Soldiers, with great quantity, 
Tis faid, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty Sum, 
Poet. Then this breaking of his, 
‘Has been but atry for his Friends, 
Pain. Nothing elfe : 
You fhall fee him a Palm ia Athens again, 
And flourifh with the higheft, 
Therefore, *tis not amifs, we tender our Loves 
To him, in this fuppos’d diftrefs of his - 
It will thew honeftly in. us, 
And is very likely to load our purpofes 
With what they travel for, 
If it be a juft and true Report, that goes 
Of his having. 
Poet. What have you now 
To prefept unto him 2 
fain. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation: Only [ wall promife him 
An excellent Piece, 


Poet; 
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Poet. I muft ferve him {fo too; 
Tell him of an intent that’s coming toward him. 
Pain. Good as the belt, 
Promifing is the very Air o’th’ Time; 
It opens the Eyes of Expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his a@, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of People; 
The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe. 
To promife, is moft Courtly and Fafhionables 
Performance is a kind of Will or Teftament, 
Which argues a great Sicknefs in his Judgment 
That makes it. 
Enter Timon from his Cave. 
Tim. Excellent Workman, 
Thou canft not paint a Man fo bad 
As is thy felf. 
Poet. I am thinking 
What I fhall fay I have provided for him: 
It muft be a perfonating of himfelf ; 
A Satyr againft the foftnefs of Profperity, 
With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow Youth and Opulency. 
Tim. Muft thou needs 
Stand for a Villain in thine own Work? 
Wilt thou whip thine own Faults in other Men? 
Did fo, | have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let’s feck him. 
Then do we Sin againft our own Eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Pain. True: 
When the Day ferves before black corner’d Night; 
Find what thou want’ft, by free and offer’d light. 
Come. 
Tim. Vil meet you at the turn: 
What a God’s Gold, that he is worfhipt 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine feed? 
Tis thou that rige’ft the Bark, ad plow’ft the Fome, 
Setleft admired reverence in a Slave, 
To thee be worfhip, and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alone obey, 
Tis fit I meet them. ; 
Poet 
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Poct. Hail! worthy Timon. 
Pain. Our late Noble Mafter. 
' Tim. Have lonce liv’d to fee two honeft Men 2 
Poet. Sir, having often of your Bounty tafted, 
Hearing you were retiir’d, your Friends faln off, 
Whofe thanklefs Natures, Oh abhorred Spirits ! 
Not all the Whips of Heav’n are large enough 
What! to you ! 
Whofe Star-like Noblenefs gave Life and Influence 
To their whole Being! I am rapt, and .cannot cover 
The monftrous bulk "of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of Words. 
Zim. Let it go, 
Naked Men may fee’c the better: 
You that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft fal and known. 
Pain. He, and my felf, 
Have travell’d in the great Shower of your Gifts, 
And fweetly felt it: 
Tim. Ay, you are honeft Men. 
Pain. We are hither come 
To offer you our Service, 
Tim, Mott honcit Men ! 
Why how. fhall I requite you? 
Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water? no. 
Both. What wecan do; 
We'll do, to do you Service, 
Tim. Y’are honcft Men; 
You've heard that [ have Go!d, 
I am fure you have, {peak truth, y’are honeft Men. 
Pain. So it is faid, my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 
Tim. Good honeft Man; thou drawft a Counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens, thou’rt indeed the belt 
Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively. 
Pain. So, fo, my Lord. 
Tim. E’en fo, Sir, as fay. And for thy v Filion: 
Why thy Verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and {mooth, 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art. 
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But for all this, my honeft-natur'd Friends, 
I muft needs fay you have a little Fault, 
Marry ’tis not ‘monftrous in you, neither wifh I 
You take much pains to mend. 
Both. Befcech your Honour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim. You'll take it ill. 
Both. Moft thankfully, my Lord. 
Zim. Will you indeed? 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy Lord. 
Tim. There’snever aone of you but truftsa Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my Lord? 
Tim. Ay, and you hear him cogg,fee him diffemble, 
Know his grofs patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep him in your Bofom, yet remain aflur’d 
That he’s a made-up Villain. 
Pain. 1 know none fuch, my Lord. 
Poet. Nor I. 
Tim, Look you, 
I love you well, I'll give you Gold, 
Rid me thefe Villains from your Companies ; 
Hang them, or {tab them, drown them in the draught, 
Confound them by fome Courfe, and come to me, 
Ill give you Gold enough. 
Both, Name them, my Lord, let’s know them, 
Zim. You that way, and you this; 
But two in Company: 
Each Man apart, all fingle and alone, 
Yet an arch Villain keeps him Company: 
If where thou art, two Villains fhall not be; 
Come not near him. If thou would’ft not refide 
But where one Villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack, there’s Gold,’ ye came for Gold, ye Slaves ; 
You have work for me; there’s Payment, thence, 
You are an Alchymift, make Gold of that : 
Out Rafcal Dogs. | Beating and driving ’em out 
Exter Flavius and rwo Senators, 
Flay. It is in vain that you would fpeak with Timon: 
For he is fet fo only to himfelf, Piao 
That 
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That nothing but himfelf, which looks like Man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sex. Bring us to his Cave. 
It is our part and promife to th’ Arhenians 
To {peak with Timon. 

2 Sen, At all times alike 
Men are not ftill the fame; ’twas Time and Griefs 
That fram’d him thus. Time with his fairer Hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former Days, 
The former Man may make him; bring us to him, 
And chance’ it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his Cave: 
Peace and Content be here, Timon! Timon! 
Look out, and {peak to Friends: Th’ dthenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee; 
Speak to them, Noble Timon, 

Enter Timon out of his Cave. 

Tim. Thou Sun that comfort burn, 
Speak and be hane’d: 
For each true Word a Blifter, and each falfe 
Be as a Cauterizing to the root o’th’ Tongue, 
Confuming it with fpeaking. 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon, 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, 
And you of Timon, 

2 Sen. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 

Tim. I thank them, n 
And would fend them back the Plague, 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O forget 
What we are forry for our felves in thee: 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Arhens, who have thought 
©n {pecial Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beft ufe and wearing. 

2 Sen, They confefs 
Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general grofs, 
Which now the publick Bedy, which doth feldom 
Play the Recanter, feeling in it felf 
A lack of Timon's Aid, hath Sence withal 
Of it’s own fall, reftraining Aid to Timon, 
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And fends forth us to make their forrowed render, 
Together with a Recompence more fruitful 
Than their Offence can weigh down by the Dram, 
Ay, even fuch heaps and fums of Love and Wealth, 
As fhall to thee blot ovt what Wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the Figures of their, Love; 
Even to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch me in 1%, 
Surprize me to the very brink of Tears: 
Lend me a Fool's Heart, and a Woman’s Eyes, 
And I'll beweep thefe Comforts, worthy Senators. 
1 Sex. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 
The Captainfhip, thou fhalt be met with Thanks, 
Allowed with abfolute Power, and thy good Name 
Live with Authority; fo foon we fhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild, 
Who like a Boar too favage, doth root up 
His Counatry’s Peace. 
2 Sen. And fhakes his threatning Sword 
Againft the Walls of Arhexs. 
1 Sen. Therefore, Timon 
Tim. Well Sir, I will; therefore I will Sir, thus... 
If Alcibiades kilimy Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not. But if he fack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged Men.by th’ Beards, 
Giving our Ho!y Virgins to the ftain 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d War; 
Then Ict him know, and tell him Timon {peaks it, 
In pity of our Aged, and our Youth, 
I cannot chufe bur tell:him that I care nor, 
And let him take’t at worft; for their Kaives care not, 
While you have Throats to anfwer. For my {elf, 
There’s not a whittle in th’ unruly Camp, 
But I do prize it at my Love, before 
The reverend’{t Throat in Arhens. Sol leave you 
To the Protection of the profperous Gods, 
As Thieves to Keepers. 
Flav. Stay not, all’san vain. 
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Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be feen to Morrow. My long ficknefs 
Of Health and Living, now begins to mend, 
And rothing brings me all things... Go, live ftill, 
Be dlcibiades your Plague; you his; 
And lat fo long enough, 
1 Sen. We {peak in vain. 
Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wrack, 
As common Brute doth put it. 
1 Sen, That's well fpoke. 
Tim, Commend me to my loving Countrymen, 
1 Sen, Thefe Words become your Lips, as they pafs thro’ 
them. 
2 Sen, And enter into our Ears like great Triumphers 
In their applauding Gates, 
Tim. Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to eafe them of their Griefs, 
Their fears of Hoftile Strokes, their Arches, Loffes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throws 
That Nature’s fragile Veffel doth fuftain 
In Life’s uncertain Voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades Wrath. 
2 Sea, | like this well, he will return again, 
Tim. I have a Tree which grows here in my Clofe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And fhortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
, From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe 
To ftop AffliGion, let him take his hafte; : 
Come hither e’er my Tree hath felt the Ax, 
And hang himfelf. I pray you do my greeting, 
Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill thal} 
Find him. | 
Tim, Come not to me again, but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his Everlafting Manfion 
Upon the beached Verge of the fale Flood, 
Which once a Day with his emboffed Froth 
The turbulent Surge fhall cover; thither come, 
And let my Grave-ftone be your Oracle: 
L 3 Lips, 
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Lips, let four words go by, and Language end: 
What is amifs, Plague and Infection mend. 
Graves only be Mens Works, and Death their Gain, 
Sun, hide thy Beams, Zsmon hath done his Reign. 
| Exit Timon. 
1 Sen. His Difcontents. are unremoveably. coupled to 
Nature. 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead; let us return, 
And ftrain what other means is left unto us 
In our dead peril. 
1 Sen. It requires fwift foot. | Exeunt, 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meffenger. 
1 Sen. Thou haft painfully difcover'd; are his Files 
As full as they report? 
Mef. I have {poke the leaft. 
Befides, his Expedition promifes prefent approach. 
2 Sen, We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Timom 
Mef: 1 met a Courier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old Jove made a particular force, 
And made us {peak ke Friends. This Man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timen’s Cave, 
Wi h Letters of Intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowfhip ith’ caufe againft your Citys 
In part for his fake mov d. 
Enter the other Senators, 
1 Sex. Here come our Brothers. 
3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drvm ts heard, and fearful feourng 
Doth choak the Air with Duft : Is, and prepare, 
Ours is the Fali L fear, our Foes the Snare. [ Exewnt. 
Enter a Soldier in the Woods, feeking Timon. 
Sol. By all Detcription this fhould be the Place. 
Who's here? Speak ho. — No anfwer¢—— What is this¢— 
Timon is dead, who hath our-ftretche his Span, 
Some Beaft read this; there does not live a Man. 
Dead fuire, and this his Grave, what’s on this Tomb$ 
I cannot read; the Character I'll take with Wax; 
Our Captain hath in every Figure skill, 
An aged Interpreter, tho’ young in Days: 
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Before proud Athens he’s fet down by this, | 7 
Whofe Fall the mark of his Ambitition is. [ Exit. 


SCENE Il. The Walls of Athens. 


Trumpets found, Enter Alcibiades with his Powers. 


Alc. Sound to this coward and lafcivious Town, 
Our terrible approach. 

[ Sound a Parley. The Senators appear upon the Walls. 
°Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all licentious Meafure, making your Wills 
The {cope of Juftice. °Till now my felf, and fuch 
As flept within the thadow of your Power, 

Have wander’d with our traverf{t Arms, and breatli’d 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flath, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries, of it felf, no more: Now breathlefs wrong, 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of eafe, 
And purfy Infolence fhall break his Wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young ; 
When thy firft Griefs were but a meer Conceit, 
EB’er thou hadft Power, or we had caufe to fear, 
We fent to thee, to give thy Rages Balm, 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen, So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our City’s Love 
By humble Meffage, and by promis’d Means: 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of War. 

1 Sen. Thefe Walls of ours 
Were not erected by their Hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your Grief:, Nor are they fuch 
That thefe great Towers, Trophies, and Schools fhould fall 
For private Faults in them. 

2 Sen, Nor are they living | 
Who were the Motives that you firft went our, 
Shame, that they. wanted Cunning in excefs, 
Hath broke their Hearts) March, Noble Lord, 
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Into our City with thy Banners fpread, 
By Decimation and a tithed Death; 
If thy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loaths, take thou the deftin’d tenth, 
And by the hazard of the {potted die, 
Let die the fporced. 

1 Sen. All have not offended: 
For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take, 
On thefe that are, Revenge: Crimes, like Lands, 
Are not inherited. Then dear Countryman, 
Bring in thy Ranks, but leave without thy Rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and tho/e Kin 
With thofe that have offended, likea Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’ Infected forth, 
Bur kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt, 
Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy Smile, 
Then hew to't with thy Sword, 

1 Sen. Set but thy Foot 
Againft our rampir’d Gates, and they fhall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle Heart before, 
To fay thou'le enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy Glove, 
Or any token of thine Honour elfe, 
That thou wilt ufe the Wars as thy Redrefs, 
And not as our Confufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Town, ‘till we 
Have feal’d thy full defire. 

Alc, Then there’s my Glove, 
Defcend, and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thofe Enemies of Timox’s, and mine own, 
Whom you your felves thall fet out for Reproof, 
Fail and no more; and to atone your Fears 
With my more noble Meaning, not a Man 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the Stream 
Of regular Juftice in your City’s bounds, 
But fhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
At heavieft anfwer. 

Both. ’Tis moft.robly {poken. 

Alc, Defcend, and keep your Words, 


Enter 


Timon of Athens, 2225 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. My noble General, Timon is dead, 
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’th’ Sea, 
And on his Graveftone, this Infculprure, which 


With Wax I brought away; whofe foft Impreffion 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance, 


[ Alcibiades reads rhe Epitaph. 
Flere lyes a wretched Coar{e, of sretched Soul bereft, 
Seek not my Name: A Plague confume you Caitiffs left. 
Flere lye 1 Timon, who all living Men did hate, 
Pafs by, and curje thy fill, but fray not here thy Gates 


Thefe well exprefs in thce thy latter Spirits: 

Tho’ thou abhorred’ft in us our human Griefs, 

Scorn’dit our Brains flow, and thofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low Grave; on Faults forgiven. Dead 

Is Noble Timox, of whofe Memory 

Hereafter more. Bring me into your City, 

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword ; 

Make War breed Peace; make Peace ftint War, make each 
Prefcribe to other, as each other’s Leach. 

Let our Drums ftrike. [ Exewnt. 
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Dramatis Perfonz. 


Ulius Cexfar. 
Oftavius Cexfar. 
M, Antony. 


Brutus, 

Caffius, 

Caska, 

Trebonius, 

Ligarius, Confpirators againft Julius 
Decius Brutus, Ceefar. 

Metellus Cimber, 

Cinna, 

Flavius, | 

Murellus, 

Artimedorus, 2 Soeth-/ayer. 

Sead f Friends to Brutus and Cafitus. 
Cinna, the Poet. 

Lucius, Servant to Brutus. 


Calphurnia, Wife to Cefar. 
Portia, fe to Brutus. 


Picheians, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE for the three fff As and be- 
ginning of the Fourth im Rome, for the 
yemainder of the Fourth near Sardis, for 


the Fifth in the Fields of Philippi. 
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FULIUS CAESAR. 


ACT I’ SCENE? 
S © -E.WN» Bs Rome: 





Enter Flavius, Murellus; and certain Commoners 
ever the Stage. 


FL Ail Us. 
seal NCE; Home you idle 
meee! ett. hore; 

Is this a Holy-day? What, know you not, 
Being Mechanical, you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring Dey, withour the Sign 
Of yourProfeflion? Speak, w hatTradeart thou? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Adur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparel on 2 
You Sir, what Trade are you? 

Cob. Truly Sir, in refpect of a fine Workman, I am but 
as you would fay, a Cobler. 
Mar, But what Trade art thou? anfwer me dire@ly, 

Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a {afe 
Confcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad Soals. 

Flav. W hat Trade, thou Knave? thou baughty Knave, whee 
Trade ? 

Cob. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me; yet 
if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. : 

“dur. What mean’{t thou by that? Mend me, 
fawcy Fellow 2 

Cob. Why, Sir, Cobble you: 

Flav. Thou art a Cobler, art thou? 


Creatures, get you 
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Miius Cxefar, 


Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by, isthe Awl: I med- 
dle with no Tradefman’s Matters, nor Woman's Matters; 
but withal, [ am indeed, Sir, a Surgeon to old Shooes; 
when they are in great Danger, I recover them. As pro- 
per Men-as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone upon 
my handy-work, 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to Day ¢ 
Why doft thou lead thefe Men about the Streets? 

Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
felf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to fee Cefar; and to rejoyce in his Trivmph. . 

Mur. Wherefore rejoyce? What Conqueft brings 

(he home? 










2230, 




















What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

Lo grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels? 

You Blocks, you Stones, you worfe than fenfelefs Things! 

O you hard Hearts! You cruel Men of Rome! 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft? 

Have you climb’d up to Walls and Battlements, 

To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney tops, 

Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 

The live-lang Day with patient Expectation, 

Vo fee great Pompey pals the Streets of Rome? 

And when you faw his Chariot but appear, 

Have you riot.made an Univerfal Shout, 

Phat Tyber trembled underneath his Banks 

Yo hear the Replication of your Sounds, 

Made in his Concave Shores? 

And do you now put on your beft Attire? 

And do you now cull our an Holy-day ? 

And do you now itrew Flowers in his way, 

That comes in Triumph over Pompey's Blood? 

Be gone 

Kun to your Houfes, fall upon your Knees, 

Pray to the Gods, to intermit the Plague, 

‘That needs muft light on this. Ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this Fault 

Affemble all the poor Men of your fort; 

Draw them to 7yber Bank, and weep’your Tears 

Into the Channel, ’till the loweft Stream 

Do kifs the moft exalted Shores of all, { Exeant Commoners. 
aa See 
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Julius Ceefar. 2234 


See where their bafeft Mettle be not mov’d, 

They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their Guiltinefs, 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 

This way will I; Difrobe the Images, | 

If you do find them deck’d with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do fo?¢ 

You know it is the Feaft of Lupercal, 
Flav. It is no matter, Jet no Images 

Be hung with Ce/ar’s Trophies; I'l about, ' 

And drive away the Vulgar from the Streets; 

So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 

Thefe growing Feathers pluckt from Cz/ar’s Wing, 

Will. make him fly an ordinary Pitch, 

Who elfe would foar above the view of Men, 

And keep us al] in fervile Fearfulnefs. { Exeunt. 


Enter Cefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caffius, Caska, « Soothfayer 5 
after them Murellus avd Flavius. 

Caf, Calphurnia, 

Cask. Peace ho, Cefar {peaks. 

Ce/. Calphurnia. 

Calp. Here, my Lord. 

Ce/. Stand you dire@ly in Auntonio’s way, 

When he doth run his Courfeo——~_ Antonio. 
Ant. Cafar, my Lord. 

Ca/. Forget not in your fpeed, Antonio, 

To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders fay, 

The Barren touched in this holy Chafe, 

Shake off their fteril Coufe, 

Ant. I fhall remember. 
When Ce/ar fays, Do this; it is perform'd, 
Ce/. Sct on, and leave no Ceremony out, 
Sooth. Ce/far. 
Caf. Ha! Who calls? 
Cask. Bidjevery Noife be ftill; Peace yet again, 
Ce; Whois it in the Prefs that calls on me? 
I hear a Tongue, thriller than all the Mufick, 
Cry, Cefar : Speak ; Ce/ar is turn’d to hear, 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March, 
Ce, What Man is that? 
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eflius Ceiar. 


2232 ' 
Bra. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March. 
Cef. Set him before me, let me fee his Face. 

Caf. Fellow,.come from the Throng, look upon Cefar, 

Cef; What fay’ft thou to me now? Speak once again. 

Sooth, Beware the Ides of Adarch. 

Cef: He is a Dreamer, Ict us leave him; Pafs. 

[Exeant. Afanent Brutus and Cafhus. 

Caf. Will you go fee the order of the Courfe? 

Bra. Not |. 

Caf. I pray you do. 

Bra. I am not Gamefom; Ido lack fome part 
Of that quick Spirie that is in Axtony: 

Let me not hinder, Cafias, your Defires; 

Pll leave you. 

Caf: Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late ; 

I have not from your Eyes that Gentlenefs 

And thew of Love, as I was wont to have; 

You bear too ftubborn, and too ftrange a Hand 

Over your Friends, that love you. 

Bru. Caffius, 

Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look, 

I turn the Trouble of my Countenance 

Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am 

Of late, with Paflions cf fome Difference, 

Conceptions only preper to my felf, 

Which give fome Soi', perhaps, to my Behaviour : 

But let not therefore my good Frieads be griev’d, 

Among which Number Cajias be you one, 

Nor conftrue any further my Negle@, 

Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at War, 

Forgets the fhews of Love to other Men. 

Caf. Then Brutus, I have much miftook your Paffion, 
By Means whereof, this Breaft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great Value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good Brutus, can you fee your Face? 

Bru. No, Caffius; for the Eye fees not ic felf, 
But by Reflections by fome other things. 

Caf. *Tis juft, 

And it is very much lamented, Brarus, 

Thst you have no fuch mirrors, as wall turn 

Your hidden worthinefs into your Bye, | 








That 


Juhus Cefar, 2.2.3 


That you might fee your Shadow. I have heard 
Where many of the beft Refpe& in Rome, 
Except immortal Ce/ar, {peaking of Brutus, 

And groaning underneath this Age’s Yoak, 

Have wifh’d that noble Brutus had his Eyes. 

Bru. Into what Dangcrs would you lead me, Caffins? 
That you would have me feek into my felf, 

For that which is not in me? 

Caf. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear; 
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf 
So well as by RefleStion; I, your Glafs, 

Will modeftly difcover to your felf 
That of your felf, which yet you know not of, 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus; 
Were I a common Laughter, or did ufe 
To ftale with ordinary Oaths my Love 
To every new Proteftor ; if you know 
That I do fawn on Mea, and hug them hard, 
And after feandal them; or if you know, 
That [ profefs my felf io Banqueting 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. 
| Flouri [b And Shout. 

Bru. What means this Shouting 2 I do fear, the People 
Chufe Cefar for their King. 

Caf. Ay, do you fear it? 

Then muft [think you would not have it fo, 

Bra, 1 would nor, Cafias, yet I love him wells 
But wherefore do you hold me here {> long? 
What is it, that you would impart to me¢ 
if it be oughe toward the general Good, 

Set Honour in one Eye, and Death ith’ other, 
And I will Jook on both indifferently: 
For let the Gods fo faecd me, as 1 love 
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
Caf: I know that Virtue to be in you, Bratus, 
As well as I. do krow your outward Favour; 
Well, Honour is the {ubjed of my Stery; 
I cannorc tell, what you and other Men 
Think of this Life; but for my fingle fslf, 
I hod as lief not be, as live to be 
Vou, Vs | M Ta 













































2234 Fefus Ceefar. 


In awe of fuch a Thing as 1 my felf. 
I was bora free as Cefar, fo were you, 
ti We both have fed as well, and we can both 
ah Endure the Winters cold, as well as he. 
| For once, upon a raw and eufty Day, 
The troubled 7 yer curating with his Shores, 
Cefar fays to me, Dar'ft thou Caffas now | 
Leap in with me isto this arery Flood, 
And {wim to yonder Points Upon the word, 

Accoutred as [ was, 1 plunged in, 

And bad him follow; fo indéed he did. 

The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 

With Lufty Sinews, throwing it afide, 

And ftemming it with Hearts of Controverfie. 

But e’er we could we arrive the Point propos’d, 

Cafar cry’d, Help me Caffias, or I fink. 

I, as e4neas, our great Anccftor, 

Did from the-Flames of Troy, upon his Shoulder 

The old dnchifes bear, fo, from the Waves of Tyber 

Did | the tired Czfar: And this Man 

Is now become a God, and Caffins is 

A wretched Creature, and muit bend his Body, 

If Cefar carelefly but nod on him. 

He had a Feaver when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did fhake: ’Tistrue, this God did fhake, 

His coward Lips did from their Colour fly, 

And that fame Eye, whcfe bend doth awe th. World, 

Did lofe his Luftre; I did hear him Eran $ 

Ay, and that Tongue of his that bad the Romans 

Mark him, and write his Speeches mm their Books, 

Alas! it cry’d——Give me fome drink, Tirinius—— 

Asa fick Girl, Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A Man cf fucha feeble Temper fhould 

So get the Stare of the majcftick World, 

And bear the Palm alone. [ Shout. Flonrifh. 

Bru. Another general Shout 2 
I do believe, chat thefe Applaufes are 
For fome new Honours that are heap’d on Ce/ar. 


Caf. Why Man, he doth beftride the natraw World 
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Julius Czar, 2234 


Like a Coloff*s, and we petty Men 

Walk under his huge Legs,. and peep about 

To find our felves difhonourable Graves. 

Men at fome times are Mafters of their Fates : 

The Faule, dear Brutus, isnot in our Stars, 

But in our felves, that we are Underlings. 

Brutus and Cefar, What fhould be in that Ca/ar? 
Why fhould that name be founded more than yours? 
Write them together; yours is as fair a Name; 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well, 
Weigh them, ir is as heavy; Coajure with ’em, 
Brutus will {tart a Spirit as foon as Ca/ar. 

Now in the Names of all the Gods at once, 

Upon what Meat doth this our Ca/ar feed, 

That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art tham’d; 
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one Man? 
When could they fay, ’till now, that talk’d of Xomes 
That her wide Walls incompaft but one Man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Reom enough 

When there is in it but one only Man. 

O! you and I have heard our Fathers fay, 

There was a Brurus once, that would have brook’d 
Th’eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 

As eafily asa King. 

Bru. That you do love me, I.am nothing jealous ; 
What would you work me to, I have fome aim 5 
How I have thought of this, and.of thefe times 
I thal recount hereafter: For this prefent, 

I would vot fo (with Love I might intreat you) 
Be any further mov'd, What you have fad, 
I will confider; what you have to fay, 
I will -with Patience hear, and finda time 
But meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high Things. 
°Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this; 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
Then to repute himfelf 2 Son of Rome 
Under fuch hard Conditions, as this Time 
Is like to lay upon. us. 
M 2 Caf, 


































































































2236 Yerfus Cefar. 


Caf. 1 am glad that my weak Words 
Mave ftruck but thus much thew of Fire from Bratas. 


Ener Celar and his Traiz, 


Bra. The Games are done, and Cefar is returning. 

Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Caska by the Sleeve, 
And he will, after his fowre Fafhion, tel! you 
What hath proceeded worthy Note to day. 

Bru. 1 will do fo: But look you, Coffins, 

The angry {pot doth blow on Cé/ar's Brow, 
And all the reft look like a chidden Train; 
Calphurnia’s Cheek is pale, and Cicero 

Looks with fuch Ferret, and fueh fiery Eyes 
As we have feen him in the Capitol, 

Being cioft in Conference with tome Senators. 

Caf. Caska will tell us what the Matter is. 

Caf.- Antonio. 

Ant. Cafar. 

Czf- Let me have Men about me that are Fat, 
Sleek-headed Men, and fuch as fleep a-Nights: 
Yond Caffius basa lean and hungry Look, 

He thinks too much; fuch Men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous, 
Fie is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Caf. Would he were fatter; but I fear him not: 
Yet if my Name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the Man I fhould avoid, 

So foon as that {pare Cafius. He reads much, 
Heats a great Obferver, and he looks 

Quite through the Deeds of Men. He loves no Plays, 
As thou doft, Antovy; he hears no Mufick: 
Seldom he fmiles, and {miles in fuch a fort 

As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d’ his Spirit 
That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing. 

Such Men as he be never at Hearts eafe, 

Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what isto be fear’d, 

Than what | fear; for always I am Ce/ar. 

Come 
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Julius Czfar. 223 


Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what chou think’{t of him. 
| Exeunt Calar and his Train. 

Cask, You pull’d me by the Cloak, would you fpeak with 
me ¢ 

Bru. Ay Caska, tell us what hath chane’d to Day, 
That Cefar looks fo fad. 

Cask, Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. 1 thould not then ask Caska what had chane’d. 

Cask. Why, there was a Crown offer’d him; and being 
offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his Hand, thus, 
and then the People fel! a Shouting. 

Bru. What wasthe fecond Noife for ? 

Cask. Why, for that too, 

Caf. They fhouted thrice; what was the laft Cry for 2 

Cask. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the Crown offer’d him thrice 2 

Cask. Ay matry was’t, and he put it by thrice, every time 
gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine honeft 
Neighbours fhouted. 

Caf. Who offer’d him the Crown ? 

Cask, Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caska. 

Cask. 1 can as well be hang’d as tell the manner of it : 
It was meer Foolery, I did not mark it, I faw JAZark 
Antony offer him a Crown, yet ‘twas not a Crown neither, 
‘twas one of thefe Coronets,; and, as I to!d you, he put it 
by ence; but for all that, to my thinking, he wou'd fain 
have had it. Then he offered tt to him again; thcn he 
put i¢ by again; but, to my thinking, he was very loth to 
lay his Fingers off it. And then he offered it the third 
time; he put it the third time by; and fti'l as he refus'd 
-it, the Rabslement houted, and clapp’d their chopt Hands; 
and threw up their fweary Night-caps, and utrered fuch.a 
deal of ftinking Breath, becaufe Czar refus’d the Crowr, 
that it had almoft choaked Cafar; for he {wooned, and fell 
down at ic: And for mine own parr, I durft not laugh, 
for fear of opening my Lips, and receiving the bad Air. 

Caf. But fofc I pray yous; what, did Ca/far {woon? 
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2238 Mius Celfar. 


Cask. He fell down in the Market-place, and foam’d at 
Mouth, and was fpeechlefs. 

Bru, ° iis very like, he bath the Falling:Sicknefs. 

Cafe No, Cafar hath it nots but you, and I, 

And honeft Casha; we have the Falling-Sicknefs. 

Cask, J know not what you mean by that ; but I am fure 
Ca/ar fell down; if the tag-rag_ People did not clap him, 
and hifs him, according as he pleas'd, and difpleas’d them; 
as they ufe to do the Players inthe Theatre, | am no true 

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf 2 

Cask. Marry, before he fell down, + hen he percciv’d the 
common Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown, he plucke 
me ope his Doublet, and offcr’d them his Throat to cut; 
and I had been a Man of acy Occupation, if T would net 
have taken him at a word, { would I might go to Hell 
among the Rogues; and fo he fell. When he came to him- 
felf again, be faid, If he had done, or faid any thing amifs, 
he acfird their Worthips to think it was his Infrmity. 
Three or four Wenches where I ftood, cryed, Alis, good 
Soul and forgave him with all their Hearts: But 
there’s no heed to be taken of them 5 if Ce/ar had fabb'd 
their Mothers, they would have done no lels. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away. 

Cask. Ay. 

Caf. Did Geero fay any thing? 

Cask. Ay, he {poke Greck. 

Caf. To what effe2? 

Cask, Nay, aod f tell you that, I'll ne’er look you i'th’ 
Face again, But thofé that underftood him, fmil’d at one 
another, and fhook their Heads; but for mine own part It 
was Greek tome. I could tell you more News too: A/n- 
rellus 20d Flavius, for pulling Scarffs off Ce/ar's Images, are 
put to Silence. Pare you well. There was more Foolery 
yet, 1f I could remember ir. 

Caf? Will you fup with me to Night, Casha? 

Cask. No, 1 am promis’d forth. 

Caf. Will you dine with me to Morrow? 

Cask. Ay, if I be alive, and your Mind hold, and your 
Dinner be worth the eating. 

Caf- Good, I will expeét you. 





Cask. 
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Cask. Do fo: Farewel both. | Exit. 
Bra. What a blunt Fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick Mettle, when he went to School. 
Caf. So is he now, in Execution 
Of avy bold or robdle Enterprize, 
However he puts on this taray Form: 
This Rudenefs is a Sawce to his good Wir, 
Which gives Men ftomach to digeft his Words 
With better Apperstes. 
Bru. Aad fo itis: For this time I will leave you. 
To morrow, if you pleafeto fpeak with mes 
I wil come home toryous or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caf. I will do fo: *all then, think of the World, 
[ Exie Brutus. 
Weil Brutus, thou art Noble: Yet I fee 
Thy bonourable Mettle may be wrought 
From that it is difpos’d, therefore tis mect 
That noble Minds keep ever wth thetr likes: 
For who f> firm, that cannot be feduc’d? 
Cafar doth bear me hard, but he loves Braras. 
If were Brutus now, and he were Coffins, 
He fhould not humour me. 1 will this Night, 
In feveral Hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they came from feveral Citizens, 
Writings, ell tending to the great Opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name: Wherein obfcurely 
Cefar’s ambition fhalh be glanced at. 
And sfeer this, Jet Cefar feat him ture, 

For we will thake him, of worfe days endure, | Exit. 
Thunder and Lightning. Eater Caska with bis Sword drawn, 
and Cicero. 

Gic. Good Even, Caska; brought you Gefar home? 
Why are you breathlefs, and why flare you fo¢ 

Cask, Are not you mov’d, when all the fway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero! 
I have fecn Tempefts, when the fcolding Winds 
Have riv’d the knotty Oaks, and Iv have fren 
Th? ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
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But never ‘till to Night, never ’till now, 
Did I go through a Tempeft dropping Fire. 
Either there is a Civil Strife in Heav’n, 
Or elfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend D.ftru@ion. 
Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful 2 
Cask, A common Slave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his left Hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty Torches join’d; and yet his Hand, 
Not fenfible of Fire, remain’d unfcorch’d. 
Befides, I ha’ not fince put up my Sword, 
Againft the Capitol I met a Lion, 
Who gliz'd upen me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaflly Women, 
Transformed with their fear, who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the Streets, 
And yeflerday, the Bird of Night did fir, 
Even at Noon-day, upon the Market place, 
Houting and fhriexing. When thefe Prodigies 
Do fo conjointly meet, Jer nor Men fay, 
Thele are their Reafons, they are Natural: 
For I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the Climare, that they point upon. 
Cic. Indecd, it is a ftrange difpofed time: 
But Men may corttrue things after their Fafhion, 
Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves. 
Comes Cefar to the Capitol to morrow? 
Cask, He doth: For he did bid Aytonio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow, 
Cit. Good Night then, Caska; this difturbed Sky 
Ts not to walk in. 
Cask, Farewel, Cicero, | Exit Cicero, 
Ener Caffius, 
Caf. Who’s there? 
Cask. A Roman. 
Caf. Cuska, by your Voice. 
Cask. Your Ear is good, Caffizs, what Night is this? 
Caf. A very pleafing Night to*honcit Men. 
Cask, Who ever knew the Heav’ns menace {> 2 


Caf. 
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Caf. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of Faults, 
For my part I have walk’d about the Streets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night; 

And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee, 

Have bar’d my Bofom tothe Thunder-ftone: 
And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open 
The Bresft of Heav’n, I did prefent my felf, 
Even in the aim and very flafh of it. 

Cask. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Heav'ns? 
Ic is the parc of Men to fear and tremble, 

When the moft mighty Gods, by tokens, fend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to altonith us. 

Caf; You are dull, Caska ; and thofe fparks of Life 
That fhould be in a Roman, you do want, 

Or elfe you ufe not; You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and cait your felf in wonder, 
To fee the range impatience of the Heav’ns: 

But if you would confider the true Caufe, 

Why all thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beafts, from quality and kind, 
Why old Men, Fools, and Children calculate; 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
Toeir Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, 

To monflrous quality; why, you fhall find, 

That Heav’n hath infus’d: them with thele Spaits, 
To make them inftruments of fear and warning, 
Unto fome monftrous Strate. 

Now could I, Caska,gname to thee a Man, 

Mott like this dreadful Night, 

That Thunders, Lighters, opens Graves, atid roars, 
As doth the Lion in the Capitol ; 

A Man no mightier than thy felf, or me, 

In perfonal AGtion; yet prodigious grown, 

And fearful, as thefe ftrange Eruptions are. 

Cask, ’Yis Cefar that you mea; is it nor, Caffias? 

Caf. Let it be who it is: For Romans now 
Have Thewes and Limbs like to their Anceftors ; 
But woe the while, our Fathers Minds are dead, 
And we are govern’d with our Mothers Spirits, 
Our Yoke and Sufferance fhew us womanifh, » 

: Cask, 
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Cask. Indeed, they, the Senators, to morrow, 
Mean to eftablith Cefar as a King: 

And he fhal] wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every Place, fave here in Jraly. 

Caf: i know where I will wear this Dagger then; 
Caffius from Bondage will deliver Caffius. 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong ; 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat : 
Nor {tony Jower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs, 
Nor airlefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit: 
But Life, being weary of thefe worldly Bars, 
Never lacks Power to difmifs jt ff. 
If I know this, know all the World befides, 
That part of Tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can fhake off at pleafure. 

Cask, So cant: 
So every Bondman in his own Hand bears 
The power to cancel his Captivity. 

Caf. And why fhould Ce/ar be a Tyrant then? 

Poor Man, I know he would not be a Wolf, 

But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep; 

He were no Lion, were not Romans Hinds. 
Thofe that wich hafte will make a mighty Fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What trafh is Rome? 
What Rubbith, and what Offal? when it ferves 
For the bafz Mutter, to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Cefar. But, oh Grief! 
Where haft thou led me? I, perhaps, fpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman: Then I know 

My anfwer muft be made. But I am arm’d, 
And Dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask, You {peak to Caska, and to fuch a Man, 
That is no flearing Tell-talee Hold, my Hand: 
Be faGious for nedrefs of all thefe Griefs, 

And I will fer this Foot of mine: as far, 
As who goes fartheft. 

Caf. There’s a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, | have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Remans, 
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To under-go, with me, an Enterprize, 

Of honourable dangerous Confequence; 

And I do know, by chis they ftay for me 

In Pompey’s Porch; for now this fearful Night, 
There 1s no ftir, or walking in the Streets, 

And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Feav’rous, like the work we have in hand, 
Moft bloody, fiery, and molt terrible, 


Enter Cinna. 


Cask. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hatte. 
Caf. ’Tis Ciawa, 1 do know him by his Gate, 
He is aFriend. Cinna, where hafte you fo? 
Cin. To find out you: Who’s that, d4Zetellus Cimber ? 
Caf. No, it is Caska, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Guna? 
Cin, Tamglad on’t. Whata fearful Night is this 2 
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange Sights. 
Caf. Am I not ftaid for? tell me. 
Cin. Yes, you are. 
O Cajizs! If you could but win the noble Bratus 
To our Party: 
Caf. Be you content. Good Gana take rhis Paper. 
And look you lay it in the Prators Chair, 
Whe:e Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his Window; fet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue: All this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius there2 
Gin. All, but Adetellus Cimber, and he's gone 
To feek you at your Houfe. Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 
Caf: That done, repair to Pompey’s Theater. 
[ Exit Cinna. 
Come Caska, you and I will, yet, e’er Day, 
See Brutus at his Houfe; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the Man entire, 
Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours, 





Cask. 
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Cask. O, he fits high in all the Peoples Hearts: 
And that which would appear Offence in us; 
His Countenance, like richcft Alchymy, 
Will change to Virtue, and to Worthinefs. 
Caf: Him, and his Worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited; Ict us go, 
For it is after Mid-night, and e’er Day, 
We will awake him, and be fure of him. | Exeunt. 


A. ho hdl, Sakae ds hi 
S CEN E 4. Garden. 


Exzter Brutus. 


HAT Lucius! ho! 
I cannot, by the progrefs of the Stars, 
Give guefs how near to Day Lucius, I fay! 
I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. 
When, Lucius, when? awake, I fay! what, Lucius! 
Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d you, my Lord? 

Bre. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lac. 1 will, my Lord. [ Exit. 

Bra, It muft be by his Death: And for m¥y part, 
1 kaow no perfonal Caufe to {pura at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown’d 
Flow that might change his Nature, there’s the Quettion. 
Ire is the bright Day that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking’: Crown him——that—— 
And thea [ grant we put a Sting. in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with, 
Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is; when it disjoins 
Remorfe from Power: And to {peak truth of Ce/ar, 
F have not known, when his AffeGions fway'd, 
More than his Reafon,.: But ’tis a common Proof, 
That Lowline{s is young Ambition’s Ladder, 
Whercto the Climber upward turns his Face ; 
But when he once attains the upmoft Round, 
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He then unto the Ladder turns his Back, 
Looks in the Clouds, {corning the bafe Degrees 
By which he did afcend: So Cefar may: 
Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the Quarrel 
Wili bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Fafhion it thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to thefe, and thefe Extremities : 
And therefore think him as a Serpent’s Egg, 
Which hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous, 
Acd kill him in the Shell. 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus feal’d up, and I am fure, 
It did not lye there, when I went to Bed. 
| Gives him the Leiter. 
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not Day: 
Is not to Morrow, Boy, the firft of Atarch? 
Luc. I know noe, Sir. 
Bra. Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I wit, Sir. | Exit. 
Bru. The Exhalations, whizzing in the Air, 
Give fo much light; that i may read by them. 
. | Opens the Letter, and reads 
Brutus, thoz peep ft; awake, and fee thy [elf : 
Shall Rome,———/peak, ftrike, redre/s. 
Brutus, thow fleep ft: Awake. 
Such Inftigations have been often dropt, 
Where I have took them up: 
Shall Rome Thus mult I ptece it out, 
Shall Rome ftand under one Man’s awe? What, Rome? 
My Anceftors did from the Streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King. 
Speak, ftrike, redrefs Am I entreated 
To fpeak, and ftrike? O Rome, 1 make thee promife, 
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv it 
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Bruzus. 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Sir, March is wafted fifteen Days. [Knock ovithin, 
Bra. *Tis good. Goto the Gate, fome bedy knocks: 
Since Caffins firlt did whet me againft Ce/ar, 
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I have not flepr. 
Between the a@ting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firft motion, all the Interim is 
Like a Phantafm, or a hideous Dream: 
The Genius, and the mortal Inftruments, 
Are then in Council; and the ftate of Man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers then, 
The nature of an Infurre@tion. 
Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, ’tis your Brother Caffias at the Door, 
Who doth defire to fee you. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

Luc. No, Sir, there are more with him. 

Brz. Do you know them? 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck’d about their Ears, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 
That by no means 1 may difcover them, 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter. | Exit Lucius. 
They are the Fa@ion. . O Confpiracy! 
Sham’{t thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moft free? O then, by Day 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 
To mask thy monftrous Vifage? Seek none, Confpiracy, 
Hide it in Smiles and Affability : 
For if thou path, thy native Semblance on, 
Not Erebus it felf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from Prevention. 

Enter Caflius, Cuska, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and 

Trebonius. 

Caf, 1 think we are too bold upon your Reft; 
Good Morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all Night: 
Know I thefe Men, that come along with you ? | Afide, 

Caf: Yes, every Man of them; and no Man here 
But honours you: And every one doth with, 
You bad but that Opinion of your felf, | 
Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonizs, 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Caf; This, Decius Brutus. 
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Bru. He is welcome too, 
Caf. This, Caska; this, Cinnas 
And this Adetellas Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful Cares do interpofe themfelves, 
Betwixe your Byes and Night? 
Caf: Shall Lintreat a word? | They whifper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaft: Doth not the Day break here? 
Cask, No. 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are Meffengers of Day. 
Cask You fhall confefs thar you are both deceiv’d: 
Here as I point my Swerd, the Sun arifes, 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful Seafon of the Year. 
Some two Months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his fire, sod the high Eait 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 
Bra. Give me your Hands all over, one by one. 
Caf. And let us {wear our Refolution. 
Bru. No, aot an Oath: If not the Face of Men, 
The Sufferance of our Souls, the Time’s abufe, 
if thefe be Motives weak, break off betimes, 
And ev’ry Man hence, to his idle Bed: 
So let high-fighted Tyranny range os 
Till each Man drop by Lorttery. But if thefe, 
As I am fure they do, bear Fire enough 
To kindle Cowards, and to fteel with Valour 
The melting Spirits of Women; then, Countrymen, 
What need we any {pur, but our own Caufe 
To prick us to redrefs?: What other Bond, 
Than fecret Romans, that have {poke the word, 
And will not palter? And what other Oath, 
Than Honefty to Honeity engag’d, 
That this thall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Priefts, and Cowards, and Men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Souls 
That welcome wrongs: Unto bad Caufes, fwear 
Such Creatures as Men doubt; but do not ftain 
The even Virtue of our Enterprize, — 
Ner th’infuppreflive Mettle of our Spirits, 


To 
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To think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance, 
Did need an Oath. When every drop of Blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty of a feveral Baltercy, 

If he doth break the fmallcft Particle 

Of any Promife, that hath paft from him. 

Caf. But what of Cicero? Shall we found him? 
I think he will ftand very ftrong with us, 

Cask. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. © let us have him, for his:Silver Hairs 
Will purchafe us a good Opinion, 

And buy Mens Voices, to commend our Deeds : 
It hall be faid,. his Judgment rul’d our Hands 5 
Our Youths, and Wildnefs, fhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his Gravity. 

Bru... O name himnot; let us not break withhim, 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other Men begin. 

Caf. Then leave him out. 

Cask, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no Manelfe be touch’d, but only Cafar? 

Caf. Decias, well urg’d; I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, fo well belov’d of Cefar, 

Should out-live Ce/ar: we thall find of him 

A fhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far, 

As to annoy us all; which to preven’, 

Let Antony and Cafar fall together. 

Bru, Our Courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Ca/fins, 
To cut the Headoff, and then hack the Limbs; 
Like wrath in Death, and Envy afterwards: 

For Antony is but a Limb of Ce/ar. 

Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, Caffius : 
We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Ce/ar, 
And in the Spirit of Men, there is no Blood : 
O that we then could come by Ce/ar’s Spirits, 
And not difmember Ce/ar! but, alas! 

Cefar muft bleed for it. And, gentle Friends, 
Let’s kill him boidly, but not wrathfully ; 
Tet’s carve him, as a Difh fit for the God, 
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Not hew him as a Carkafs fit for Hounds; 
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Matters do, 
Stir up their Servants to an a& of Rage, 
And after feem to chide them. This thall make 
Our purpofe neceflary, and not envious: 
Which fo appearing to the common Eyes, 
We fhall be call’d Purgers, nor Murderers, 
And for AZark, Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do more than Cezfar's Arm, 
When Ca/ar’s Head is off. 
Caf: Yet { fear him; 
For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Ce/ar-———— 
Bru. Alas, good Caffizs, do not think of him: 
If he love Ca/ar, all that he can do 
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Cefar. 
And that were much he fhould; for he is giv’n 
To Sports, and Wildnefs, and much Company. 
Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die, 
For he will live; and laugh at us hereafter. { Clock frikes, 
Bru. Peace, count the Clock. 
Caf: The Clock hath ftricken three. 
Zreb. ‘Tis time to part. 
Caf. But it is doubtful yer, 
Whether Ce/ar will come forth to Day, or no: 
For he is Superftitious grown of late, 
Quite from the main Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantafie, cf Dreams, and Ceremonies: 
Tt may be, thefe apparent Prodigies, 
The unaccuftom’d terror of this Night, 
And the perfuafion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to Day. 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be fo refolv’d, 
I can o’er-fway him; for he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray’d with Trees, 
And Bears with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lions with Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 
Bat when [ tell him, he haces Flatterers, 
He fays, he does; being then moft flattered. 
Let me work: 
For I can give his Humour the true bent5 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 
N 


Vor. V. Gal. 
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Caf. Nay, we-will all of us be there to fetch him, 

Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermolt é 

Gin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cefar hatred, 

Who rated bim for {peaking well of Pompey; 

I wonder none of you have thought of him, 
Bru. Now good Atettelias go along by bim: 
He loves me well ;. and 1 have giv’n him Realoas, 

Send him but hitner, and 11) fafhion him. 
Caf. The Morning comes upon’s; we'll leave yous Brutws, 
And Friends difperie your f{elves; butall remember, 
What you-have faid, and fhew your {elves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily, 
Let not our Looks put on our Purpofes, 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 
With untir’d Spirits, and formal Conftancy ; 
And fo good Morrow to’ yeu every one. | Exeunt, 

| Manet Brutus. 
Boy! Lucius! falt aflcep? Ic is no matter, 
Enjoy they Honey-heavy-dew of Slumber: 
Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantatlies, 
Which bufie Care draws in the Brains of Men; 
Therefore thou fleep’{t fo found. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my Lord! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rife you now? 
It is not for your Health thus to commit 
Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning. 

Per. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Bratuss 
Stole from my Bed: And yefternight at Supper 
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about, 

Mufing, and fighing, with your Arms a-crofs: 

And when I ask’d you what the matter was, 

You ftar’d upon me with ungentle Locks. 

I urg’d you further, then you fcratch’d your Head, 
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your Foot: 

Yet I infifted, yet you.anfwer'd not, 

But with an angry wafture.of your. Hand, 

Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did, 

Fearing to {trengthen. that Impatience, 

Which feem’d too much inkindled; and withal, 
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Hoping it was burt an effe@ of Humour, 
Which fometime hath his Hour with every Man, 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep; 
And could it work fo much upon your Shape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
[ fhould not know you, Bratas. Dear, my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of Grief, 
Bra. 1 am not well in Health, and that is ail. 
Por. Brutus is wife, and were he nor in Health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it 
Bru. Why fo Ido: Good Portia, go to Bed. 
Por. is Brutus fick? And is it Phylical 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the Humour 
Of the dark Morning? What, is Brutus fick? 
And will he fteai out of his wholfom Bed, 
To dare the vile Contagion of the Night? 
And tempt the Rheumy and unpurged Air, 
To add unto his Sicknefs? No, my Brutus, 
You have fome fick Offence within your Mind, 
Which, by the Right and Vertue of my place, 
Fought to know of: And upon my Knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, your felf, your -ha'f; 
Why you are heavy, and whit Men, to Night, 
Have had refort to you; forhere have been 
Some fix or féven, who did hide their Faces 
Even from daiknefs. 
Bru, Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
Por, I fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus, 
Within the Bond of Marriage, tell me, Bratas, 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets 
That appertain to you? AmI your felf, 
But as it were io fort, or Limitation ? 
To keep with you at Meals, Comfort your Bed, . 
And talk to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Saburbs 
Of your good Pleafure? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, vot bis Wife. 
Bru. You are my true and hosourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
See ee N 2 That 
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That vifit my fad Heart. 

Por. If this were true, then fhould I know this Sercet. 

I grant I am a Woman; bur withal, 

A Woman that Lord Brutus took to Wifes 

I grant I am a Woman, but withal, 

A Woman well reputed: Cato’s Daughter. 
Think you, I am no ftronger than my Sex; 
Being fo father’d, and fo husbanded ¢ 

Tell me your Counfels, I will not difclofe them: 
I have made ftrong proof of my Conftancy, 
Giving my felf a voluntary Wound 

Here, in the Thigh: Can { bear that with patience; 
And not my Fiusband’s Secrets? 

Bru. O ye Gods! Y 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. [ Knock. 
Wark, hark, one knocks: Portia, go in a while, 

And, by and by, thy Bofom {hall partake 

The Secrets of my. Heart. 

All my Engagements I will conftrue to thee, 

All the Charactery of my fad Brows: 

Leave me with hafte. [ Exit Postis 

Eater Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucias, who’s that knocks ? 
Luc, Here is a fick Man that would {peak with you. 
Bru. Cains Ligarins, that Adetellus {pake of. 

Boy, ftand afide. Cuaiws Ligarins! how ? 

Cai. Vouchfafe good Morrow from a feeble Tongue. 
Bru. O whata time have you chofe out, brave Cams, 
To wear a Kerchief? Would you were not. fick. 

Cai. I am not fick, if Braius have in hate 
Any Exploit worthy the name of Honour. 

Brx. Such an Exploit have Tin hand, Ligarias, 
Had you an healchful Ear to hear of it. 

Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 
I here difeard my Sicknefs. . Soul of Rome, 
Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, 

Thou like an Exorcift, haft conjur’d up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will ftrive with things impoflible, 

Yer get the betrer of them. What's to do? 


Bris: 
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Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick Men whole. 
Cai. But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ? 
Brz. That muft we alfo. What it ts, my Caius, 

I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 

To whom it muft be done. 
Cai. Set on your Foot, 

And with a Heart new fir'd, I follow you, 

To do I know not what: But it fufficeth 

That Brutus leads me on. | Thunder. 
Bru. Follow me then. | Exeunt. 


SCENE II.  Gefar’s Palace. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter Jul ius Cefar iz bis Night- 
Qn 
Gown, 


Caf. Nor Heav’n, nor Earth, have been at Peace to Night; 
Thrice hath Calpharnia in her Sleep cry’d out; 
Help, ho; they murder Cafar. Who’s within? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser.’ My Lord. 

Caf. Go, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their Opinions of Succefs. 

Ser. I will my Lord, [ Exit. 

Enter Caiphurota. 

Cal. What mean you, Cefar? Think you to wa'k forth ? 
You fhall not ftir out of your Houfe to Day. | 

Cef. Cafar fhall forth; the things that threatned me, 
Ne’er lookt but on my Back: When they (hall fee 
The Face of Ce/ar, they are vanifhed. 

Cal, Cefar, I never ftood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one with, 
Befides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch. 
A Lionefs hath whelped in the Streets, 
And Graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriors fight upon the Clouds, 
In Ranks and Squadrons, and right form of War, 
Which. drizzled Blood upon the Capitol: | 3 
The noife of Bactel hurried in the Air, 
Horfes did neigh, and dying Men did groan, 
And Ghofts did thriek and fqueal about the Streets. 

| N 3 ~ 
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O Cafar! thefe things are beyond all ufe, 
And I do fear them. 

Caf. What can be avoided, 
Whote end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods? 
Yet Cefar fhall go forth: For thefe Predictions 
Are to the World in general, as to Ce/ar. 

Cal. When Beggars die there are no Comets feen, 
The Heav’ns themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes, 

Caf. Cowards die many times before their Deaths, 
The Valtant never tafte of Death but once: 
Of all the Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It feems to me moft ftrange that Men fhould fear, 
Seeing that Death, a neceflary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 

Enter a Servant. 

What fay the Augurers? 

Ser. They would not have you to ftir forth to Day, 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 
They could not find a Heart within the Beaft. 

Caf. The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardife: 
Cefar fhould be a Beaft without a Heart, 
If he fhould ftay at home to Day for fear: 
No, Ca/far fhall not; Danger knows full well, 
That Ca/ar is more dangerous than he. 
We heard two Lions litter’d in ohe Day, 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Cafar thall go forth, 

Cal, Alas, my Lord, 
Your Wifdom is confum'd in Confidence: 
Do not go forth to Days call it my Fear, 
That keeps you in the Houfe, and not your own, 
We'll fend Mark Anthony to the Senate-houfe, 
And he will fay you are not well to Day: 
Let me, upon my Knee, prevail in this. 

Caf. Mark Antony fhail fay I am not well, 
And for thy Humour, I will ftay at home. 

Enter Decius, 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he hall tell them fo, 

Dec. Cafar, all hail! Good Morrow, worthy Ca/ar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe, 


Caf. 
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Ce/. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my Greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to Day : 
Cannot is falfe, and that I dare not, falfer; 
I will not come to Day; tell them fo, Decizs. 
Cal. Say he is fick. 
Caf: Shall Ce/ar fend a Licé 
Have I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arm fo far, 
To be afiaid to tell Grey-beards the Truth? 
Decius, go tell them Ce/ar will not come. 
Dec. Moft mighty Ce/ar, let me know fome Caufe, 
Left I be laught at when | tell them fo, 
Ca/. The Caufe is in my Will, IT wall oot come; 
That is enough to fatishie the Senate. 
But for your private Satisfaction, 
Becau’e I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my Wife, {tays me at home: 
She dreamt laft Night fhe faw my Statue, 
~ Which like a Fountain, with an hundred Spouts, 
Did run pure Blood; ard many lufty Romans 
Came {miling, and did bathe their Hands 1n irs 
And thefe does the apply, for Warnings and Portents, 
And Evils imminent; and on her Knee 
Hath bege’d that [ will ftay at home to Day. 
Dec. This Dream is all-amifs interpreted, 
It was a Vifion fair and foreunate : 
Your Statue fpouting Blood ia many Pipes, 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you grear Rome thall fack 
Reviving Blood, and that Great Men fhall prefs 
For Tin@ures, Stains, Relicks, and Cognifance, 
This, by Calpburuia’s Dream is fignifed. 
Caf: And this way haye you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard waat Lcan fay; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this Day a Crown to mighty Ce/ar.” 
If you fhall fend them Word you will not come, 
Their Minds may change. Befides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay, 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
When Ce/ar’s Wife fhall or better Dreams: 
4 ; 
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If Cefar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper, 
Lo, Cefar is afraid! 
Pardon me, Cafar, for my dear dear Love, 
To your Proc tding, bids me tell you this: 
Ard Reafon to my Love is liable 
Cafe How ooliih do your Fears feem now, Calphurnia? 
Tam afhamed I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I wil] £0. 
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonins, 
Cinna, avd Publius. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub, Good Morrow, Cefar. 
Ca/. Welcome, Publins. 
W iat, Brutus, are you ftirr’d fo early too? 
Good Morrow, Caska: Cains Ligarius, 
Cafar was ne'er fo much your Enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you leah. 
What is’r a Clock? 
Bru. Ca/ar, "vis ftrucken eight. 
Ce/. I thank you for your Pains and Courtefie, 
Enter Antony. 
See Antony, that revels long a-nights, 
Is notwithftinding up. Good Morrow, Antony. 
Ant. Soto moft noble (afar. 
Caf. Bid them prepare within : 
fam to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cinna; now Metellus: what, Trebonius ? 
I have an hour’s:talk in ftore for you, 
Remember that you call ob me to Day, 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treb. Cafar,1 will; and fo near will T be, [ Afide. 
Thar your bett Friends thall with I had been further, 
Caf. Good Friends go in, and tafte fome Wine with me, 
And we, like Friends, will ftraightway go together, 
Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Ce/ar, 
The Heart of Brutus earns to think upon. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S CE -N°E UI. The Stree 


Enter Astimedorus reading a Paper. 


Cefar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caflius, come not 
near Caska, have an Eye to Citna, trafé woz Trebonius, mark 
well Metellus Cimber, Decius Brutus loves thee not; thon 
haft wrong’d Caius Ligarius, There is but one Mind. ix all 
thefe Aden, and it is bent againft Celar. If thow beeft not Im- 
mortal, look about thee: Security gives way to Con/piracy. The 
mighty Gods defend thee. 

Thy Lover -Artemidorus, 


Here will I ftand, "till Ce/ar pafs along, 
And as a Suitor will I give him this: 
My Heart laments, that Virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou read this; O Ce/ar, thou may’ live ; 
If not, the Fates with Traitors do‘ contrive. | Exit. 
Enter Portia and Lucius. E 
Por. 1 prithee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe, 
Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone, 
Why doft thou ftay? 
\ Luc. To know my Errand, Madam. 
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
E’er I cantell thee what thou fhouldft do there—— 
O Conftancy, be ftrong upon my fide, 
Set a huge Mountain tween my Heart and Tongue; 
I have a Man’s Mind, but a Woman’s Mighr: 
How hard it is for Women to keep Counfel ! 
Art thou here yet? 
Luc, Madam, what fhould I do? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe? 
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe? 
Por. Yes, bring me word, Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fickly forth: and take good note, 
What Cefar doth, what Suitors prefs to him, 
Hark Boy! what noife is that 2 
Luc. I hear none, Madam. 
Por. Prithee liften well: 
I heard a buftling Rumour like a Fray, 
And 
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And the Wiad brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc. Sooth, Madam, [ hear nothing. 
Enter Artemidorus. 
Por. Come hither Fellow, which wey haft thou been? 
Art. At mine own Houfe, good Lady. 
Por, What is’ a Clock? 
Art. About the ninth Hour, Lady. 
Por. Is Cafar yet gone to the Capitol 2 
Art, Madam, not yet, I go to take my ftand, 
To fee him pafs on to the Capito]. 
Por. Thou haft fome Suit to Ce/ar, haft thou not? 
Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe Ce/ar 
To be fo good to €z/ar, as to hear me: 
I thall befeech him to defend himfelf, | 
Bt Por. Why, know’ft thou any harm’s intended towards him? 
my Art. None that I know will be, 
eth Much that I fear may chance. 
Beye Good Morrow to you. Here the Street is narrow: 
i ae Fhe Throng that follows Cz/ar at the Heels 
iv aE Of Senators, of Pretors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble Man almolt to Death: 
Vil get me to a plaée more void, and there 
Speak to great Ce/ar as he comes along. { Exit. 
Por. 1 mutt go in Aye me! how weak a thing 
The Heart of Woman is! O Brutus! 
The Heav’ns fpeed thee in thine Enterprize, 
Sure the Boy heard me: Brutus hath a Suit 
That Cefar will not grant. O, I grow faint: 
Run, Lucins, and commend me to my Lord, 
Say [ am merry; come to me again, 


And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 





{ Exeant. 
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SCENE The Capitol. 


Fleuvifb, Enter Cefar, Brutus, Caffius, Caska, Decius, Me- 
tellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Aitemidorus, 
and Popilius, 

mod Ba Ides of Atarch are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Cafar, but not gone. 
Art. Fail, Cefar: Read this Schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’er-read, 

Ac your beft leifure, this his humble Suit. 

Art. O Cafar, read, mine firft; for mine’s a Suit 

That touches Cafar nearcr. Read it, great Ce/ar. 

Ce/. What touches us our felf, thall be laft ferv'd, 
Art. Delay not, Cafar, read it inftandy. 

Caf. What, is the Fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Caf; What, urge you your Petitions inthe Street 2 

Come to the Capitol. 

Pop. { with your Enterprize to Day may thrive, 
Caf. What Enterprize, Popilins ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Bru. What faid Popilius Lena? 

Caf: He with’dto Dayo r Enterprize mightthrive: 

I fear our Purpofe is difcovered. 

Bru. Look how he makes. to Ge/ar;. mark him. 
Caf: Caska, be fudden, for we fear prevention. 

Brutus, what fhall be done ¢ If this be known, 

Caffius or Cafar never. fhall turn back, 

For I will flay my felf. 

Bru. Caffias be conftant: 

Popilius Lena {peaks not of our Purpofis, 

For look he fmiles, and Ce/ar doth not change. 

Caf. Trebonius knows his time for look you, Bratus, 

He draws A4ark Antony out of the way. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And prefently prefer his Suit to Ca/ar. 
Bru. He is addreft ; prefs near, and fecond him, 
Cim Caska, you're the firft that rears your Hand. 
Caf, 
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Caf. Are we all ready? What is now amifs, 
That Gefar and his Senate muft redrefs2 


Met. Molt high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Ce/ar, 
| Kneeling, 


Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat 
An humble Heart. 
Czf. I mult prevent thee, Cimber ; 
Thefe Couchings, and thefe lowly Curtfies 
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Mer, 
And tur Pre-Ordinance, and firft Decree, 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond, 
To think, that Ce/ar bears fuch Rebel Blood, 
That will be thaw’d from the true Quality, 
With that which melteth Fools; I mean {weet Words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel Fawning. 
Thy Brother by Decree is banifhed ; 
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
[ fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way. 
Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor without Caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 
Met, Is there no Voice more worthy than my own, 
To found more fweeely in great Ce/ar’s Ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother? 
Bru. Uktfs thy Hand, but not in flattery, Cz/ar ; 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal. 
Caf. What Brazus! 
Caf. Pardon, Ce/ar, Cz/ar, Pardon ; 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffizs fall, 
To beg Enfranchifement for Publius Cimber. 
Caf. I could be well mov’d, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me: 
But I am conftant as the Northern Star, 
Of whofe true, fixt, and refting Quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament: 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred fparks, 
They are all Fire, and every one doth thine, 
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the World, ‘tis furnifh’d well with Men, 
And Men are Flefh and Blood, and apprehenfive; 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unaffailable holds on his Rank, 
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Unthak’d of Motion: and that I am he, 


Let me a little thew it, even in this; 
That I was conftant Cimber fhould be banifh’d, 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 
Cim. O Cafar————— 
Caf. Hence! wilt thou life up Olympus ? 
Dec, .Great. Cafar 
Csf: Do not, Bratus, bootlefs kneel. 
Cask. Speak Hands for me. [ They Stab Calar. 
Caf. Et tu Brate-—— Then fall Ca/ar. 
Cin. Liberty! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead—— 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the Streets 
Caf. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement. 
Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted; 
Fly not, ftand ftill, Ambition’s Debt is paid. 
Cask. Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Caffius too. 
Bru. Where’s Publius ? 
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this Mutiny. 
Met. Stand faft together, left fome Friend of Ca/ar's 
Should chance—-—— 
Bruy Talk not of ftanding. Pxbliss, good Cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your Perfon, 
Nor to no Roman elle; fo tell them, Pxblins. 

Caf: And leave us, Publius, left that the People 
Ruthing on us, fhould do your Age fome Mifchief. 
Bru. Do fo, and let no Man abide this Deed, 

But we the Doers. 











Exter Trebonius. 

Caf: Where is Antony? 

Tre. Fled to his Houfe amaz’d, 
Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry our, and run, 
As it were Dooms-day, 

Bru. Fates, we will know your Pleafures ; 
That we fhall die, we know ; ‘tis but the time 
And drawing Days our, that Men ftand upon. 

Cask. Why he that cuts off twenty Years of Life, 
Cuts off fo many Years of fearing Death. 

Bry. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit. 
So are we Cefar’s Friends, that have abridg’d 

His 
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His time of fearing Death. Stoop Romans, ftoop, 
And let us bathe our Hands in Ce/ar’s Blood, 
Up to the Elbows, and befmear our Swords; 
hen walk we forth even to the Market-place, 
And waving our red Weapons o’er our Heads, 
Let's all cry Peacé!»Freedom! and Liberty / 
Caf. Stoop then, and wath How many Ages hence 
| Dipping their Swords in Catar’s Bland. 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over, 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown? 
3rx, How-many times fhall Cafar bleed in {ports 
That now on Pompey’s Bafis lyes along, 
No worthier than the Duft2 
Caf: So oft as that fhall be, 
Se often fhall the Knot of us be call’d, 
The Men that.gave their Country Liberty. 
Dec. What, what hall we forth2 
Caf. Ay, every Man away. 
Bratus hall lead, and we will grace his Heels 
With the moft bold, and the beft Hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Servant. 
Bra, Sott, who comes here? a Friend of Antony's, 
Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my Mafterbid me Koeel; 
Uhus did ALark Antony bid me fall down, | Kneeling. 
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay, 
Brutus 1s Noble, Wife, Valiant and Honett; 
Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal and Loving; 
Say, | love Brutus, and 1 honour him; 
Say, I fear'd Ce/ar, honour’d him, and lov’d him. 
If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolv’d 
How Ce/far hath deferv’d to lye in Death, 
Mark, Antony thall not love Cefar dead 
So well as Brarus living; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brutus, 
 horough the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true.Faith. So fays my Matter Antony, 
Bra. Thy Matter is a wife and valiant Roman, 
I never thought him worfe. 
Fell him, fo pteafe him come unto this place, 
He fhall be fatisfied, and by my Honour 
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Depart untouch’d. 

Ser. Vil ferch him pre fently, | Exit Serwant. 

Bru. I know that we {hall have him well to Friend. 

Caf. 1 with we may; bur yet have 1 a mind 
That fears him much; and my mifgiving fill 
Falls threwdly to the purpofe. 

Exter Antony. 

Brn. But here comes Antony ; 
Welcome Alark Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Gefar! doft thou lye fo low? 
Are all thy. Conquelts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meature¢ Fare thee well. 
I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank ; 

If I my (elf, there is no Hourfo fit 

As Cafar’s Deaths Hour; nor ne Inftrhment 

Of half that worth, as thofe your Swords, maderich 
With the moft noble Blood of all this World. 

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilft your purpled Hands do reek and {moak, 
Fulfil your Pleafure. Live a thoufand Years, 

I fhall not find my felf fo apt to die: 

No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of Death, 
Ashere by Ca/ar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Matter Spirits of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony! Beg not your Death of us: 

Though now we muft eppear bloody and cruel, 

As, by our Hands, and this our prefentc AG, 

You fee we do; yet fee you bur our Hands, 

And this, the bleeding Bufinefs they have done, 
Our Hearts you. fee not, they are pitiful; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 

As Fire drives out Fire, fo Pity, Pity, 

Hath done this deed on Ca/ar. For your part, 

To you,our Swords haveleaden Points, AZark Antony, 
Our Arms in ftrength of Malice, and our. Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 

Wich all kind Love, good Thoughts, and Reverence. 

Caf: Your Voice thall be as {trong as any Man’s, 
In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bra, Only be patient *cill we have appeas'd 
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The Multitude, befide themfelves with fear, 
4ind then we will deliver you the Caufe, 
Why I, that did love Ce/ar when I ftrook him, 
Have thus proceeded: 

Ant. | doubt not of your Wifdom. 
Let each Man render me his bloody Hand; 
Firft, Adarcus Brutus, will I thake with you; 
Next, Cains Caffius, do I take your Hand; 
Now Decins Brutus, yours; now yours, Adetellus; 
Yours, Cizza; and my valiant Caska, yours; 
Though laft, not leaft-in love, yours, good Trebonins; 
Gentlemen all——alass: what fhall 1 fay, 
My Credit now ftands on fuch flippery Ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me; 
Either a Coward, or a Fiatterer. 
That I did love thee, Ce/ar, O ’tis true ; 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy Death, 
To fee thy Antony making his Peace, 
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Foes, 
Moft Noble! in the prefence of thy Coarfe? 
Had I as many Eyes, as thou haft Wounds, 
Weeping as fait as they ftream forththy Blood, 
It would become me better, than to clofe 
In terms of Friendfhip with thine Enemies. 
Pardon me, Fulius here waft thou bay’d, brave Hart, 
Here didft thou fall, and here thy Hunters ftand 
Sing’d in thy {poil, and crimfon’d in thy Lethe. 
© World! thou waft the Foreft to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deer, ftricken by many Prinees, 
Doft thou here lye? 

Caf. Mark Antony—— 

Ant. Pardon me, Cains Caffius; 
The Enemies of Ce/ar thall fay this: 
Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modefty. 

Caf. I blame you not for praifing Ce/ar fo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us 2 
Will you be prick’d in number of our Friends, 
Or fhall we on; and not depend on you? 

rt. Therefore [ took your Hands, but was indeed F 

Sway ¢ 





Julius Cefar, 2245 

Sway'd from the Point, by looking down on Ca/far. 
Friends am I with youall, and love you all, 
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me Reafons, 
Why; and wherein Ce/ar was dangerous. 

Bra. Or elfe were this a favage Spectacle. 
Our Reafons are fo full of good regard, 
That were you Antony the Son of Ca/ar; 
You fhould be fatisfied. 

Ant. That’s all I feek 5 
And am moreover Suitor, that-l may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 

And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friends 
Speak in the Order of his Funeral. 

Bra. You fhall, A¢ark, Antony. 

Caf: Brutus, a word with you 
You know not what you:do; do not confent | Afide. 
That Antony {peak in his Funeral: 
Know you how much the Peop!e may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter $ 

Bru. By your Pardon, 

I will my felf into the Pulpit firtt, 

And thew the Reafon of our Cz/ar’s Deathe 
What Antony thall fpeak, I will proteft 

He {peaks by leave, and by permiffion ; 

And that we are contented Ce/ar thall 

Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies; 
It fhall advantage more, thao do us wrong. 

Caf. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here tuke you Cefar’s Body ; 
You fhall notin your Funeral Speech blame us, 
But {peak all good you can devife of Ca/ar, 
And fay you do’t by our Permiffion : 
Elfe you fhall not have any hand at all 
About his Funeral. And you fhall {peak 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going; 
After my Specch is ended. 

Ant. Be it fo; 


I do defire no more. : | 
Bra. Prepare the Body then, and follow us; . [Exennt. 
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Manet Antony. 
Ant, O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth, 
T hat [ am meek and gentle with thefe Butchers. 
Thou art the Ruins of the nob ft Man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the Hand that fhed this coftly Blood! 
Over thy Wounds, now do I prophefie, 
(W hich, like dumb Mouths, do ope their ruby Lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curfe fhall light upon the Limbs of Men; 
Domeftick Fury, and fierce civil Strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Jtaly; 
Blood and Deftruétion thal! be fo in ufe, 
And dreadful Objects fo familiar, 
That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the Hinds of War: 
All Pity choak’d with Cuftom of fell Deeds, 
And Ce/ar’s Spirit ranging fcr Revenge, 
With de by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall] in thefe Confines, with a Monarch’s Voice, 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 
That this foul Deed fhall fmell above the Earth 
With Carrion Men, groaning for burial. 
Enter OCtavius’s Servant. 
You ferve Odiavius Cafar, do you not 2 
Ser. I do, Mark Anthony. 
Ant. Cafar did write for him to come to Rome. 
fer. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of Mouth : 
O Cafar! [ Seeing the Body. 
Ant. Thy Heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 
Paffion I fee is catching, for mine Eyes, 
Seeing thefe Beads of Sorrow ftand in thine, 
Began to water. Js thy Mailter coming? 
Ser. He lyes to Night within feven Leagues of Rome, 
Ani. Polt back with {peed, and tél] him what hath chanc’d- 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of Safety for Ottavins yets 
Hrehicnee, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while, 
‘Pou fhale not back, till I have born this Coarfe 
Ine> the Market-place: There fhall I try 
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In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody Men; 

According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe 

To young Oéfavins of the ftate of things. 

Lend me your Hand | Exennt with Cxfar’s Body. 


SCENE II. The Forum. 


Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit; and Caflius, with 
the Plebetans. 


Pleb.. We will be fatisfied ; let us be fatishied. 

Bru. Then follow me, and give me Audience, Friends, 
Caffins, go you into the other Street, 

And part the Numbers: 

Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let *em {tay here; 
Thofe that will follow Ca/ias, go with him, 
And publick Reafons fhalil be rendred 

Of Ce/ar’s Death. 

t Pleb, 1 will hear Brutus {peak. 

2 Pleb, 1 will hear Cafizs, and compare their Reafons, 
When feverally we hear them rendred. 

[ Exeunt Caflius, with forme of the Plebeians. 

3 Pleb, The Noble Brutus is afcended: Silence. 

Bru. Be Patient ’till the laft. 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Caufe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me. for 
mine Honour, and have refped to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenfure me in your Wifdom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Affembly, any dear Friend of Ce/ar's, to them 
I fay, That Brutus love to Ca/far was no lefs than his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Bratws rofe againft Cs/ar, 
this is my Anfwer: Not that I lov’d Ca/ar lefsy but. thac 
I lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were living, 
and dye all Slaves; than that Ce/ar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? As Ca/ar lov’d me, I weep for him; as he was 
Fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was Valiant, I honour 
him; but as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valour, and Death for .his Ambition. Who is here fo 
bafe that would be a Bond-man? If any; fpeaks for him 
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have 1 offended.. Who is here fo rude, that would not be 
a Roman? \f any, fpeak; for him have I offended. Who 
is here fo vile, thst will not Jove his Country? Ifany, {peak; 
for him have [ offcnded.-——[ paufe for a Reply 

Ail. None, Brutus, none. 

Bra. Then none have I offended. I have done no more 
to Cafar than you fhall do to Brutus. The Queftion of 
his Death ts tnroll’d 4 the Capitol; his Glory nor extenue 
ated, wherein he was-worthy; not his Offences enfore’d, 
for which he fuffered Death, 

Enter Mark Antony with Cafar’s Body. 

Here comes his Body, mourn’d by Afark Antony; who 
though he had no hand in his Death, fhall receive the Be- 
nefit of his dying, a Piace in the Commonwealth; as 
which of you fhall not?) With this I depart, That as I 
flew my beft Lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame 
Dagger for my felf, when it fhail pleafe my Country to need 
my Death. 

All, Live, Brutas, live, live. 

1 Pleb. Bring him with Triumph home unto his Houte. 

2 Pleb. Give him a Statue with his Anceftors. 

3 Pleb, Let him be Cefar. 

4 Pleb, Cafar's better Parts 
Shall be crown’d in Bratus. 

1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his Houfe 
With Shouts and Clamors. 

Bru. My Countrymen 

2 Pleb, Peace! Silence! Brutus {peaks. 

1 Pleb. Peace, Ho! 

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 

And, for my fake, ftay here with utony; 

Do grace to Ce/ar’s Corps, and grace his Speech 

Tending to Ce/ar’s Glories, which AZark Antony, 

By our Permiflion, is allow’d to make. 

I dointreat you, not a Man depart, 

Save I alone, *till sdtony have {poke. LE xin 

1 Pleb. Stay, Ho, and let us hear AZark Antony. 

3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick Chair, 

We'll hear him: Noble Axtony, go up. 
Ant, For Bratus's fake am beholden to you. 
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4 Pleb, What does he fay of Brutus? 
3 Pleo. He fays, for Brutus’s {ake 
He finds himfelf beholden ro us all. 
4 Pleb. ’T were belt {peak no harm of Bratus here. 
1 Pleb, This Cefar was a Tyrant. 
3 Pleb, Nay, that’s certain; 
We are glad that Rome is rid cf him. 
2 Pleb, Peace, let us hear what -dutony can fay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans 
All, Peace, Ho, lect us hear him. 
nt. Friends, Romans, Countrymes, lend me your Ears; 
I come to bury Cé/ar, not to praife- him. 
The Evil thac Men do lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with the Bones ; 
So let it be with Ce/ar. The noble Brusus 
Hath told you, Ce/ar was ambitious; 
If it were fo, it was a grievous Fault, 
And grievoufly hath Ce/ar anfwer’d it. 
Here, under leave. of Bratus, and the reft, 
(For Brats is an honourable Man, 
So are they ail, all honourable Men) 
Come I to {peak in Ca/ar’s Funeral. 
He was my Friend, faithful and juft to me; 
But Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an honourable Man. 
He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranfoms did the general Coff:rs fill; 
Did this in Ce/ar feem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cry’d, Ce/ar hath wept; 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner Scuff: 
Yet Bratus fays, He was Ambitious, 
And Bratus is an honourable Man. 
You all did fee, that on the Lapercal, 
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, 
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition? 
Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 
And fure he is an honourable Man. 
I {peak not to difprove what Brutus {poke, 
But here I am to fpeak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without caufe, 
= ee oa O 3 What 
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What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him? 
© Judgment! thou art fled to brutifh Beafts, 

And Men have loft their Reafon————Bear with me, 
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Ce/ar, 

And I muft paufe ’till it come back to me. 

1 Pleo, Methinks there is much Reafon in his Sayings. 
If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cefar has had great wrong, (his place, 
3 Pleb. His he, Mafters? I fear there will a worfe come in 

4. Pleo. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take the Crown, 
Thercfore ’tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

i Pleb. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 

2 Pleb, Poor Soul! his Eyes are red as Fire with weeping. 

3 Pleb. ‘Vhere’s not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony. 

4.Pich, Now mark him, he begins again to freak. 

nt. But Ycfterday the word of Ce/far might 
Have ftood againft the Worlds now lyes he there, 

And none fo poor to do him Reverence., 

O Matfters! If I were difpos’d to ftir 

Your Flearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, 

I thould do Brutus wrong, and Caffixs wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable Men. 

I will not dothem wrong: I rather chufe 

To wrong the Dead, to wrong my fzIf and you, 
Than I will wrong fuch Honourable Men. 

But here’s a Parchmen:, with the Seal of Cefar, 

I found it in-his Clofet, *tis his Will, 

Let but the Commons hear this Teftament, 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to Read, 
And they would go and kifs dead Ce/ar’s Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his facred Blood; 
Yea, beg a Hair of him for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 

Unro their I ffue. 

4 Pleo. We'll hear the Will, read ir, Mark Antony. 

All, The Will, the Wills we will hear Cafar’s Will. 

“int. Have Patience, gentle Friends, F muit not read it, 

t is Hot meet you know how Cefar lov'd you. 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but Men: 
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And being Men, hearing the Will of Ca/ar, 
Te will inflame you, it will make you mad; 
*Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you thould O what would come of it 2 
4. Pleb, Read the Will, we'll hear it, Antony: 
You fhall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will. 
Ant. Will you be Patient? will you ftay a while ? 
I have o’er-fhot my felf to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the Honourable “Men, 
Whofe Daggers have ftabb’d Ce/ar----I do fear it. 
4 Pleb, They were Trait’rs——Honourable Men! 
All, The Will! the Teftament ! 
2 Pleb. They were Villains, Murderers ; the Will! read 
the Will! 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Wills 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Ce/ar, 
And let me thew you him that mace the Will. 
Shall 1 defcend? and will you give me leave¢ 
All, Come down. [ He comes down from the Pulpit. 
2 Pleo. Defcend. 
3 Pleb. You fhail have leave. 
4. Pieb. A Ring, ftard round, 
1 Pleb, Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 
2 Pleb. Room for Antony moft noble Axtony ! 
Ant, Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off. 
Ail, Stand back room bear back 
Ant, If you have Tears, prepare to fhed then now. 
You all do know this Mantle, | remember 
The firft time ever Ce/ar put it on, 
‘Twas on a Summers t.vening in his Tent. 
That Day he overcame the Nervi 
Look! in this place, ran Cxffas's Dagger throvugh——_—__—— 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made 
Threugh this, the well b« loved Brutus ftabb'd, 
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steel away, 
Mark how the Blood of Cefar follow’d it—— 
As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d, 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock’d, or no- 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cafar’s Angel. ; 
Judge, O you Gods! how dearly Gefartoy*d him! 
: : O 4 This 
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This was the moft unkindeft Cut of all; 

For when the Noble Ce/ar faw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traitors Arms 
Quite vanquifh’d him ; then burft his mighty Heart; 
And in his Mantle mufling up his Face, 

Even at the Bafe of Pompey’s Statue, 

W hich all the while ran Blood, ercat Ce/far feil. 
O what a Fall was there, my Countrymen! 

Thin I, and you, and sll of us fell down, 

Whilft bloody Treafon flourifh’d over us, 

O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel 

The dint of Pity; thefe are gracious drops. 

Kind Souls! what weep you, when you but behold 
Our Cafar’s Vefture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is himfelf, mart’d as you fee with Traitors, 

1 Pleo. O piteous Spe@acle! 

2 Pleb. O Noble Ca/far! 

3 Pleb. O woful Day! 

4 Pleb. O Traitors, Villains! 

1 Pleb, O mcft bloody fight! 

2 Pleb, We will be reveng’d: Revenge: 
About—feek—_—_burn fire kill——flay ! 
Let not a Traitor live. 

Ant. Stay Countrymen——__ 

1 Pleb, Peace there, hear the noble Antony. 

: 2 Pleo, We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll dye with 
im 

Ant. Good Friends, {weet Friends, let me not ftir you 
up 

To fuch a fudden Flood of Mutiny: 

They that have done this Deed, are Honourable ; 

What private Griefs they have, alas, [ know not, 

That made them do it; they are wife and honourable ; 

And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you, 

I come not, Friends, to fteal away your Hearts ; 

Iam no Orator, as Bratus is; 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt Man, 

That love my Friend, and that they know ful] well, 

That give me publick leave to {peak of him : 

For I have neither Wit, nor Words, nor Worth, 
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AGion nor Utterance, nor the Power of Speech, 
To ftir Mens Blood; I only {peak right on. 
i tell you that, which yeu your {clves do know, 
Shew you {weet Cafar’s Wounds, poor, poor dum Mouths, 
And bid them {peak forme; but were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Ce/ar, that fhould move 
The Scones of Rome to rife and mutiny, 
All, We'll mutisy —-———— 
1 Pleb.. We'll burn the Houfe of Brutus. 
3 Pleb. Away then, come, feck the Con{pirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen, yet hear me, fpeake 
All, Peace ho, hear Antony, molt noble Antony. 
Ant, Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what. 
W herein hath Ce/ar thus deferv’d your Loves 2 
Alas you know not; I-muft tell you then: 
You have forgot the Will I told you off, 
All, Moft true ——the Will let’sittay and hear the Will. 
Ant. Here isthe Will, and under Ce/ar’s Seal. 
To every Roman Citizen he gives, 
To every feveral Man, feventy five Drachma’s. 
2 Pleb, Moft noble Cafar ! we’llrevenge his Death, 
3 Pleb. O Royal Cefar! 
nt. Hear me with Patience. 
All. Peace ho! 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 
On this fide Tider, he hath left them you, 
And to your Heirs for ever 3 common Pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourvfelves. 
Here was a Cefar, when comes fuch another? 
1 Pleb. Never; never; come, away, away 5 
We'll burn his Body in the holy Place, 
And with the Brands fire al] the Traitors Houfes, 
Take up the Body. 
2 Pleb. Go fetch Fire. 
3 Pleb. Pluck down Benches. 
4 Pleo, Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing, 
| Exeunt Plebeians with rhe Body. 
Ant. 
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| Ant. Now let it work; Mifchief thou art afoot, 














































fea is Take thou what Courfe thou wilt. 

ea How now, Fellow? 
aE Exter Servant. | 
at at Ser. Sir, Offavius is already come to Rome. 

Be ae Ant, Where is he? 


Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cefar's Houfe. 

Ant. And thither will I ftrarght, to vilit him; 

1 Fle comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 

i [ And in this Mood will give us any thing. 

Ba tit Ser, | heard him fay, Bratus and Caffius 

tis . 11) Are rid, like Madmen, through the Gates of Rome. 

area Aunt, Belike they had fome notice of the People, 

iat fal How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Odavius. — [ Exeunt. 
1 Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the P\ebetans, 

Cin, I dreamt to Night, that I did feaft with Cz/ar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantafte ; 

1 have no will to wander forth of Doors, 
Yet fomething leads me forth, 

1 Pleb, What is your Name? 

2 Pleb, Whither are you going? 

2 Pleb, Where do you dwell? 

4 Pleb, Are you a married Man, or a Batchellor? 

2 Pleb. Anfwer every Man direGly. 

t Pleb, Ay, and bitefly. 

4Pleb. Ay, and wilely. 

2 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft, 

Cin, What is my Name? Whither am I going? Where 
dol dwell? Am [a married Man, or a Batchellor? Then 
co anfwer every Man dire@tly and briefly, wifely and truly; 
wifly, I fay-———TI ama Batchellor, 

2 Pleb. That’s as much as to fay, they are Fools that mat 
ry; you ll bear mea bang for that. I fear: Proceed direétly. 

. Gn. Dire&ly, lam going to Ce/ar’s Funeral. 

1 Pieb. As a Friend, or an Enemy? 

Cis, As a Friend. 

2 Pich, Yhat matter is anfwered dire€ly, 

4 Pleb, For your Dwellings: bricfly. 

Cin. Bricfly, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your Name, “Sir, truly. 
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Cin. Truly my Name is Cizya. 

t Pleb, Tear him to picces, he’s a Confpirator: 

Cin. I am Cinna the Poet, I am Cimza the Poet. 

4 Pleb, Tear him for his bad Verics, tear him for his bad 
Verfes. | 

Cin. 1 am not Cinna the Confpirator, 

4 Pleb, It 1s ne matter, his Name’s Cinna, pluck but his 
Name out of his Heart, and turn him going, 

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come Brands ho, Firebrands+ 
To Brutus, to Cajfius, burn ail. Some to Decius's Honfe, 
And fome to Caska’s, fome to Ligarius: Away, go. 

| | Exenunt all the Plebeians. 
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SCENE Rome. 


Enter Antony, Octavius, ad Lepidus, 


Ant, Hefe many then fhall die, their Names are pricke. 
Oct, Your Brother too muft die; confent you, 
Lep. { do confent. (Lepidus ? 
Od. Prick him down, Aatony. 
Lep. Upon Condition Pzblius thall not live, 
Who is your Sifter’s Son, Adark Antony. 
Ant. He fhall not live; look, with a Spot, 1 dama him, 
But Lepidus, go you to Cefar’s Honfe; 
Fetch the Will hither, and we fhall determine 
How to cut off fome Charge in Legacies. 
Lep. What? fhall [ find you here ? 
Og. Or here, or at the Capitol. | Exit Lepidus. 
Ant, This is a flight unmeritable Man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands: Is ie fir, 
The three-fold World divided, he thould Rand 
One of the three to fhare it? 
O&. So you thought him, 
And.took his Voice, who fhould be prickt-to die, 
In our black Sentence. and Profcription. 
Ant. Ottavius, I have feen more Days than you; 
And though we lay. thef; Honours on this Man, 
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To eafe our felves of divers fland’rous Loads, 
He thall but bear them, as the Afs bears Gold ; 
To groan and fweat under the Bufinefs, 
Either led or driven, as we print the way, 
And having brought our Tresfure, where we will, 
Then take we down his Load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty Afs, to fhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 
Of. You may do your Will; 
But he’s a try'd and valiant Soilder. 
Ant. So is my Horfe, Offaviws, and for that, 
I do appoint him ftore of Provender. 
It isa Creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ftop, to run direGly on, 
His corporal Motion, govern’d by my Spirit; 
And in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo; 
He miuft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth, 
A barren fpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of ufe, and ftal’d by other Men, 
Begin his fafhion, Do not talk of him, 
But as a Property. And now, Odfavius, 
Liften great things Brutus and Cajffius 
Are levying Powers; we mutt ftraight make Head, 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d, 
Our beft Friends made, and our beft means ftretcht out 
And let us prefently go fit in Council, 
How covert Matters may be beft difclos’d, 
And open Perils fureft anfwered. 
O&. Let us do fo; for we are at the ftake, 
And. bayed about with many Enemies, 
And fome that {mile have in their Hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Mifchiefs. | [ Exennt, 


SCENE II. Before Brutus’s Tent, in the 
Camp near Sardis. 


Dram. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers: Titinius asa 
Pindarus meeting them, 


Bru. Stand, ho! 
Lwc. Give the word, ho! and ftand! 
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Bru. What now, Lucilins? is Coffins near? 

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
Fo do you Salutation from his Matter. - 

Bru, He greets.me well. Your Mafter, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill Officers, _ 
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to with 
Things done, undone; but if he be at hand, 
I fhall be fatished. 

Pin. 1 do not doubr 
But that my Noble Mafter will appear 
Such as he 1s, fuil of Regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is noc doubted, A word, Lusilins, 
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolvy’d. 

Luc. With courtefie, and with refpect enough, 

But not with fuch familiar Inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us’d of old, 
Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
W hen Love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith: 
But hollow Men, like Horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant thew, and promife of their Mettle, 
| Low March withir, 
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on? 

Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter’d ; 
The greater parr, the Horfe in general, 

Are come with Ca//izs, 
Enter Caflius and Soldiers, 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d; 

March gently on to meet him. 

Caf: Stand, ho! 

Bru. Stand, ho! {peak the word along. 

Within. Stand! 

Within. Stand ! 

Within, Stand! 
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Caf. Moft noble Brother! you have done me wrong. 
Bru. Judge me, you Gods! wrongI mine Enemies? 
And 1f not fo, how fhould [ wrong a Brother? 
Caf: Brutus, this fober Form of yours hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 
Bra. Caffias, be contenr, ; 
Speak your Griefs foftly, I do know you well. 
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here, 
(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away; 
Then in my Tent Caffas enlarge your Griefs, 
And I will give you Audience. 
: 
| 





Caf. Pindarus, 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this Ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do you the like, and let no Man 
Come to our Tent, till we have done ou: Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard the Door. | Exeante 
Manent Brutus and Caflius. 
Caf. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this, 
You have condemn’d, and noted Lutius Pella, 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians; 
Wherein, my Letter praying on his fide, 
Becaufe I knew the Man, was flighted off, 
Bre. You wtone’d your felf to write in fucha cafe, 
Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meer, 
That every nice Offence fhould bear his Comment. 
Bra. Let me tell you, Caffins, you your {elf 
Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palm, 
To fell, and mart your Offices for Gold 
To Ucdefervers. 
Caf. Ay, an itching Palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that fpeaks this, 
Or by the Gods, this Speech were elfe your laff, 
Bre. Thename of Caffias honours this Corruptior, 
And Chaftifemene doth therefore hide his Head, 
Caf. Chaftifement !—_—- 
Bra. Remember AZarch, the Ides of AZarch remember; 
| Did not great Fulins bleed for Juftice fake ? 
Hee What Villain touch’d his Body, that did fab, 
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And not for Juftice?: What, fhall one of Us, 

That ftruck the foremoft Man of al] this World, 

But for fupporting Robbers, fhall we now 

Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes 2 

And fell the mighty {pace of our large Honours 

For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus 2—__ 

I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 

Than fuch a Roman, 

Caf. Brutus, bait not me, 

Pll not endure it; you forget your felf, 

To hedge me in, I am a Soldier, I, 

Older in Practice, abler than your felf 

To make Conditions. 

Bra. Go to; you are not Cafizs. 

Caf. I am, 

Bru. Vfay, you are not. 

Caf. Urgeme no more, I fhall fotget my felf-—— 

Have mind upon your Health--- Tempe me no farther. 
Bra. Away, flight Mans 
Caf. Is’'t poflible? 
Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak. 

Muft I give way, and room to your rath Choler2 

Shall { be frighted, when a Madman ftares2 
Caf. O ye Gods! ye Gods! muft E endure all this2 
Bru. Allthis! Ay more, Fret *till yotr proud Heart break, 

Go thew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 

And make your Boudmen tremble, Muft I budge? 

Muft I obferve you? Muft I ftand and crouch 

Under your tefty Humour? By the Gods 

You fhall digeft the venom of your Spieen; 

Tho’ it do fplit you. For from this Day forth, 

Fil ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, 

When you are walpith. 
Caf, 1s it come to this2 
Bra. You fay, ‘you are a better Soldier; 

Let it appear fo; make your vauntifg true, 

And it fhall pleafe me weil. For mine own part, 

1 fhall be plad to tears of Noblemen. 

Caf. You wrone me every wiy--+ You wrong me, Brxrt#3; 

I faid, an Elder Soldier, not a Better, 
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Alius Czfar. 
Did I fay better-———__— 
Bra. If you did, I care not. 
Caf. When Ca/ar liv’d, he durft not thas have mov d mez 
Bru. Peace, peacc, you durft net fo have cempted him, 
Caf. I durit not! 
Bru. No, 
Caf. What? durft not tempt him! 
Bru. For your Life you durft not. 
Caf. Do not preftume too much upon my Love, 
I may do that [ fhall be forry for, 
Bra. You have done that you fhould be forry for. 
There is no Terror, Cafias, in your Threats, 
For I am arm’d fo ftrong in honetty, 
That they pafs by me, as. the idle Wind, 
Which I refpe& not. I did fend to you 
For certain Sums of Gold, which you deny’d me; 
For I can raife no Mony by vile means. | 
By Heav’n, I had rather coin my Heart, 
And drop my Bloed for Drachma’s, than to wring 
From the hard Hands of Peafants, their vile trafh 
By any Indirection. Idid fend 
‘To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny’d me; was that done like Cafius? 
Should { have anfwered Caius Caffies fo? 
When AZarcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends, 
Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Dafh him to pieces. 
Caf. 1 deny’d you not. 
Bra. You did. 
Caf. I did not He was but a Fool 
That brought my anfwer back----Bratus hath riv’d my Heart; 
A Friend fhould bear a Friend’s Infirmities, 
But Brates makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. 1 do not ’till you praéife them on me. 
Caf. You love me not. 
Bru. I do not like your Faults. 
Caf. A friendly Eye could never fee fuch Faults, 
Bru. A Flatterer’s would not, tho’ they do appear 
As huge as high O/ympxs, 
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Caf. Come, Antony, and young O“favius come, 
Revenge your felves alone on Caffas, 
For Caffius is a weaty of the World ; 
Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother, 
Check’d like a Bondman, all his Faults obferv’d, 
Set in a Note-Book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote, 
To caft into my Teeth. OT coulda weep 
My Spirit from mine Eyes! There is my Dagger, 
And here my naked Breaft-——— Within, a Heart 
Pearer than Plure’s Mine, richer than Gold; 
If that thou beeft a Roman take it forth. 
I that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart; 
Strike as chou didft at Ce/ar, for I know, 
When thou didit hate him worft, that lov’dft him better 
Than ever thou lov’d{t Caffizs. 
Bra. Sheath your Dagger; 
Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcope, 
Do what you will, Difhonour fhall be Humour. 
O, Caffias, you are yoaked with a Lamb, 
That carries Anger as the Fhiut bears Fire, 
Who much inforced, thews a hafty {park, 
And ftraight is cold again. 
Caf. Hath Caffias livd 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 
When Grief and Blood ill-temper’d vexeth him? 
Bra. When I {poke that, I was ill-temper’d too. 
Caf: Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand. 
Brau. And my Heart too. | Embracing. 
Caf. O Brutus! 
Bru, What's the matter ¢ 
Caf. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that c2fh Humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful? 
Bru. Yes, Caffias, and fom henceforth 
When you are over-earneft with your Brats, 
He'll think your Mother chides, and leave you fo. 
Enter Lucilius and Titinius, and a Poet. 
Poer. Let me go in to fee the Generals, 
There is fome grudge between “em, tis not mect 
They be alone. 
Vor. Ve P Luc. 
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Luc. You fhall_not come to them. 

Poet, Nothing but Death fhall flay me. 

Caf. How now? What's the matter? 

Poet. For fhame you Generals? what do you mean ¢ 
Love, and be Friends, as two fuch Men fhould be, 

For I have feen more Years I’m fure than ye. 

Caf. Ha, ha---how vilely doth this Cynick rhime! 

Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah; fawcy Fellow, hence. 

Caf: Bear with him, Brats, ’tis his fathion. 

Bru. Vil know his Humour,. when he knows his Time; 
What fhould the Wars do with thefe jigging Foolsé 
Companion, hence. 

Caf. Away, away, be gone, | Exit Pott. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the. Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night. 

Caf. And come your felves, and bring A4e{fala wich you 
Immediately to us, | Exewnt Lucilius and Tittnits 

Bru. Lucius, a Bowl of Wine. 

Caf. I did not think you could have been fo angry. 

Bru. © Cajffins, I am fick of many Griefs. 

Caf. Of your Philofophy you make no ufe, 

If you give place to accidental Evils. 
Bru. No Man bears Sorrow better————Portia is dead. 
Caf. Hal Portia } 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caf. How fcap’d I killing, when I croft you fo3 
O infupportable and. touching Lofs! 
Upon what Sicknefs? . 
Bru. Impatient of my abfence ; 
And Grief, that young Oétavins with Mark Antoyy, 
Have made themfelves. fo ftrong:. For with her Death 
That tydings came. - With this the fell diftra@, 
And (her Attendants abfenr) fwallow’d Fire. 
Caf. And.dy’d fo? 
Bra. Even fo, 
Caf, O ye immortal. Gods! 
Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 
Bru. Speak no.more of ner: Give me a Bowl of Wine: 
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Ca/iws. 
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Caf. My Heart is thirfty for that noble Pledge, 
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o’er-fwell the Cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Bruias's Love. 
Enter Titinius, and Meffala. 
Bra. Come in, Titinins; welcome, good Adeffala? 
Now fit we clofe about this Taper here, 
And call in queftion our Neceflitics. 
Caf. Portia! axt thou gone é 
Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meffala, { bave here received Letters, 
That young Odavins, and AZark, Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty Power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Philippt. 
Mef. My felf have Letters of the felf-fame tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition @ 
Mef: That by Profcription, and Bills of Outlawry, 
Oftavinus, Antony, and Lepiaas, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bra. Therein our Letters do not well agree; 
Mine fpeak of feventy Senators, that dy‘d 
By their Profcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caf: Cicero ore? 
Mef. Cicero is dead; and by that Order of Profcriptian, 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No, Meffala. 
Mef: Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing Adeffala. 
Mef. That, methinks, is ftrange. 
Bru.Why ask you? hear you ought of her, in yours? 
Mef. No, my Lord. 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mef: Then like a Roman, bear the Truth I tells 
For certain the is dead, and by ftrange manner. 
Bru.Why, farewel, Portia---wemult die, AZeffala, 
With meditating that fhe muft die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
Mef. Even fo great Men, great Loffes fhould endures 
Caf: I have as much of this in Art as yous 
But yet my Nature could not bear it fo. 
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Bru. Well, to our Work alive. What do you think | 
Of marching to Philippi prefently. | 
Caf, \ do not think it good. 
Bru. Your Reafon? 
Caf. This it is: 
‘Tis bettec that the Enemy feck us, 
So thall he wafte his means, weary his Soldiers, 
Doing himfelf Offence, whilft we lying ftill, 
Are fall of reft, defence and nimblenefs. 
Bru. Good Reafens mult of force give place to better. 
The People ’twixt Philippi, and this Ground, 
Do ftand but in a fore’d Affe&tton ; 
For they have grudg’d us Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them fhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refrefht, new added, acd encourag’d ; 
From which Advantage fhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Thefe People at our back. 
Caf. Hear me, good Brother 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You mutt note befide, 
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends ; 
Our Legions are brim full, our Caufe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreafeth every Day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 
Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune; 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
Is bound in Shallows, and in Mifertes. 
Qn fuch a full Sea, are we now a-float, 
And we muft take the Current when it ferves, 
Or lofe our Ventures, 
Caf. Then with your will go on; we will along 
Our felves, and meet them at Philippi. 
Bra. The deep of Night is crept upon our T Ik, 
And Nature mult obey Neceflity, 
Which we will niggard with a lictle Reft ; 
There is no more to fay. 
Caf: No more; good Night; 
Early to Morrow we will rife, and heace. 
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Enter Lucius, 
Bru. Lucius, my Gown; farewel, good Azeffala, 
Good Night, 7itizius: Noble, Noble Caffius, 
Good Night, and good Repofe. 
Caf: O my dear Brother! 
This was an ill beginning of the Nighr, 
Never came fuch Divifion tween our Souls; 
Let it nor, Bruzas. | 
Eater Lucius with the Gown. 
Bru. Every thing is well. 
Caf. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meff4. Good Night, Lord Brutus! 
Bru. Farewel, every one. | Exeunt. 
Give me the Gown. Where is thy Infirument ¢ 
Luc. Here in the Tent. 
Bru. What, thou fpeakeft drowfily 2 
Poor Knave, I blame thee not, thou art o’er-watch d. 
Call Claudius, and fome other of my Men, 
I'll have them fleep on Cufhions in my Tent. 
Luc. Varro and Claudius. 
Enter Varro and Claudius, 
Far. Calls my Lord? 
Brz. I pray you, Sirs, lye in my Tent, and fleep, 
It may be, I fhall reife you by and by, 
On Bufinefs to my Brother Cafius. 
Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your Pleafure. 
Bru. I will not have it fo; lye down, good Sirs, 
It may be L fhall otherwife bechink me. 
Look Lucius, here’s the Book ¢ fought fer fo ; 
I put it in the Pocket of my Gown. 
Luc. 1 wasf{ure your Lordthip did not give it me, 
Bru. Bear with me, good Boy, 1am much forgetful. 
Canft thou hold up thy heavy Eyes a while, 
And touch thy Inftrument, a {train or two ? 
Luc. Ay, my Lord, an’t pleale you. 
Bra. It does, my Boy; 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. \t is my Duty, Sir. 
Bru, 1 fhould not urge thy eae paft thy Might, 
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1 know young Bloods look for a time of Rett. 
Luc, | have flept, my Lord, already. 
Bru. \t was well done, and thou fhalt afleep again; 
I will not hold thee long. IfI do live, 
I will be good to thee, 
| Mujfick ana a Song. 
This ts a fleepy Tune———O murderous flumber ! 
Lay ft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, | _ : 
That plays thee’ Mufick? Gentle Knave, good Night; | 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou doft nod, thou break’ ft thy Inftrument, 
I'll take it from thee, and, good Boy; good Night. 
Let. me fee, let me fee? is not the Leaf turn’d down 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. 
| He fits down to 1eAds 
Enter the Ghoft of Celar. 
How ill this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here ? 
I think it is the weaknefS of mine Eyes, 
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. 
Tt com<s uponme; Art thou any thing? 
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil, 
That mak’f{ my Blood cold, and my Hair to ftare ? 
Speak me to, what thou art2 
Ghoft. Thy evil Spirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com’ft thou2 
Gheft. Totell thee thou fhalt fee me at Philippi. 
Bru. Well——then I hall fee thee again 
Ghoft. Ay, at Philippi, [Exit Ghoft. 
Brez Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then; 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft, 
Ill Spirit; I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs! awake! 
Claudius ! 
Luc. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe. 


Bra. He thinks he is ftill at his Inftrument. 
Lucius! awake. 


Luc. My Lord! —— 


Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo criedft 
out? 


Luc. My Lord, | do not know that I did cry. 
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Bre. Yes, that thou didft, didit thou fee any thing ? 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord. 
Bru. Sicep agaih, Lacius, Sirrah, Cliadixs, Fellow! 
Thou ! awake. 
Var. My Lord ! 
Clan, My Lord! 
Bra. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your ficep / 
Both. Did we, my Lord¢ 
Bru. Ay» faw you any thing. 
Var, No, my Lord, I faw nothing. 
Clan. Nor 1, my Lord? 
Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffias; 
Bid him fee on his Powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 
Both. It fhall be done, my Lord. [ Exeuut. 
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SCENE the Fields of Philippi, with the two 
Camps. 


Enter OGtavius, Antony, avd their Army. 
Otta. OW, Anatony, ovr hopes are anfwered, 
You faid the Enemy would not come down, 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions ; 
Tt proves not fo; their Battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anfwering before we do demand of them. 
Ant. Tut am in their Bofoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it; they could be content 
To vifit other Places, and come down 
With fearful bravery; thinking by this Face 
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage. 
But tis not fo, | 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef: Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant thew ; 
ERS a8 P 4 Their 
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Their bloody Sign of Battel is hung out, 
And fomething to be done immediately. 
nt. Ottavinus, lead your Battel foftiy en 
Upon the left Hand of the even Field. 
Otia. Upon the right Hand J, keep thou the left. 
Ant. Why do you cr fs me in th's exigint? > 
Otia. 1 do not crofs yous bur I wall do fo. | March, 
Dram. Eater Brutus, Caffius, and their Army. 
Bra. ney ttand, and would have Parley. 
Caf. Stand taft. Titinies, we muft out and talk. 
Otta. Mark, Antany, fhall we give fien of Battel ? 
“dnt. No, Ca/ar, we will anfwer on their Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have fome Words. 
Ota. Stir not until the Signal. 
Bru. Words before Blows: is it fo, Countrymen? 
Otia. Not that we love Words better, as you do. 
Bra. Good Words are better than bad Strokes, Odavins. 
At. In your bad Strokes, Brutus, you give good Words, 
Witnefs the hole you made in Ce/ar’s Heaits 
Crying, Long live, hail Ce/ar. 
Caf. Antony, 
The pofture of your Blows are yet unknown; 


Buc for your Words, they: rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them Honey-lef;, 


Ant. Not ftringlefs too, 

Bru. O ye:, and found cfs too; 

For you have ftoln their buzzing, dutony, 
And very wifely threat before you fting. 

Ant. Villains! you did not {, when your vile Daggers 
Hiack’d one another in the fides of Cefar. | 
You fhew’d your Teeth like Anes, and fawn’d like Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bond. men, kifling Cefar’s Feet; 

Whilft damned Caska, like aCur, behind 
Struck Cefar on the Neck. O you Flatterers J 

Caf. Flatterers! Now Brutus thank your {elf; 

This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If Caffins might have rul’d, 

Otia. Come, come, the, Caufe, If arguing make us fweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder Drops. 

Behold, “I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 


Wher 





eens wen oy 


Julius Cefar. 2489 


When think you that the Sword goes up again? 
Never ’till Ce/ar’s three and thity Wounds 
Be well aveng d; or “till atorber Ce/ar 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traiters. 
Bru. Cafar, thou canit not dye by Traitors Hands, 
Usif thou bringft them with thee. 
Off. So I hope 5 
I was vot born to dye on Brutus Sword. 
Bru. © if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain, 
Yi ung Man, thou couldit not dye more Hooui able, 
Caf. A peevith School-boy, wo:thh fs of fuch Honour, 
oin’d with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Caffius ftul. 
O&. Come, Antony, away; 
Defiance, Traitors, hurl we in your Tecth, 
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field, 
If not, when you have Stomachs. 
: | Exit OGavius, Antony, and Army. 
Caf. Why now blow Wind, {well Billow, and {wim Bark: 
The Storm is up, and all is on the Hozard. 


Bru. Ho, Lacilius,——hark a word with you. 
| Lucilius and Meflala fazed forth, 
Lac. My Lord, [ Bratus /peaks apart to Lucilius. 


Caf. Meffala. 

Mef: What fays my General? 

Caf. Meffala, this is my Birth-Day; as this very Day 
Was Caffias born. Give me thy Hand, Azeffala; 
Be thou my Witnefs, that again{t my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell’d to fet 
Upon one Battel al] our Liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus {trong, 
And his Opinion; now [ change my Mind, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft Enfign, 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers Hands, 
Who to Philippi here conforted us : 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o’er our Heads, and downward look on‘us 
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it As we were fickly Prey; their fhadows feem 

, A Canopy molt fatal, under which 

il ( Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft. 
i 





HEE, Mef: Believe not fo. 

pra: Caf. I'but believe it partly ; ; 
ml Pe For I am freth of Spirit, and refolv’d 

To meet all Peril, very conftantly. 

Bra. Even fo, Lucius. 

Caf. Now moit Noble Brutus, 

The Gods to Day ftand friendly; that we may 
Lovers in Peace, lead on our Days to Age. 

But &nce the Affairs of Men reft ftill incertain, 

Let’s reafon with the worft that may befall. 

If we do lofe this Battel, then is this 

The very laft time we fhall {peak together 2 | 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that Philofophy, | 
By which I did blame Caro, for the Death | 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how; | 
But I do find it cowardly, and vile, | 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent | 
The time of Life, arming my felf with patience, 
To ftay the Providence of fume-high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caf. Then if we lofe this Battel, 

You are contented to be led in triumph, 
Through the Streets of Rome. 

Bru. No, Ca/fins,nos thiok not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 

He bears too greata Mind. But this fame Day 
Moft end that Work, the Ides of AZarch begun. 
And whether we fhall mect again, I know not ; 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take; 

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Ca/fins; 

If we do meet again, why,, we fhall {mile, 

If not, why then, this parting was well made. 

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus; 

If we domect.again, we'll {mile indeed; 
If not, *tis true, this parting was well made. 
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Bru. Why then leadon. O that a Man might know 
The end of this Day’s Bufinefs, e’cr it come; 
But it fufficeth, that the Day will end, 
And then the end is known. Come ho, away. 
Alarum. Exzter Brutus and Mcfiaia. 
Bru. Ride, ride, Adeffala, ride and give thefe Bills 
Unto the Legions, on the other fide. | Loud Alara, 
Let them fet on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanor in Oéfavio’s Wing; 
And {udden puth gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, AZeffala, let them all come down. 
Alarums. Enter Caflvus axd Titinius, 
Caf: O look, Titinins, look, the Villains fly! 
My felf have to mine own turn'd Enemy; 
This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Tit. © Caffias, Brutus gave the word tao early, 
Who having fome advantage on Ottavins 
Took it too eagerly; his Soldiers fell to {poil, 
Whilft we by xtony are all inclos'd. 
Enter Pindarus. 
Pind. Fly further off my Lord, fly further off, 
Mark. Antony is in your Tents, my Lord; 
Fly therefore, Noble Caffius, fly far off. 
Caf. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinias, 
Arethofe my Tents where I perceive the Fire? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caf: Titinins, ifthou loveft me, 
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
‘Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reft aflur’d, 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. 
Tit, I will be here again, even with athought. — [ Exit, 
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hid, 
My fight was ever thick; regard Titinins, 
And tell me what thou not’ft about the Field: 
This Day I breathed firft, time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there fhall I end, 
My Life is run his Compats. Sirrah, what News? 
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s Coelar. 


Pind. above. O, my Lord! 


Caf. What News? 


Pind. Titinius is eaclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spur, 


Yet. he fpurs on. 


Now Titinias! Now fome Ligl 


He’s ta‘en 





And hark, they fhout for Joy. 
Caf. Come down, behold no more ; 
O Coward that [ am, to live fo long, 


To fee my beft Friend ta’en before my Face! 


Enter Pindarus. 








Now they are almoft on him ; 
Toco & h: lights [90 





| Shout. 


Come hither Sirrah; in Parthia did I take thee Prifoner, 


And then I {wore thee, faving of thy Life, 


That whatfoever I.did bid thee do, 
Thou fhouldft atcempe ir. Comenow, keep thine Oath, 
Now be a Freeman, and with tuis good Sword 

That ran through Ce/ar’s Bowels, fearch this Bofom. 
Stand not to anfwer; here, take thou the Hilts, 


And when my Face is cover’d, as ‘tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword 





Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. 
Pin. So, I am free, yet would not fo have been, 


Darft I have done my Will. 

Far from this Country Pindaras fhall run, 

Where never Roman fhall take Note of him. 
Enter Titinius, and Meffala. 


O Caffins, 


Cefar thou art revene’d, 


| Kills himfelf. 


| Exit. 


Mef. It is but change, Titinius, for Offavins 
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus Power, 
As Caffius Legions are by Antony. 

Tit. Thele Tidings will well comfort Ca/fus. 

Mef. Where did you leave him? 


Tit. All difconfolate,; 
With Pisdarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 


Mef. Is not that he that lyes upon the Ground? 
Tit, He lyes not like the Living. O my Heart! 


Mef. Ts not that he? 


Tit. No, this was he, Azeffala, 


But Caffias is nO more. 
As in thy red Rays thou doft fink to Night, 


O fettipg Sun! 


a a me ~~ 
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So in his red Blood Caffins Day is fet ; 
The Son of Rome is fet. Our Day is gone, 
Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our Deeds are done; 
Miftruft of uty Succefs hath done this Deed. 
Mef. Miftruft of good Succefs hath done this Deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholy’s Child ! 
Why doft thou thew to the apt thoughts of Men, 
The things that ae not¢ O Error foon cenceiv’d, 
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth, 
But kill’ft the Mother rhat engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindarus ? Where art thou, Pindarus ? 
Mef. Sek him, Titinins, whilft I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report 
Into his Ears; { may fay, thrufting it; 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall] be as welcome to the Ears of Brarus, 
As tydings of this fight. 
Tit. Hye you, Aeffala, 
And I will feck for Pindarus the while. 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffas? 
Did 1 not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
Put on my Brows this wreath of Victory, 
And bid me give it thee? Didft thou not hear their Shouts? 
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing. 
Bur hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and | 
Will do his bidding. Brutus come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Caffus. 
By your leave, Gods This 1s a Roman’s part, 
[ Stabs himfelf. 
Come Caffins Sword, and find Titinius Heart. { Dies. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Mcflala, young Cato, Strato, 
Volumnins, and Lucilius. 
Bru. Where, where, Aleffala, doth his Body lye? 
Mef. Lo yonder, and Titinius Mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius Face is upward. 
Cato. He is flain. 
Bru. O Fulins Cafar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Entrat!s. { Low Alarums. 
Cato. 
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Cato. Brave Titinias ! 
Look where he have not crown'd dead Ca/fjus. 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe? 
Thou lat of ail the Romans, fare thee well; 
It is impofhble that ever Rome 
Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, I owe more Tears 
To this dead Man, than you fhall fee me pay. 
I fhall find time, Caffixs, I fhall find time 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his Body, 
His Funerals fhall not be in our Camp, 
Left it dif{comfort us. Lzcilivs come, 
And come, young Cato, jet us to the Field, 
Labio and Fluvius, {et our Battels on; 
*Tis thre a Clock, and, Romans, yet e’er Night, 





We thal try Fortune in a fecond fight. [ Exeunt. 
Alarim. Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucilius, and 
Flavius. 


Brz. Yet Countrymen, O yet, hold up your Heads, 
Cato. What Baftard doth not? who will go with me? 
I will proclaim my Name about the Field. 
Iam the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho! 
A Foe to Tyrants, aad my Country’s Friend. 
I am the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho. 
Enter Soldiers ‘and fight. 
Bra, And I am Brutus, Atarcus Brutus, | 
Brurus wy Country's Friend; know me for Brutus: 
Luc, O young and noble Cato, art thou down 2 
Why now thou dieft as bravely as Titinins, 
Ard may’ft be honour’d being Cato’s Son. 
Sold, Yield, or thou dieft: 
Luc, Only I yield to die; 
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me {traight ; 
Kill Brus, and be honour’d in his Death: 
Sold. We muft not; a Noble Prifoner. 
Exter Avtony. 
2 Sold Room ho! tell Antony, Brutzs is ta’en: 
1 Sold, \'l| tell thee News, here comes the General, 
Brutus ista’en, Brutus is ta’en, my Lord. | 
Ant. Where is he? | 
Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough. 





~~ al ated G- 
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I dare affure thee, that no Enemy 

Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus : 

The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame, 

When you do find him or alive, or dead, 

He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but Laffure you, 

A prize no lefs in worth; keep this Man fafe, 

Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have 

Such Men my Friends, than Enemies. Goon, 

And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, 

And bring us word unto Odfavins Tent, 

How every thing is chanced. | Exeunt. 

Bnuter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, avd Wolumnius, 

Bru. Come, poor remains of Friends, reft on this Rock, 
Cli. Statilliuvs (hew’dthe Torch-light, but, my Lord, 

He came not back, he is, or ta’en, or flain. 
Bru, Sit thee down, Clits; flaying is.the word, 

It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus | Whifpering. 
Cli What I, my Lord? No, not for all the World, 
Bru. Peace then, no words. 


Cli. Vl) rather kill my felf. 
' Bru. Fark thee; Dardanins ! 
Dar. Shall I do fuch a Deed 2 
Cli, O Dardanius! 
Dar. © Clitus ! 
Cli. What ill requeft did Bratus make to thee ? 
Dur. To kil him, Clita#s ; look he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that Noble Veffel full of Grief, 
That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
Bra, Come hither, good Volumuius, lit a word. 
Vol. What fays my Lord ? 
Bru. Why this, Volumuius ; 
The Ghoft of Ce/ar hath appeai’d to me 
Two feveral times by Night; at Sardis, once; 
And this laft Night, here in Philippi-Fields. 
I know my hour 1s come, 
Vol, Not fo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am {ure it 1s, Volumnins. 
Thou feeft the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have. beat us to the Pit : Low dlarnm. 
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It is more worthy, to leap in our felves, 
Than tarry “tilithey pufh us. Good Volunuins, 
T hou kvoweft that we two went to School together; 
Even for that, our love of old, I prethce 
Hold thou my Sword’s Hi't, while I run oni If. 
Vel. That’s not ao Office fora Fricnd, my Lord. 
| Alarum frill. 
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Faréwel to you, and you, and you, Vol-mmins. 
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep; 
Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen; 
My Heart doth Joy, that y:t in all my Life, 
I found no Man, but he was true to me, 
I thall have Glory by this lofing Day, 
More than Offavias and Adark Antony, 
By this vite Conqueft fhall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brutus Tongue 
Hath almoft evded his Life’s Hiftory. 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my B ones would reff, 
That have but labour’d, to attain this Hour. 
[ Alarum. Cry within, Fly, fy, fy: 





Ci. Fly, my Lord, fly 
Bra. Hence; I will tollow; 
I prethee, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpe@; 
Thy Life hath had fome {match of Honour 1n it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra, Give me your Hand firft. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Bra. Farewel, good Strato Cafar, now be ftill, 
I kill’d not thee with half fo good a Will. 
| He runs on his Sword and dies. 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony,,OGavius, Meffala, Luci- 
lius, and the Army, 
Oita. What Man is thaté 
Mef. My Matter’s Man. Strato, where is thy Matter? 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Meffala; 
The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him: 
For Bratus only overcame himfelf, 
And no Man elfe hath Honour by his Death. 





LHe. 
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Luc. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee, Bruras 
That thou haft prov’d Lucillivs fying true, 
Oéka. All that ferv’d Bratus I will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me ¢ 
Stra. Ay, if Aeffala will prefer me to you. 
Offa. Do fo, good Aeffala. 
Mef. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. Uheld the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Mef. Oétavins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft Service to my Matter. 
Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all; 
All the Con(pirators fave only he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ce/ar: 
He, only in a general honeft thought, 
And common good toall, made one of them. 
His Life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up, 
And fay to all the World; this was a Man. 
Oéta. According to his Virtue, let us ufe him, 
With all refpe&, and rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his Bonesto Night thall lye, 
Molt like a Soldier, ordered honourably. 
So call the Field to reft, and let’s away, 
To part the Glories of this happy Day. [ Exeunt omnes. 
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Draettis Perfone. 


| > ee King of Scotland. 
Malcolm, 
Donalbain, 
er a H Generals of the King’s Armys 
Lenox, 1. 

Macduff, 

peli > WNoblemen of Scotland. 
Angus, 

Cathnefs, J) 

Fleance, Soz to Banquo. 

Seyward, General of the Englith Ferces. 
Young Seyward bis Son. 

Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth. 
Son to Macduff. 

Doctor. 


Sons to the King. 


Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewomen attending on Lady Macbeth. 
Hecate and three other Witches 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, and Attendants, 
The Ghoft of Banquo, and feveral other Apparitions. 


The SCENE zn the End of the Fourth AG lyesin 
England, through the reft of ihe Play in Scot- 
land, and chiefly at Macbeth’s Ca/le. 
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ACT IL SCENEL 


S CEN E am open Heath, 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Waitches- 


. W-LT. CAA, 
HEN fhall we three meet again ¢ 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
1 Witch. When the Hurly-burly’s done, 
When the Battel’s loft ard won, 
3 Witch. That will be e’er the fet of Sun, 
woes =r Witch, Where the place ? 
2 Witch. Upon the Heath. 
3 Witch. There to meet with AZacbeth, 
1 Witch. I come, Gray-A4alkin. 
All, Padocke calls----anon----Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 
Hover through the fog and filthy Air. 
[ They rife from ihe Stage, and fly away. 


SGENE UW. @ Palace. 


Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, with Attendants, 
meeting a bleeding Gaptain. 


King. What bloody Man is that ? He can report, 
As feemeth by his Plight, of the Revolt 
The neweit State. 
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And Fortune on his damued Quarry fmiling, 
Shew a like.a Henpels W hore. But ail’s too weak: 
For brave Mache 2, Well he def es th at Name, 
Difaainir 2 Portune, With mis bran saath Steel, 
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W hich never fhook Hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
*T all be feam’d him from the-Nave to th’ Chopss 
And fix’d his Head upon our Battlements. 

King. O valiant C oufin } ¥ y Gentleman! 
et As whence the =) in gins‘his RefleGtion, 
hipwracking storms and direful Thunders breaking 
o from that § Spring, whence Comfort {eem’d to come, 

Nite omfort fwells: Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 

Jo foonei Juftice had, with Valour arm’d, 

Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their Heels. 

But the Norweyan Lord furveying Vantage, 

With farbifhe Arms and new Supplies of Men, 

Began a frefh alfa) t. 
Kin . Difmat dnot t this our Captains, AZacberh and Banqu 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


I cannot tell 
But 1 am faint, my Gathes cry for beip—— 

King. So well thy Words become thee, as thy Wounds, 

They {mack of Honour both: Go, get him Surgeons. 
Exter Roffle and Angus. 
Who comes here? 

Mal. The worthy Thane of Roffe. 

Len. What hafte looks through his Eyes? 

So fhould he look, that feems to {peak things ftrange. 

Roff. God fave the King. 

King. Whence cam’ft thou, worthy Thane? 

Roffe. From Fife, great King, 

Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Sky, 
And fan our People Cold. 

Norway himfelf, with terrible Numbers, 
Affifted by that moft difloyal Traitor, 

The Thane of Cawdor, began'a difmal Cor flict, 
‘Till that Bellona’s Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confrosted him with Self-comparifons, 

Point again Point, rebellious Arm ’gainft Aim, 
Curbing his lavith Spirit: And to conclude, 
The Victory fell on us. 

King. Great Happinefs. 

Roffe. That now Swens, the Norway's King, 
Craves Compofition: 

Nor would we deign him burial of his Men, 
Till he disburfed, at St. Colmes-hill, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general ufe. 

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor thal deceive 
Our bofom Intereft. Go, pronounce his prefent Death, 
And with his former Title, greet Macbeth. 

Roffe. Ti fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 

| Exeunt. 


S CEN E Ill. The Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1 Witch. Where haft thou been, Sifter’ 
2 Witch. Killing Swine. 
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3 Witch. Sifter, where thou 2 
1 Witch. A Sailor’s Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht ; | 
Give me, quoth I. ) 
Aroint thee, Witch, the Rump-fed Ronyon cries. 
Her Husband’s to Aleppo gone, Mafter o’'th’ Tiger : 
But in a Sieve I’ll thither fail, 
And like a Rat without a Tail, 
ili do Pil do 
2 Witch. V'll give thee a Wind, 


| 

| 

and I’ll do. 

1 Witch. Thrart kind. 








3 Witch. And I another. 

1 Witch. 1 my felf have all the other, 

nd the very Ports they blow, 

the Quarters that they know; | 
Ship-man’s Card. 
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idrain him dry as Hay ; 

Sleep fhall neither Night nor Day, 
Hang upon his Pent-houfe Lid ; 
He fhall live a Man forbid ; 
Weary Sev’nighrs, nine times nine, 


Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 


St) 


Though his Bark cannot be. loft, 
Yet it fhall be tempeft-roft. 
Look what I have. 
2 Witch. Shew me, fhew me, 
t Witch. Here, Ihave a Pilot’s Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. | Dram within 
3 Witch, A Drom, a Drum. 3 
JAacbeth doth come, 
All, The weyward Sifters, Hand in Hand, 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm’s wound up. 
Luter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other Attendants. 
Macb. So foul and fair a Day I have not feen, 
Ban. How far is’t calP'd to Soris ¢ --.- What are thele ? 
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 
"Ehat look not like th’ Inhabitants o’th’ Earth, 


And 
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And yet are on’t? Live you, or are you ought 
That Man may queftion? You feem to underftand me, 
By each at once her choppy Finger laying 
Upon her skinny Lips. You fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 
Mach. Speak if you can; what are you 2 
1 Witch. All hail, AZaebeth! hail to thee, Thaxe of Glamis | 
2 Witch. All hail, Adacbeth! hail to thee, Thaxe of Cawdor! 
3 Witch. All hail, Adacheth! that fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do you ftart, and feem to fear 
Things that do found fo fair? ith’ name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed | To the Witches. 
Which outwardly ye fhew? my noble Partner, 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great Prediction 
Of noble having, and of Royal hope, 
That he feems wrapt withal; to me you fpeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which wiil not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
Your Favours, nor your Hate. 
1 Witch. Hail! 
2 Witch, Hail! 
3 Witch. Rail! 
1 Witch. Leffer than AZacheth, and greater. 
2 Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Witch. Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou be none; 
So all hail! AZacheth and Banguo. 
1 Witch. Banguo and Macbeth, ail hail! 
Mach. Stay, you imperfe& Speakers, tell me more; 
By Sinel’s Death [ know I am Thane of Glamis; 
But how of Cawdor? The Thaze of Cawdor lives, 
A profperous Gentleman; and to be King, 
Stands not within the profpe& of belief, 
No more than to be Cawder. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence? or why, 
Upon this blafted Heath you ftop our way, 
With fuch Prophetick Greeting ? 
Spcak, I charge you. [Vieches vanifb, 
Ban. The Earth hath bubbles, as the Water has 3 
And thefe are of them: Whither are they vanilh’d? 
' Mash, 
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Mach. Into the Air: and what feem’d corporal, 
Mielted, as breath into the Wind. o 
Would they had ftaid. | 
Ban. Were fuch things here, as we do {peak about? 
Or have weeaten of the infane Koot, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? | 
Mach. Your Children fhall be Kings. 
Ban. You fhall be King. | 
Mach. And Thane of Cawder too; wentit not fo? 
Bun. Toth’ felf-fame tune, and words; who’s here? 
Enter Roffe and Angus. 
Roffe. The King hath happuiy receiv'd, Adacbeth, | 
The News of thy Succcfs; and when he reads 
Thy perfonal Venture in the Rebels Fight, | 
His Wonders and his Praifes do contend, [ae | 
Which thould be thine or his; Silenc’d with that, } 
In viewing o'er the reft o’ th’ felf-fame day; | 
He finds thee in the {tout Norweyan Ranks, | 
Nothing afraid, of what thy felf didit makes 
Strange Images of Death; as thick as Hail 
Came Poft with Poft, and every. one did bear 
Thy Praifes in his Kingdom's great Defence, 
And pour’d them down before hime 
wg. We are fent, 
ok thee, from our Royal Mafter, Thanks, 
Only to AoE thee into his fight, | 
Not pay thee. 
_ Role. And for an earneft of a greater Honour, 
He bsd me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor: 
{fn which Addition, hail, moft worthy Thane! 
Sor it is thine. 
og. Whit, can the Devil fpeak truce? 
Mach. The Thane of Cawder lives ; 
Whyggo you drefs me in this borrowed Robes ¢ 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, — | 
Bur under heavy Soot bears that Life, | 
hict deferves 10 lote. 
ga bait was combin’d with thofe of Norway, 
Or elf did line the Rebel with hidden help, 
And vantage; or that with both he labour’d 


1a his Country’s wrack, I know not: es 


— “Q> es we 
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But Treafors Capital, confefs'd, and prov dy 
Have overthrown him. 

Mach. Glamis, avd Thane of Cawaor ! | Afide. 
The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. | 70 Angus, 
Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings? | 7o Banquo. 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no lefs to them? 

Ban. That trufted home, 

Might yet enkindle you into.the Crown, 
Befides the Thane of Cawdor. But ’us-ftrange: 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The Inftruments of darknefs tcll us Truths; 
Win us with honeft Trifles, to betray's 

In deepeft Confequence, 


Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To Rofle and Angus. 
Mach. Two Truths are told, | Afides 


As happy Prologues to the {welling A& 

Of the imperial Theam. I thank you, Gentlemen ——— 
This fupernatural folliciting 

Cannot be ill 3 cannot be good If ill ? 
Why hath it given me earneft of fuccefs, 
Commencing in a Truth ? Lam Thane of Cawdor. 
If good #? Why do I yield to that Suggeftion, 

W hofe horrid Image doth unfix my Hair, 

And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribs, 
Again{t the ufe of Nature ? Prefent fears 

Are lefs than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, Wlofe murther yet is but fantaftical, 
Shakes fo my fingle State of Man, 

That Funétion is {mother’d in furmife, 

And nothing is, but what is not. 

Ban. Look how our Partnes’s rapt. 

Mach. If Chance will have me King, why Chance may 
crown me | Ajide. 
Without my ftir. 

Ban. New Honours come upon him, 

Like our ftrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of. ufe. 
Mach. Come what.come may, 


Time and the Hour 1s thro’ the rougheft Day. 





Ban, 
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Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upon your leifure. 
Macb, Give me your Favour : 
My dull Brain was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kind Gentlemen, your Pains are reviltred, 
Where every Day I turn the Leaf to read them: 
Let us toward the King ; think upon [To Banque, 
What hath chanc’d, and at more time, 
The interim having weigh’d it, let us {peak 
Our free Hearts each to other, 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Atacb. *Till then enough : 


Come, Friends, | Exennt, 


° CEN E 1V. -A Palace. 


Floarifo, Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, and 
Attendants. 


King. Is Execution done on Cawdor? 
Are not thofe in Commiffion yet return’d 2 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I have {poke with one that faw him die: 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confefs'd his Treafons, implor’d your Highnelfs pardon, 
And fet forth a deep R.epentance, 
Nothing in his Life became him, 
Like the Leaving it. He dy’d, 
As one that had been ftudied in his Death; 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow’d, 
As ’twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. There’s no Art, 
To find the Mind’s Gonftru@ion in the Face: 
He was a Gentleman on whom I built 
An abfolute truft, 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roffle, and Angus. 
O worthieflt Coufin ! 
The Sin of my Ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me, Thou art fo far before, 
That fwifteft Wind of Recompence is flow, 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadft lefs deferv’d, x 
at 
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That the Proportion both of Thanks and Payment, 
Might have been mine: Only I have left to fay, 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Mach, The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays it felf. . 
Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties ; 
And our Duties areto your Throne.and. State, 
Children and Servants; which do but what they fhould, 
By doing every thing fafe toward your Love 
And Honour. 

King. Welcome hither - 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That haft no lefs defery’d, and muft be known, 
No lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. 

Ban, There if I grow, 
The Harveft is your own, 

King. My plenteous Joys, 
Wanton in tulnefs, feek to hide themfelves 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinfman, Thanes, 
And you, whofe Places are the neareft, know, 
We will eftablith our Eftate upon 
Our eldeft, A/alcolm, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which Honour muft 
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only, 
But figns of Noblenefs, like Stars fhall fhine 
On all Defervers. From hence to Exvernes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mach, The reft is labour, which isnot us'd for you ; 
D’ll be my felf the Harbinger,sand make joyful 
The hearing of my Wife with your approach, 

So humbly take my leave, 

King. My worthy Cawdor! 

Mach. The Prince of Cumberland! that is a ftep, 
On which I muft-fall down, or elfe o’er-leap, | Afide. 
For in my way it lies, Stars hide your Fires, 

Let not Light fee my black and deep defires; 
The Eye wink at the Hand; yet let that be, 
Which the Eye fears, when -it is done, to fee. | Exits 





King. 








2310 € [pageay Of iWiacbeth. 


7 


King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full fo valiant, 
And in his Commendations { am fed ; 
It isa Banquet to me, let’s afcer him, 
W hofe care is gone before, to bid us welcome: 
it isa peerlefs Kinfman. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. An Apariment im Macbeth’s 
Cajile. 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone with a Letter. 

Lady. They met me inthe Day of Succefs; and I have learn'a 
by the perfectet Report, they have more in them, than mortal 
Knowledge. » When I burnt in defire ta queftion them further, 
they made themfelves Air, into whith they vani fRd. Woiles I 
ftood rapt in the wonder of it, came Adiffives from the Kings 
whe all, hail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title before 
thefe wayward Sifters faluted me, and referr a meto the coming 
on of time, with hail King that fhalt be. This have 1 thought 
good to dcliver thee (my dearefit partner of Greatne{s) that thou 
migh:' ft not lofe the dues of rejoycing by being ignorant. of what 
Greatne/s is promis’d thee. Lay it to thy fdeart, and farewtls 


Glamis thou «ft, and Cawdor and fhalt be 
What thou art promisd. Yet Ido fear thy Nature; 
It is too full o’ th’ Milk of human Kindnefs, 
To catch the neareft way. Thou would{t be great, 
A:t not without Ambition, but without 
The Llloefs fhould attend it. What thou wouldit highly, 
That would thou holily ; wouldft not play falfe, 
Acnd yet wguldit wrongly win. 
Thou’dft have, great Glamis, that which cries; 
Thus thou muft do tf thou have it; 
And that which rather thou doft fear to do, 
Than withe% thould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine Ear, 
And chaftife with the Valour of my Tongue 
Allthat thee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyfical aid doth feem én j 
To have thee ‘crown’d witha’. 
Enter MMeffengers 
What is your Tidings ¢ 





Mefi 
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Mef: The King comes here to Night. 
Lady. Thou’rt md to fay it. 
Is not thy Malter with him? who, wer’t fo, 
Would have inform’d for Preparation. 
Mef: So pleafe you, it Is true: Our Thane is comings 
One of my Fellows had the ese of him; 
W ho almoft dead for Breath, had fcarcely more 
Than would make up his Meflage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 


He brings great News. The Raven himfelf is hoarfe, 
| Ex Meffenger. 
‘T hat-croaks the fatal entrance of Dancan 


Under my Battlements. Cony you Spirits, 
That tend a mortal Thoughts, unfex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown to She Toe, top-full 
Of direft Cruelty ; make th ick my Blood, 

Stop v pt the ac celts a and pau (fa ape to o Remorfe, 

That ro compunGious vilitings of Nature 

Shake my fell Purpofe, nor keep Peace between 
Th’ effect, and ir, Come to my Woman's Breafts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth’riog Minifters, 


~~ ee es 
W here-e ver In vou r figh ee Subitances, 
You wait on IN fo cari e "5 M fel ief, Come, | thick Nie oht, 
And pall thee In the d unnel $ Smoak of Hell, 
aie 7 —- ; “ jie ae 
hat my keen’ Knife fee nor the wound it makes, 

Nor Heav’o-pvep through the Blanket of the dark; 

NRE * 

Enter Macbeth, 

’ . ¥ ; ; Ls 

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! [Embracing ime 
Csreater than both, DY the all i ail it ereafter, 
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Look like the time, bear welcome in your Eye, ri 
Your Hand, your Tongue; look like the innocent Flower, +) 
But be the Serpent under’r. He that’s coming, 
Muit be provided for; and you fhall put 
This Night’s great Bufinefs into my difpatch, 
Which fhall to all our Nighis and Days to come, 
Give folely fovereign Sway and Mafterdom. : 
Mach. We will {peak further. 
Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter Favour ever is to fear. 
Leave all the reft to me. [Exennt, 


SCENE IV. The Caftle Gate. 


Hautboys and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Eanquo, Lenox, Macduff, Rofle, Angus, and Attendants. 


King. This Caftle hath a plefant Seat; the Air 
Nimbly and {weetly recommends it felf 
Unto our gentle Senfes. 

Ban. This Guelt of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Martlet does approve, 
By his lov’d Manfonry, that the Heav’n’s breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle: 
Where they moft breed, and haunt, I have obferv’d. 
The Air ts delicate. 

Enter Lady. | 

King. See! fee, our honour’d Hoftefs : 
The Love that follows us, fometime is our Trouble, 
Which {till we thank as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you fhall bid god-eyld us for your Pains, 
And thank us for your Trouble. 

Lady. All our Service, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor, and fingle Bufinefs, to contend 
Againft thofe Honours deep, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majefty loads our Houfe: 
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap’d up to them, we reft your Flermits, 


King. 


EAS > Rm Sagem 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 4 21 3 


King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We courlt him at the Heels, and had a purpofe 
‘To be his Purveyor : But he rides well, 
And his great Love, fharp as his Spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us: Fair and noble Hoftefs, 
We are your Gueft to Night. 

Lady. Your Servants ever, 
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt, 
(To make their Audit at your Highnefs Pleafure, 
Still to return your own. | 

King. Give me your Hand; | | 
Condu@ me‘to’mine Hoft, we love him highly, 
And iliall continue our Graces towards high 


By your leave, Hoftefs. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. An Apartment. 


Hantboys,: Torches. Enter ‘divers Servants with Difhes and 
Service over the Stage. Then Macbeth. 


Mach. Vf it were done, when “tis done, then *twere well 

Tt were done quickly ; if the Affaffination 

Could trammel up the Confequence, and catch 

With his furceafe, Succefs + that btit this blow 

Might be the all, and be the end ofyall—_- Here; 

But here, upon this Bank and School of time ——~ 

We'ld jump the Life to come. But in thefe Cafes, 

We ftill have Judgment here, that we but teach 

Bloody Inftructions, which being taught, retura 

To plague th’ingredience of our poifon’d Chalice 

To our own Lips. He’s here in double truft: 

Firft, as ] am his Kinfman, and his Subje@, 

Strong both againft the Deed ; then, as his Hoft, 

Who fhould againft his Murtherer fhut the Door, 

Not bear the Knife my felf. Befides, this Duncan, 

Fath born his Faculty fo meek, hath been 

So clear in his great Office, that his Virtues 

Will plead lke Angels, Trumpet tongu’d againft 

The deep Damnation of his taking off : 

And Pity, like a naked New-born Babe, 

Striding the Blaft, or Heav’ns Cherubin, hors’d 3 
Von, Ye teen ae ag Upon 
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Upon the fightlefs Curriers of the Alr, 
Shall blow the’ horrid deed in every Eye, 
That Tears fhall drown the Wind. I have no Spur 
To prick the fides of my Intent, but osly 
Vauking Ambition, which o’er-leaps it felf 
Enter Lady. 
‘And falls on th’other—————= 
How now ? What News® 
T.ady. He has slmoftfup’d; why have you left the Chamber? 
Mach. Hath he ask’d for me ? | 
Lady. Know you not, he has ? | 
Mach. We. will proceed no further in this Bufinefs. 
He hath honour’d me*ofe lates and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of Peoples 
Which would be worn now in their new eft Glofs, 
Nor caft afide fo foon. 3 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you'dreft your: felf? Hath it flept fince ¢ 
And wakes itnow to look {© green and»pale, 
At what.it did fo freely. ? From this time, «. 
Such L account thy loves ;,Art thou afraid. .. 
To be the fame.in thine.own AG, and Valour, ; 
As thou art. in-defire? wouldit thou have that 
Which thou efteem'ft the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Coward in thine own Efteem ¢ 
Letting I dare.not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Cat i’th’ Adage. 
Mach. Prethee, Peace: 
I dare do all that may become.a Man; 
Who dares do more 1s none. 
Lady. What Beaft wast then, 
Tat made you break this.enterprize to. me? 
When you durft do it, then you were a Man; 
Avd to, be more than what you, were, you would 
Be fo much more the Man. .Nor time, noc. piace 
Did then adhere, and yet you, would make both : 
They have made them/elves, and that their fitnefs now 
Do’s unmake you. I have gtven Suck, and know 
How tender ’tis to love the Babe that milks me-== 
1 would, while ir was: fmiling nm my Face, | 


Haye pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs Gums, A 
4g n 





en tod 
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And dafht the Brains out, had I but fo fworn 
As you have done to this. 
Mach. If we-thould fail ? 
Lady. We fail! 
But {crew your Courage to the fticking Place, 
And we'll not fail. When Dzucan is afleep, 
(Whereto the rather fhall his day’s hard Journey 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with Wine and Waflel, fo convince, 
That Memory, the warder of the Brain, 
Shall be a Fume, and the receipt of Reafon 
A Limbeck only 3; when in fwinifh fleep, 
Their drenched Natures lye as in a Death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th’unguarded Duncan ¢ What, not put.upon 
His fpungy Officers, who fhall bear the Guile 
Of our great Quell 2 
Mach. Bring forth Men-Childtem only : 
For thy undaunted Metal fhould compofe 
Nothing but Males. Will it not.be receiv’d; 
When we have mark'd with Blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us'd theirvery Daggers, 
That they have don’t ? 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we fhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 
Upon his Death 2 
Mach. I am fetled, and bend»up 
Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, 
Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow, 
Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know. 


[| Exeunt. 








A.C Teslk «5-2 be Bok 
S C E'N £ ‘@ Ball. 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch before him. 


Ban, Ow goes the Night, Boy ? 
H Fle. The Moon is down: I have not heard 
the Clock. 


R 2 Bane 
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Ban. And the-goes down at Twelve. 
Fie. 1 take’t ’tis later, Sir. 
Ban. Hold, take mySword ; there's Husbandry in Heay'n, 
Their Candlesare all ou's——— Take thee that too, 
A heavy Summons lyes 1ke Lead upon me, 
And yet I would not flep.: Merciful Powers 
Reftrainin. me the curfed Thoughts, that Nature 


Gives way to in repole. 
Eater Macbeth, avd a Servant with a Torch. 
Give me my Sword : Who’s there ? 
Mach, A Friend. 
Ban, What, Siry not yet at reft? The King’s a-bed, 
He hath becn in: unufual Pleafure, 
And fent*forth a great Largefs to your Officers, 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal, 
By the Name of molt kind Hoftefs, 
And fhut it vp in meafurelcfs Content. 
Mach, Being unprepai’d, 
Our Will became the Servant to defe, 
Which elle thould free have wrought. 
Ban, “All's well. 
Tt dreamt Jaf Night of che three weyward Sifters; 
To you they have fhew'd fome Truth. 
Mach. 1 think not of them ; 
Yet when we can intreat an Hour to ferve 
We would {pend fome Words upon that Bufinels, 
If you would grant the times 
Ban. At your kind Leifure. 
Mach, \f you fhall ckave to my Confent, when “tis, 
Tt fhall make Honour foryoue 
Ban? So [ lofe none, 
In fecking to augment it, but {till keep 
My Bofom Franchis’d, ind Allegiance clear, 
1 fhall be counfell’d. 
—a4ach. Good.Repof’e the while. 
Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. [ Exit Banquo. 
Mach. Go, bid thy Miltrefs, when my Drink is ready, 
She ftrike upon the Bell. Ger thee to:bed. | Exit Servant. 
is this a Dagger whichd fee before me, 
The Handle toward my Hand? Come let me clutch thee—— 
ass) 
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I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill, 
Art thou nor, fatal Vifion. fenfible 
To feeling, as to fight? Or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Mind, a falfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the Heat-opprefled Brain? 
I fee thee yet; ‘in form, as palpable 
Asthis which now I draw. 
Thou marfhal’{t me the way that] was going, 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to ufe. — 
Mine Eyes are’made the Fools c’th’ other Senfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft I fee thee fill, 
And on thy Blade, and Dudgeor, Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not fo before. There’: no fuch thing----- 
It is the bloody Bufinefs, which informs 
This to mine Eyes. Now over the one half world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams,abufe 
The Curtain’d fleep; now Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heéate’s Offerings, and wither'd Murther; 
Alarum’d by his Sentinel, the Wolf, 
Whofe howl’s his Watch, thus with his ftealthy pace, 
With Tarqain’s ravithing fides, towards his Defign 
Moves likeaGhoft. Thou fourand firm-fer Earth, 
Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very Stones prate of my whixe about, 
And take the prefent Horror from the time, 
Which now fuits with ir. Whilft I threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of Deeds too cold breach gives. 
| A Bill rings. 





I go, and it is done; the Bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it isa Knell, 
That fummons thee to Heav’r, o1 to Hell. [ Exit, 
Enter Laity. (bdld: 
Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What hath quencht them, hath givenme Fire. Hark! Peace! 
I¢ was the Owl that thriek’d, the fatal Bell-Man, 
Which gives the ftern’{t good Night-----he 1s about it-+--s 
The Doors are open; and the furfeited Grooms 
Do mock their Charge with Snores, I have drugg’d: their 
Poflets, os 
R3 Thee 
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That Death and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Who's there? “What ho? 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have awak’d, 
And tis not done; the Attempt, and not the Deed 
Confounds us---Hark !---+I laid their Daggersready, 
He could not mifs ’em. Had he not'refembled 
My Father as he flept, f had don’t--- My Husband! 
Mach. L have done the deed Didft not thou 
hear a Norte? 
Lady. 1 heard the Owl {cream,and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you {peak ? oe 
Mach. When? | 
Lady. Now. 
Mach. As I defeended? 
Lady. Ay. 
Mach. Hark! 
Lady. Donalbaine. | 
Mich. This is a forry fight. ¥ 25 | 
Lady. A foolith Thought, to fay a‘forry fight. | 
Mach. There’s one did laugh in’sfleep,-andone cry ¢ 
Murther, 
That they did wake each other; I ftood, and*heard them; 
But they did fay their Prayers, and addreft thim 
Again to fleep. 
Lady. There-are two lode’d together. 
Mach. One cry’d, God blefs us, and Amen the other, 
As they had feen me with thefe Hangman’s Hands, 
Liftning their Fear; I could nor fay Amen, 
When they did fay, God blefs us.- 
Lady, Confider tt not fo deeply. ’ 
Mach. But wherefore could-net I pronounce Amen? 
I had moft necd of Bleffing, and Amen ftuck in my Throst. 
Lady. Thefe Deeds muft*not be thought,’ after thefe 
ways 
So, it will make us mad. 
Mach. Methought Lheard-a Voice ery, Sleep no mores 
Macheth does murther fleep, the innocent {lcep, 
Sicep that knits up the ravell’d Sleeve of Care, 
The Death of each day’s Life, fore Labours Bath, 
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Balm of hurt Minds, great Nature’s fecond Courle, 
Chief Nourifher in Life’s Feait. 

Lady. What do you mean ¢ 
“Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the Houfes 
Glamis hath murther’d Sleep, and therefore Cawaor 
Shall fleep no more; AZacbeth fhall fleep no more. 

Lady. Who was it that thus cry’d? Why, worthy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble Strength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things; go, get fome Water, 
And wath this filthy Witnefs from your Hand. 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place? 
They muft lye there. Go, carry them, and fmear 
The fleepy Grooms with Blood. 

Mach. Vil go no more; 
Iam afraid, to think what I have done; 
Look on’t again, I dare not, 

Lady, Infirm of purpofe ! 
Give me the Daggers; the fleeping and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures; ’tis the Eye of Childehood, 
That fears a painted Devil. If he do bleed, 
Pl gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 


For it muft feem their Guilt. | [ Exit. 
Kuock within. 
Mach. Whence is that Knocking¢ [ Starting 


How is’t with me, when every Noife appalls me¢ 
What Hands are here? Hah! they pluck out mine Eyes, 
Will all great Weptane’s Ocear wath this Blood 
Clean from my Hand? No, this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sea incarnadine, 
Making the green one red. 
Enter Lady. 

Lady. My Hands are of your Colour; but I fhame 
To wear a Heart fo white. [ Knock. 
IL hear a Knocking at the South Entry; 
Retire we to our Chamber; 
A little Water clears us of chis deed. 
How eafie is it then? Your Conftancy 
Hath left you unattended. 
Hark, more Knocking. | Knock, 
Gert on your Night-Gown, left. occafion Cali us, 
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And (hew us to be Watchers; be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts, 
Mach. To krow my deed; [ Kuocke 
*T were beft not know my {elf 
Wake Duncan with this Kaocking: 
I would thou could’ft. [ Exennt. 


Enter a Porter. 

[Knocking within. 
Port. Here’s a Knocking indeed: If a Man were Porter 
of Hell-Gate, he frould have old turning the Key, Kuocks 
Knock, ‘knock, Knock. Who's there, 1th’ name of Bel 
zebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang’d himfelf on th’ ex- 
pe@ation of Plenty: Come in time, have Napkins enough 
about you, here you'll fweat for’t. Knock, Knock, knock, 
Why's there in th’ other Devils Name? Faith, here’s an 
Equivocator, that could fwear in both the Scales, 
gainft either Scale, who committed Treafon enough for 
God’s fake, yet could not equivocate to Heav’n: Ohcome 
in, Equivocator.® Knock. Knock, knock, knock, Who's 
there? Faith, here’s an Englifb Taylor come hither for 
ftealing out of a French Hofe: Come in Taylor, hereyou 
may roaft your Goofe. Knick, Knock, knock, never at quiet! 
Whar are you? But ‘this place istoo cold for Hell.’ Fill 
Devil-porter it no farthe¥: I had thought to have let in 
fome of all Profeffions, ‘that go the Primrofe way to th’ 
everlafting Bonfire. Knock, Anon, anon, I pray you re 

member the Porter. 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 

Macd. Was it fo late, Friend, «’er you wentto bed, 
That you do lye fo late? 

Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing ’till the fecond Cock: 
And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 

Macd, What three things does Drink  efpecially pro- 
voke@ 

Port. Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes the 
Defire, but it takes away the Performance, Therefore much 
Drink may be fiid to be an Equivocator with Letchery 5 


147 #0 makes him and it mars hm; it fets him on, and it takes 


him off; it perfwades him, and difheartens him; eee 
an 
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ftand to, and not ftand to; in Conclufion, equivocates him 
into a fleep,’ and giving him the Lie, leaves him. 

Maca. X believe Drink gave thee the Lie laft Night. 

Port. Thatit did, Sir,i’ the very Throat on me; but f 
requited him for his Lie, and, I think, being too ftrong 
for him, though he took up my Legs fometime, yet I made 
a fhift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macd. Is thy Mafter ftirring ? 
Our Knocking has awak’d him; here he comes, 

Len. Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 

Mach. Good Morrow both. 

Maca. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Macd, He did command me to call timely on him, 
I have almoft flipt the Hour. 

Macb, Vil bring you to him. 

Macd. 1 know this is ajoyful troubleto you: 
But yet ‘tis one. 


Mach. The labour we delight in, Phyfick’s pain; 
This is the Door. 


Macd. V\\ make fo bold to ‘call, for ’tis my limited Ser- 
vice. [ Exie Macduff. 
Len. Goes the King hence to day ? 
Macd. He does; he did appoint fo. 
Len. The Night has been unruly; where we lay 
Our Chimneys were blown down. And, as they fay, 
Lamenting heard i’th’ Air; ftrange {creams of Death, 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dire Combutftions, and confus'd Events, 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time. 
The obfcure Bird elamor’d the live-long Night, 
Some fay the Earth was Feaverous, and did fhake. 
Mach, "Twas a rough Night. 
Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to ite 
Enter Macduff. 
Maucd. O horto;! horror! horror! 
Toogue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee 


Mast. 
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Mach. and Len. What’s the Matter? 

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-piece, 
Moft facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord’s anointed Temple, and ftole thence 
The Life o’th’ Building. 

Mach, What is’t you fay? the Life? 

Len. Mean you his Majeity ¢ 

Macd. Approach the Chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me fpeak; 
See, and then {peak your felves: Awake! awake! 

[ Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox, 

Maca. Ring the Alarum-Bell---Murther ! and Treafon!.-- 
Banguo, and Donalbaine! Adalcolme! awake ! 
Shake off this downy Sleep, Death’s Counterfeit, 
And look on Déath ic felf: up, ups and fee 
The great Doom’sImage! AZalcome! Banquo! 
As from your Graves rife up,and walk like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell-——— 

Bell Rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady. What's the Bufinefs ? 
That fuch an hideous Trumpet calls to Parley, 
The Sleepers of the Houfe ? Speak, fpeak. 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak« 
The Repetition in a Woman's Ear, 
Would-murther as it fell. 

Enter Banquo. 

© Banguo, Banquo, our Royal Mafter’s murther'd. 

Lady. Woe, alas! 
What, in our: Houfe¢ 

Ban. Too cruel, any where. 

Dear Duff, I prithee contradict thy felf, 
And fay, it is not fo, 
Enter Macbeth, Lenox, avd Rofle. 

Mac. Wad but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
¥ had liv’d a bleed time : For from this inftant, 
There’s nothing ferious ia Mortality; 

All is but Toys; Renown and Grace is dead; 
The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
Is left this Vault to brag of, 
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Exuter Malcolme, and Donalbaine. 

Don. What is amifs 2 

Mach, Youare, and do not know’t : 

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Blood, 
Is ftopt ; che very Source of it is ftop. 

Macd. Your Royal Father’s murderd. 

Mal, Oh, by whom ? 

Len. Thofe of his Chamber, as it fem’d, had don’t; 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with Blood 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'c, we found 
Upon their Pillows ; they ftar’d, and were diftraGed ; 
No Man’s Life was to be trufted. with them. 

Mach. O, yet I do.repent me of my fury, 

That I did kill them————— 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 

Mach. Who can be wife, amaz’d, tamp’rate, and furious, 
Loyal, and Neutral; in 4 moment ¢ N»> Man. 

Th’ expedition of my violent Love 

Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 

His filver Skin, lac’d with his Golden Blood, 

And his gath’d Stabs, look’d likea Brach in Nature, 
For Ruins wafteful entrance ; there the Murtherers, 
Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers, 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore : Who could refrain, 
That had a Heart to love, and in that Heart, 
Courage, to make’s Love known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho !—— [ Seeming to faint. 

Macd. Look to the Lady. 

Mal. Why do we hold our Tongues, 

That moft may claim this Argument for ours? 

Don, What fhould be f{poken here, 

Where our Fate hid within an awger-aole, 
May ruth, and feize us ¢ Let's away, 
Our Tears are not yet brew’d. 

Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Upon the foot of Motion, | 

Ban. Look tothe Lady; [Lady Wacbeth és carried ous. 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 

That fuffer in expofure : let us meet, 
And queftion this moft bloody piece of Work, 
To know it further, Fears and Scruples fhake us: 
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Inthe great hand of God I ftand, and thence, 
Againft the undivulg’d pretence I fight 
OF treafonous Malice. 
Mach. And fo do I. 
All. So all. 
Mach. Let’s briefly put on manly readinefs, 
And meet i’ th’ Hall together. 
All. Well contented. [ Exeunt, 
Mal. Wirat will you do% Let’s not confort with them: 
To thew an unfele Sorrow, is an Ofhice 
Which the falfe Man does eafie. Vil to England. 
Don. To Ireland, 1; our {eparated Fortune, 
Shall keep us both the fafer, where we are, 
There’s Daggers in Mens Smiles; the near in Blood, 
The nearer bloody. 
Mal. This murtherous fhaft that’s fhot, 
Hath not yet lighted; and our fafeft way, 
Is to’avoid the aim. Therefore to Horfe, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But thift away; there’s warrant in that Fheft, 


Which fteals it felf, when there's no Mercy left. 
ie [ Exennt. 


SCENE IL. 
Enter Rofle, with an Old Man. 


Old 14. Threefcere and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which time, I have feen % 
Hours dreadfsl, and things flrange; but this fore Night 
Hath trif’d tormer knowi0gs. 

Roffe. Ah, good Fa her, 
Thou feeft the Héav’ns, astroubled with Man’s Aa, 
Threaten his bloody Stage: By th’ Clock “tts Day; 
And yet dark Nog! t ftrangles the travelling Lamps 
Is’t Night’s predominance, or the Day’s fhame, 
That darknefs does the face of Earth intomb, 
When living Light fhould kifs it? 

Old M. ’Tis unnatural, 
Even like the Deed that’sdone, On Tuefday laft, 
A Faulcon towring in. her pride of Place, i 
Was by a mouling Owl hawkt at, and kill'd. 
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Roffe. And Duncan’s Horfes, 
A thing moft ftrange and certain! 
Beautcous and fw'ft, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn’d wild in Nature, broke their Stalls, flung out, 
Contendixg ’gairft Obedience, as they would 
Make War with Mankind, 
Old M4. Tis faid, they eat each other. 
Rofle. They did fo; 
To th’ amazement of mine Eyes, that look’d upon’t. 
Enter Macduff. 
Here comes the good AZacduff. 
How goes the World, Sir, now ? 
i adacd. Why fee you not? 
Roffe. 1s’t known who did this more than bloody Deed 
Micd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flain. 
Roe. Alas the Day! 
What good could they pretend? 
Macd. They were fuborn’d; 
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the King’s two Sons, 
Are ftoln away and fled, which puts upon them 
Sufpicion of the Deed. 
Roffe. ’Gainft Nature {tills 
Thrif:lefs Ambition! that will ravensupon 
Thine own lives means; then ’tis moft like 
The Sovereignty will fall upon Azacbeth. 
Macd, He is already nam’d, and gone to dcone 
To be inveited, 
Riffe. Where is Duncan’s Body? 
Macd.: Carried to Colme fhill, 
The Sacred Srore-houfe of his Predeceflors, 
And Guardian of their Bones, 
Roffe. Wall you to Scone? 
Macd. No, Coufin, Vl to Féfe: 
Roffe. Well, I will thither. 
Macd. Well may you fee, things well done there; adieu. 
Left our old Robes fit eafier than our newe 
Roffe. Farewel, Father. 
Ola M4. God’s benifon go with you, Sirs; and with thofe 
That would make good of bad, and F'riends of Foes. | Exennt. 


ACT 
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A C.F. Il: 3:8CiBisini tives 
SCENE 4 Royal Apartment. 


Enter Banquo. 


Ban. HOU haft it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weyward Women promis’d, and I fear 
Thou plaid’ft moft foully for’t: Yet it was faid 
It fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity, 
But that my felf fhould be the Root, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee, Afacberh, their Speeches fhine, 
Why by the Verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And fet me up im hope? But hufh, no more. 
Trumpets found. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth, 
Lenox, Roffle, Lords and Attendants. 
Mach. Here’s our chief Guelt. 
Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Fealt, 
And all things unbecoming. 
Mach. To Night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir, 
And V’ll requeft your prefence. 
Ban. Lay your Highnefs’s 
Command upon me, ro the which, my Duties 
Are witha molt indiffolubletye 
For ever koit. 
Mach. Ride you this Afterngon? 
Ban. Ay; my good Lord. ‘* | 
Mach. We fhould have elfe defir’d your good Advice, 
Which til] hath been both grave and profperous, 
In this Day’s Council; but we'll take to Morrow. 
Is’t far you ride ? 
Ban. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
®>T wixt this and Supper. Go not my Horfe the better, 
1 muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a dark hour or twain. 
Mach. Fail not our Feait. 
Ban. My Lord, I will not. 
Mach. We hear, our bloody Coulins are beftow’d 
In England, and in Ireland, not confelling Ae 
ler 
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Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 
With ftrange Invention, bat of that to Morrow, 
When therewithal we fhall have caufe of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to Horfe: 
Adieu, *cill you return at Night. 
Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my Lord; our time does call upon’s. 
Mach. 1 with your Horfes {wift, and fure of Foot: 
And fo Ido commend you to their Backs, 
Farewel. | Exit Banquo, 
Let every Man be Mafter of his Time, 
"Till feven at Night, to make Society 
The {weeter welcome: We will keep our felf 
Till Supper time alone: While then, God be with you. 
[ Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords. 
Sirrah, a word with you: Attend thefe Men | To aServant, 
Our pleafure? 
Ser. They are, my Lord, without the Palace Gate. 
Macb, Bring them before us, | Exit Servant. 
To be thus, is nothing, 
But to be fafely thus: Our fears in Bangno 
Stick deep, and in his Royalty of Nature 
Reigns that which would be fear’d. *Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his’ Mind, 
He hatha Wifdom that doth guide his Valour, 
To a& in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whofe Being I do fear: And under him, 
My Genius is rebuk’ds; as it is faid 
Mark: Anthony’s was by Ce/ar; he chid the Sifters, 
When farft they put the Name of King upon me, 
And bad them {peak to him; then Prophet like, 
They hail’d him Father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my Head, they plac'd a fruitlefs Crown, 
And. put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal Hand, 
No Son of mine fucceeding: Ift be fo, 
For Banguo’s Iffue have 1 fil’d my Mind, 
For them, the pracious Dasncan have I murther'd, 
Put Rancors in the Veflel of my Peate 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Given to the common Enemy of Man, 
To 
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To make them Kings, the Seeds of Bazgquo Kings: 
Rather than fo, come Fate into the Lilt, 

And Champion me to th’ utterance 
Who's there ? 





Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Now go to the Door, atid ftay there till we call. | 
| Exit Servant, | 


Mur. It was, fo pleafe vour Highnefs. 
Mach. Well then, eon 
Now you have confider’d of my Speeches? know Kor Les 
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you 
So under Fortune, which you thought had been 
Our innocent felf, this I made good to you, | 
Tn our laft Conference, paft in probation with you: | 
How you were born 10 Hand, how croft, the Inftruments, | 
Who wrought with them: And all things elfe that might 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion crazd, 
Say, thus did Banque. 
1 Mur. You made it known to us. | 
Mach. 1 did fo; and went further, which is now 
Out poirit of fecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patience fo predominant in your Natures 
That you can let this go? Are you fo Gofpell’d 
To pray for this good Man, and for his Iflue, 
Whofe heavy Hard hath bow’d you to the Grave, 
And beggar’d yours for everé 
1 Mur. Weare Men, my Liege. 
Mach, Ay, in the Catalogue ye go for Men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogs} the valued file 
Diftinguifhes the {wift, the flow, the fubdle, 
The Houfe-Keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the,Gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos’d? whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 


That 
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That writes them all alike: and fo of Men. 
Now, if you have a ftation inthe file, 
And not in the worft rank of Manhood, fay it; 
And [ will puc the bufinefs in your Bofoms, 
Whole Execution ta\es your Enemy off ; 
Grapples you to the Heart, and love of us, 
Vio wear our Health but fickly-in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfea. 

2 Mur. 1 am one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blows aod Buffets of the World 
Have fo incens’d that I am recklefs what 
I do, to {pite the World, 

1 A4ur. And I another, 
So weary with Difafters, tuge’d with Fortune, 
That I would fet my, Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on’t. 

Mach Both of you 
Know Banquo was your Enemys 

Adar. ‘True, my Lord. 

Macb.So is he mire: and in fuch bloody diftance, 
That every Minute of his being, thrafts 
Againft my near’{t of Life; and though I could 
With bare-fac’d Power fweep him from my fight 
And bid my will avouch it; yer I muft nor, 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
W hofe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Whol my felf ftruck down : and thence it is, 
That I to your affiftance do make love, 
Masking the bufinefs from the common Eye, 
For fundry weighty Reafons. 

2 Mur. We thall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 

tr Mur. Though our Lives i 

Mach. Your Spirits thine through you. 
Within this Hour, at moft, 
I will advife you where to plant your felves; 
Acquaint you with the perfe& Spy o’th’ rime, 
The moment on’t, for’t muft be done to Nights 
And fomething from the Palace: always thought, 
That I require a clearnefs 3 and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work ; 

Vou. ¥Y. ta § Fleance, 
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Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, 
Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me, 
Than is his Father’s, muft embrace the fate 
Of that dark Hour. Refolve your felves a-part, 
Vj] come to you anon, 
Mur. We are refolv’d, my Lord. 
“Mach. Vl call upon you ftraight; abide within, 
Tt is concluded ; Banquo, thy Soul's flighe. 
If it find Heav’n, muft find it out to Night. | Exewnt. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 
Lady. 1s Banquo gone from Court ¢ 
Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to Night. 
Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leifure, 
For afew words. 
Serv. Madam, [ will. | [Exit. 
Lady. Nought’s had, all’s f{pent, | 
Where our defire is got without content: 
’Tis fafer, to be that which we deftroy, 
Than by deftruétion dwell in doubtful joy. 
Enter Macbeth. 
How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone ¢ 
Of forrieft Fancies your Compainions making, 
Ufing thofe Thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy’d 
With them they think on; things without all remedy 
Should be without regard ; what’s done, is done 
Mach. We have {corch’d the Snake, nor kill’d it: 
She'll clofe, and be her felf, whilft our poor Malice 
Remains in danger of her former Tooth, 
But let the frame of things disjoint, 
Both the Worlds fuffer, 
E’er we will eat our Meal in fear, and fleep 
In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams, 
That fhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 
In reftlefs ecftafie. Duncan is in his Grave ; 
After Life’s firful Fever, he fleeps well, 
Treafon has done his worft ; nor Steel nor Poifon, 
Malice Domeftick, Foreign Levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 


Lady, Come on; 
- Gentle 


be Es bo ag 
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Gentle, my Lord, fleep o’er your rugged Looks, 
Be bright and jovial ‘mong your Guefts to Night. 

Mach. So fhall I, Love, and fol pray be you ; 
Let your remembrance {till apply to Bangno, 

Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue: 
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our Honours 

fn thefe fo flattering ftreams, 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 

Lady. You muft leave this. 

Mach, O, fall of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife ! 
Thou know’ft, that Banquo and his Fleance lives, 

Lady. Butin them, Nature's Copy’s not eterne. 

Macb. Vhere’s comfort yet, they are affailable, 
Then be thou jocund : e’er the Bat hath flown 
His Cloyfter’d flight, e’er to black Hecat’s Summons 
The fhard-born Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 

Hath rung Night’s yawning Peal, there fhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Mach. Be inocent of the Knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
*Till thou applaud the deed : Come, fealtng Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 

And with thy bloody and invifible Hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 

Which keeps’ me pale. Light thickens, and the Crow 
Makes Wing to th’Rooky Wood: 

Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 

Whiles Night’s black Agents to their Preys do rowze. 
Thou marvell’ft at my words ; but hold thee fill; 
Things bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by ill: 

So prithee go with me, | Exeunt. 


S.C E-N E U1. 
SCENE A Park, the Caftle at a Diflance. 


Exuter three J4artherers. 


1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur. Macbeth 
$3 2 Mur, He 
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> Mur. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the dire@ion jult. 

1 Mur. Then ftand with us. 
Th: Welt yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of Day. 
Now fpurs the fareft Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and ncar approaches 
The fibje@ of our Watch. 


2 Mur. Hark, 1 hear Horfes. 
Banguo within, Give us a Light there, ho. 


22 ag Then ‘tis he: 

The reft, that are within the note of expectation, 
Already are 1th’ Court. 

x Mur. His Horfes go about. 

3 Adar. Almoft a Mile: but he does ufually, 
So all Men do, from hence to th’ Palace Gate, 
Make it their walk. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with @ Torch. 

2 Adur. A Light, a Light. 

3 Mur. *Tis he. 

1 Mur. Stand tot. 

Ban. It will be rain to Night. 
| They fall upon Banquo ana kill him; in the fcujfie Fleance efcapes. 

1 Ader. Let it come down. 

Ban. O, Treachery ! 

Fly, good Fleance; fly, fly, fly, 
Thou may’it revenge. O Slave | [ Dies. 

3 Mur. Who did ftrike out the Light ? 

z Atur. Was’t not the way? 

3 Afar. There’s but one down ; the Son is fled. 

2 Adur. We have loft 
Beft half of our Affair. 


Adar. Well, let’s away, and fay how muchis done. | Exesnt., 


S CEN E Ul. A Room of State. 


Pe | Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth; Lady, Roffe, Lenox; 
Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach. You know your own Degrees, fit down : 
At firft and lift, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majefty. 
Mach. Our felf will mingle with Society, And 


An? play the humble Hoft : 
Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in the beft time 
We will require her welcome. | They fite 
Laay. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my Heart {peaks, they are welcome, 
Enter firft Aturtherer. 
Adacb. See they encounter thee with their Hearts thanks, 
Both fides are even : here I'l] fit ith’ mid’ft, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we’ll drink a Meafure 
The Table round. There’s Blood upon thy Face.[{ To the Adur. 
dMur.’ Vis Banguo’s then, 
Atacb. ’Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he difpatch’d 2 
Mur. My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him: 
44aco. ‘Thou art the beft o’th’ Cut-throats; yet he’s good, 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou did’ft ir, 
Thou art the,Non-pareil. 
Mur, Molt Royal Sir, 
Fleance is ‘{cap’d. 
Mfacb, Thén comes my Fit again : 
I had elfe been perfe& ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the cafing Air: 
But now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in 
To fawcy doubts and fears. But Banguo’s fafe ?- 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord : fafe in a Ditch ke bides, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his Head ; 
The leaft a Death to Nature. 
Mach. Thanks for that; 
There the grown Serpent lyes, the Worm that’s fled 
Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed, 
No Teeth for th'prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
We'll hear our felves again. | £xit Martherer. 
Lady. My Royal Lord, 
You do not give the Cheer; the Feaft is fold 
That isnot often vouched, while ‘tis making : 
°Tis given with welcome; to feed were beft at home; 
From thence, the Sawce.to Meat ts Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without 1t. 
The Ghoff of Banquo rifes, and_fits in Macbeth’s place. 
Mach. Sweet Remembrancer ? 
Now good Digeftion wait on Appetite, And 
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And Health on both. 
Len. May’t pleafe your Highnefs, fit. 
Mack. Here had we now our Country’s Honour, roof'd, 
Were the grac’d Perfon of our Banquo prefent; 
Who may I rather challenge for Unkindnels, 
Than pity for Mifchance. 
Roffe. His abfence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promife. Pleas’e your Highnefs 
To grace us with your Royal Company ? 
Maco. The Table’s full. [ Starting. 
Len. Here is a place referv’d, Sir, 
tach. Where? 
Len. Here, my good Lord. 
What is’c that moves your Highnefs ? 
Atach, Which of you have done this ? 
Lords. What, my good Lord? 
Mach. Thou can’ft not fay I did it: never fhake 
Thy goary Locks at me. 
Roffe. Gentlemen rife, his Highnefs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy Friends, my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his Youth. Pray youkeepfeat, 
The fit is momentary, upon a Thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him 
You fhall offend him, and extend his Paffion; 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a Man? (Zo Macbeth. 
Mach. Ay, and abold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the Devil. 
Lady. O, proper ftuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear; 
This is the Air-drawn-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to Duxcan. O, thefe flaws and ftarts, 
Impoftors to true fear, would well become 
A Woman’s ftory at a Winter’s Fire 
Authoriz’d by her -Grandam: fhameit feif !—— 
Why do you make fuch Faces? when all’s done 
You look but on a ftool. 
Mach. Prithee fee there: ? 
Behold! look! Joe! how fay you? [Pointing to the Ghofe 
Why, what care I, if thou canft nod, {peak too. 
If Charnel-Houfes, and our Graves muft fend 


Thofe that we bury, back; our Monuments 
¥ Shall 


> ae 
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Shall be the Maws of Kites. [The Ghof Unzi fies. 
Lady. What? quite unmann’d in Folly ? 
Mach. Vf I ftand here, I faw him. 
Lady, Fie for fhame. 
Mach. Blood hath been fhed e’er now, ih’ old time 
E’er humane Statue purg’d the gentle Weal; 
Ay, and fince too, Murthers have beep perform’d 
Too terrible for the Ear: the times have been, 
That when the Brains were out, the Man would die, 
And there an end; But now they rife again 
With twenty mortal Murthers on their Crowns, 
And pufh us from our Stools; this is more ftrange 
Than fuch a Murther ts. 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your Noble Friends do lack you. 

Mach. 1 do forget 

Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy Friends, 

T have a ftrange Infirmity, which is nothing 

To thofe that know me. Come} Love and Health to all, 

Then I’ll fit down: Give me fome Wine, fill full ——-—— 
[ 4s he is drinking, the Ghoft rifes again juft before him. 

I drink'to th’ general joy of the whole Table, 

And to our dear Friend Banquo, whom we mils, 

Would he were here; to all, and him, we thirft, 

And all to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Mach.. Avant, and quitmy fight, iet the Earth hidethee: 
Thy Bones are marrowlefs; thy Blood is cold; 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe Eyes, 
Which thou doft glare with. 

Lady. Think of this, good Peers, 

But as a:thing of Cuftom, ‘tis no other, 
Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time. 

Mach. What Man dare, I dare: 

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear, 
The arm’d Rhinoceros, or th’ Hyrcaa Tyger, 
Take any fhape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. O be alive again, 

And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword ; 
If trembling I inhabit, then proteft me 

The Baby. of a Girl. Hence horrible Shadow, 
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Unral Mock’ry hence. Why {o, 


be gone-———___ 


| The ‘Ghoft vanifbes. 





I ama Man again: pray you: fit {till. | The Lords rife. 
La). You have difplac'd the Mirth, broke the good 
Meeting, 


With moft admir’d diforder. 
Mach. Can fuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summer’s Cloud 
Without our fpecial wonder? You make me ftrange, 
Evento the difpofition that 1 owe, 
Whe now I think yot can be hold fuch fights, 
And keep the natu ral Ri iby of your Cheeks, 
Wher mine is blanch’d with fear. 
Rofe. What fights, my Lord? 
Lady. I pray you {peak not; he grows worfe and worfe, 
Quettion enrages him: at once, Good- night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But 20 at once. 
Les. Good-night, and better Health 
Attend his Majelty. 
Lady. A kind Good-night to all. | Exewnt Lords, 
Mach, It wiithave Blood ie ‘ fay ; Blood will have Blood: 
Stoms have bei a known to move, and Trees to {peak ; 
Au sures, that uhderftood Relations, have 
3y Maggot. Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth 
‘J “he fecret’{t Man of Blood. What is the Night? 
Lady. Almoft at odds with Morning, which is-which. 
Mach. How fay’ft thou, that Macduff denies his Perfon, 
At oir great bidding? 
Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir? 
Mech. 1 hear it by the way; but I will fend: 
Ther:’s not a one of them, but in his Houw‘e 
Ekeep a Servant Fee’d. I will to Morrow 
(And berimes [-will) to the wizard Sifters. 
More fhall they fpeak; for now J am bent to know 
By the wo: {t. means, the worlt, fdr mine own good 5 
All Caufes thall give way, I am in Blood 
Spentin fo far, that fhould I wade no more; 
Retuming were as tedious as go oer: 
Strange things I have in Head, that will to Tee 


Whesh muft be aQ dy.6 ‘erthey may be fcann’d, 
Ladys 
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Lady. You lack the Seafon of all Natures, Sleep. 

Mach. Come, we'll to Sleep; My ftrange and felf-abufe 
Is the initiate Fear, that wants hard ufe: 
We are yet but young indeed. | Exeunt, 


c CEN E.FIVi sce Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, metting Hecate. 


1 Wit. Why how now, Hecate, you look angerly 2 
Hec. Have I not Reafon, Beldams, as you ate ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To trade and trafick with Macbeth, 
In Riddles, and Affairs of Death; 
And I the Miftrefs of your Charms, 
The clofe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to bear my part, 
Or thew the glory of our Art< 
And which is worfe, all you have done 
Hath been but for-a wayward Son, 
Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
T oves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now; get you gone, 
And at the Pit of Acheron 
Meet me ith’ Morning: thither he 
Will come, te know his Deftiny ; 
Your Veffels, and your Spells provide, 
Your Charms, and every thing befides 
I am for th’ Airc: this Night T’il {pend 
Unto a difmal, and a fatal End. 
Great Bufinefs muft be wrought eer Noon, 
Upon the Corner of the Moon 
There hangs a vap rous drop, profound, 
Vl] catch it e’er it come to ground; 
And that diftill’d by Magick flights, 
Shall raife fuch Artificial Sprights, 
As bythe ftrength of their Illufion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confnufion. 
Fle fhall fpurn Fate, {corn Death, and bear 
His hopes *bove Wifdom, Grace, and Fear: 
And you all know, Security 


Is Mortal’s chiefeft Enemy. [ Aujick, and a Song. 
Hark, 
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Hark, Tam call'd; my little Spirit fee 
Sits in the foggy Cloud, and ftays for me, 
[Sing within. Come away, come away 
1 Wit. Come, let’s make hafte, fhe’ll foon be 





» &e, 


Back: again. | Exennt, 


oo IN ey 


Enter Lenox and another Lord. 


Len, My former Speeches have but hit your Thoughts, 


Which can interpret farther: Only I fay 


Things have been ftrangely born, The gracious Duncan 





Was pitied of AZacheth marry he was dead: 
And right valiant Banquo walk’d too late. 

Whom you may fay, if’t pleafe you, Fleancekill'd, 
For Fleance fled; Men muft not walk too late. 
Who ¢annot want the thought, how monftrous 

It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbaine 

To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fact! 
How it did grieve Adacheth? Did he not ftraight 
In pious Rage, the two Delinquents tear, 

“{ hat were the Slaves of Drink, and Thralls of Sleep ¢ 
Was that not nobly done? ay, and wifely too; 
For ’cwould have anger’d any Heart alive 

To hear the Men deny’t. So that I fay, 

He has born all things well, and I do think, 
That had he Duncan’s Sons under the Key, 


CAs, and’t pleafe Heav’n he fhall not,) they fhould find 


W hat ’twere to kill a Father: So fhould Fleance. 
But Peace; for from broad words, and caufe he fail’d 
His prefence at the Tyrant’s Feaft, I hear 
Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beftows himfelf? 

Lord. The Sons of Duncan, 
From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth, 
Live in the Exglifb Court, and are receiv’d 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the Malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpe@. Thither AZacduff 
Is gone, to Pray the Holy King, upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward, 


- a 


That 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
That by the help of thefe, with him above 


To ratifie the Work, we may again 
Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nighrs; 
Free from our Feafts and Banquets bloody Knives; 
Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now, And this report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of War. 

Len. Sent he to ALacduff? 

Lord. He did: and with an abfolure, Sir, not h 
The cloudy Meffenger turns me his Back. 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this Anfwer. 

Len. And that well might, 
Advife him to a caution, Chold what diftance 

lis Wifdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 

Fiy to the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meffage e’er he come; that a fwift Bleflang 
May foon return to this our fuffering Country; 
Under a Hand accurs’d. : 

Lord. Vl fend my Prayers with hime [ Exeunt. 


. . 









“CT: We Soe aoe 
SCENE JA dark Cave, im the middle a great 


Cauldron burning. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witchese 


1 Witt Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd, 
> Wit. Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whin’d. 
Wit. Harpier crys, *cis times tis time. 
1 Wit. Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the poifon'd Entrails throw. 
[They march round she Cauldron, and threw in the feverat 
Ingredients as for the Preparation of their Charme. 
Toad, that under cold Stones 
Days and Nights, has thirty one: 
Swelterd Venom fleeping gots 


Boil thou firft 7th’ charmed Pot. 
Ali. 
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All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; | 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Wit. Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
Io the Cauldron boi! and ba 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog, 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog; | 
Adders Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 
Lizard Leg, and Howlet’s Wings . 
For a Charm of powerful Trouble. 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble, : 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble. | 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. | 
3 Wit. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
Of the ravin’d-fale Sea Shark; 
Root of Hemlock, digg’d i’ th’ dark; 
Liver of Blafpheming few: 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Silver’d in the Moon’s Eclipfe; 
WNofe of Txrk, and Tartar's Lips; 
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch deliver’d by a Drab, 
Mike the Gruel thick, and flab. 
Add thereto a Tyger’s Chawdron, 
For th’ Ingredients of our Cauldron, 
Il, Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Wit. Cool it with a Baboon’s Blood, 
Then the Charm ts firm and good. 
Enter Hecate, and other three Witches, 
Hec. O! well done! 1 commend your pains, 
And every one fhall fhare 1 th’ gains: 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elves and Fairtesin a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
Mujick and a Song. 
Black Spirits and White, 
Blue Spirits and Gray, 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle mays | 


2 Wit. By the pricking of my Thumbs, 
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The Tragedy Machete 


Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Locks, whoever knocks. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. How now, you fecret, black, and midnight Hags ? 
What is’t you do? 

All. A deed without a Name. 

Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profefs, 
How e’er you come to know it, anf{wer me. 
Though you untie the Winds, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches; though the yelty Waves 
Confound and {wallow Navigation up; 
Though bladed Corn be lodg’a. and Trees blown down, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders Heads; 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do flope 


Their Heads to their Foundations; though the Treafure 
Of Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 
Even ’till deftru@ion ficken; anfwer me, 
To what I ask you. 
1 Wit. Speak. 
2 Wit. Demand, 
3 Wit. We'll anfwer. 
1 Wit, Say, if th’ hadit rather hear it from our Mouths, 
Or from our Matters. 
Mach. Call’em: Let me fee ‘em. 
: Wit. Pour-in Sowes Blood, that hath eaten 
Her nice Farrow: Greace that’s fweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet; throw 
Into the Flame. 
All. Come high or low: 
Thy felf and Office deftly fhow. [ Thunder. 
Aparition of an armed Head rifes. 
Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Powe! 
1 Wit. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his Speech, but fay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth! Macheth! Macbeth! beware Macduff !=« 
Beware the Thane of Fife---difmifsme Enough. | De/cendse 
Mach, What-e’erthou art, for thy good Caution, T hanks, 
Thou haft harp’d my fear aright. But one we rd more—— 


J 


; Wit, He will not be commanded; here's another 
More potent than the firft. | Thunder. 








Appa. 
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Apparition of a bloody Child rifes. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Mach. Had I three Ears, Pd hear thee. 
App, Be bloody, bold, and refolute; laugh to fcorn 
The power of Man; for none of Woman born 
Shall harm AZacberh. [ Defcends, 
Mach. Then live Macduff: What need I fear of thee ? 
But yet Pil make affurance, double fure, 
And take a Bond of Fate; thou fhalt not live, 
That | may tell pale-hearted Fear,-it lyes; 
And fleep in {pight of Thunder. | Thunder. 
Apparition of a Child crowned, with a Tree in his Handy rifes, 
W hat ts this, 
That rifes like the Iffue of a King, 
And wears upon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraignty ? 
All, Liften, but fpeak not to’t, 
App. Be Lion metled, proud and take no care, 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are: 
Macbeth thall never vanquifh’d be, until 
Great Birnam Wood, to high Dun/imane Hill, 
Shall come againft him. | De/cends. 
Mach. That will never be: 
Who can imprefs the Foreft, bid the Tre 
Uonfix his Earth-bound Root? Sweet Boadments! good! 
Rebellious dead, rife never *till the Wood 
Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d AZacheth 
Shall live che Leafe of Nature, pay his breath 
To Time, and mortal Cuftom. Yet my Heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much: Shall Bazguo’s Iffue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom ? 
All, Seek to know no more. | 
| The Gauldron finks into the Gronnd. 
Mach. I will be fatishied. Deny me this, 
And an eternal Curfe fall on you: Let me know. 
Why finks that Cauldron? and what noife is this ? [ Hoboys- 
1 Wit. Srew ! 5 
2 Wit. Shew! 
3 Wir. Shew ! - 


All. 
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All, Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like Shadows, fo depart. 

[ Eight Kings appear and pafs over in eraer, and Banquo 

laft, with a Glafs in bis Hand, 

Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Bazguo; Down! 
Thy Crown do’s fear mine Eye-Balls. And thy Hair 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the frft——— 

A third, is like the former filthy Hegs! 

Why do you fhew me this ? A fourth ?—Start Eye! 

What, will the Line ftretch ovt to th’ crack of Doom ?—— 

Another yet? A feventh! Til fee no Morena 

And yet the cighth appears, who bears 2 Glafs, 

Which fhews me many more; and fome d fee, 

That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry. 

Horrible fight! Now I fee “tis true, 

For the Blood-bolrer’d Banquo {miles upon me, 

And points at them fer his. What is this fo ? 

1 With Ay Sir, all this is fo.. Bat why 

Stands Afacherh thus amazedly? 

Come Sifters, cheer we up his Sprights, 

And thew the beft of our Delights. 

I’ll charm the Air to give a found, 

While you pérform your Antique round 

That this great King may kindly fay, 

Our Duties did his welcome pay. [ Mujfick. 
(The Witches dance, and vani [be 

Mach. Where are they? Gone?---Let this pernicious hour, 
Stand ay accurfed in the Kalender. 

Come in, without there. 
Enter Lenox. 

Len. What’s your Grace’s Will¢ 

Adach. Saw you the Wizard Sifters? 

Len, No, my Lord. 

Mach, Came they not by youé 

Len. No indeed, my Lord. 

Mach. Infe&ted be the Air whereon they ride, 

And damn’d all thofe that truftthem. I did hear 
The galloping of Horfe; Who was’t came by? 

Len, ’Tis two or three, my Lord, that bring you word, 

Macduff is fled to England. 














Mach. 
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Mac. Fled to England? 
Len. Ay, my good Lord. , 
Mach. Time, thou anticipat*ft my dread Exploits: 
The flighty parpofe never is o’er-took 
Unlefs the deed go with ir. From this moment, 
The very firftling of my Heart fhall be 
The firftling of my Hand. And even now 
To Crowa my Thoughts with A@s, be it thought and dones 
The Caftle of Adacduff { will furprize, 
Sieze upon Fife; give to th’ edge o’ th’ Sword 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 
That trace him in his Line.. No boafting like a Fool, 
This deed T’ll do, before this purpofe cool, 
But no more fights. Where are thefe Gentlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are. [ Excunte 


SCENE II. Macduft’s Caflle. 


Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rofle. 


LE. Maca. What had he done, to make him fly the Land # 
Roffe. You muft have patience, Madam. 
L, Adacd. He had none; 
His flight was Madnefs; when our A@ions do not; 
Our Fears do make us Traitors. 
Roffe. You know not, | 
Whether it was his Wifdom, or his Fear. 
L. Macd. Wildom? to leave his Wife, to leave his Babes, 
Fits Manfion, and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelf does fly? He loves us not, 
Fle wants the natural Touch; for the poor Wren, 
The moft diminutive of Birds, will fight, 
Her young Ones in her Neft, againft the Owls 
All is the Fear, and nothing is the Love; 
As little is the Wifdom, where the flight 
So runs again{t all reafon. 
Roffe. My deareft. Coz, 
I pray you School your felf; but for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows 
The fits o th’ Seafon. I dare not {peak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are Traitors, 


And 
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And do not know our felves : When we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of yoa; 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before, my pretty Coufin, 
Blefling upon you. 
L. Maca. Father'd he is, and yet he’s Fatherlefs: 
Roffe. I am fo much a Fool, fhould I ftay longer; 
{t would be my Difgrace, and your Difcomfort. 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rofles 
L, Afacd. Sitrah, your Father’s dead; 
And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 
Son. As Birds do, Mother. 
L, Macd. What; with Worms and Flies 2 
Son. With- what I get, and fo do they. 
L. Adacd, Poor Bird! 
Thoud’ft never fear the Net, nor Line, 
The Pit-fall, nor the Gin. 
Son. Why fhould I, Mother 2 
Poor Birds they are not fet for ; 
My Father is not dead for all your faying: 
L. Macd, Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do fora Father ? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband 2 
L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any Mazkets 
Son. Then you'll buy ’em to fell again. 
L. Macd. Thou {peak’{t with all thy wir, 
And yet faith with wit enough for thee. 
Son, Was my Father a Traitor, Mother ? 
L. Macd. Ay, that he was. : 
Son, What is a Traitor ? 
L. Macd. Why, one that fwears and lies, 
Soz. And be all Traitors that do fo ? 
L. Macd. Every one that does fo is a Traitdr; 
And muft be hanp’d. 
Som. And mutt they all be hang’d that {wear and lie 2 
L. Macd. Every one. 
Son. Who muft hang them ? 
L. Macd, Why, honeft Men: 
V OL. V, Ly Sem, 
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Som. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools ; for there are 
Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeft Men, and hang 
up them. 

L. Macd: God help thee, poor Monkey: 

But how wilt thou do for a Father ¢ 

Son. Uf he were dead, you'd weep for him : If you would 
not, it were a good Sign, thatd fhould quickly have a new 
Father. 

L. Macd. Poor Pratler, how thou talk’ft. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Me: Blefs you, fair Dame, | am not to you known, 

Though in your State of Honour 1 am perfect; 

I doubr fome danger does approach you nearly, 

If you will ‘take a homely Man’s advice, 

Be not found here; hence with your little Ones; 

Lo fright you thus, methinks I am_ too favage; 

To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your Perfon. Heav’n preferve you, 

I dare abide no Jonger. | Exit Meffenger. 

L. Macd. Whither fhould I fly 2 
I have done no harm. Butd remember..now 
I am in this earthly World; where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly.. Why then, alas ! 

Do I put up that. Womanly Defence, 
To fay I had done no harm W hat are thefe Faces? 
Enter Adarctherers. 
Adur. Where is your Husband ? 
L. Macd. 1 hope in no place fo unfandtified, 
Were fuch as:‘thou may’ft find him. 
Mur. He's a Traitor. 

Son, Thou ly’ft, thou fhag-ear’d Villain. 3 

Mur, What you'Egg? [ Stabbing him 
Young fry of Treachery ? | 

Son, He-has kili’d: me, Mothers - 

Run away, I pray you. [Exit, crying Murther. 





SCENE, 
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SCE NE’ MIE “The King of Eneland’s 


Palace. 
Exter Malcolm. aud Macduff. 


Mal, Let us feck out fome defolate Shade, and there 

Weep our fad Bofoms empty. 

facd, Let us rather 
Hold faft the mortal Sword ; and like good Men, 
Beftride our downfal Birth-dome: Each new Morr, 
New Widows howl, new Orphans cry, new Sorrows 
Strike Heaven on the Face, that it refounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 4 

Mal. What l believe, PH wails 
What know, believe; and what I can redrefs, 
As I fhall find the time to friend, I will, 
What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance; 
This Tyrant, whofe fole Name blifters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeft : You have lov’d him well, 
Me hath not touch’d you yet. Tam young, bilt fomething 
You may difcern of him through’ me, and wifdom 
Lo offer up a weak, poorinnocent Lamb, 
T’appeafe an angry God, 

Adacd. | am not treacherous. 

Mal, But AZLacbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial Charge, But F thall crave your Pardon : 
That which yoware, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace mutt fill look fo. 

Macd, have lof my hopes. 

Mal, Perchance, even there, where I did find my doubts. 
W by in that rawhefs jeft you Wife dnd Children ? 
DThofe precious Motives, thofe ftrong knots of Love, 
Without leave taking. I pray you, 

Let not my Jealoufies, be your Difhonours, 
But mine own S:feties : You may be rightly juft, 
W hatever I thall think. 
T 2 M acd, 
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Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 

Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure, 
Por Goodnefs dares not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs, 
The Title ig afraid. Fare thee well, Lord, 
I would not be the Villain that thou think, 
For the whole face that’s in the Tyrant’s Grafp, 
And the rich Eaft to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended ; 

I {peak not as in abfolute fear of you: 

I think our Country finks beneath the Yoak, — 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new Day @ Gafh 
Is added to her Wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right: 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this, 
When I fhall tread upon the Tyrant’s Head, 
Or wear it on my Sword; yet my poor Country 
Shall have more Vices than it had before, 
More fuffer, and more fucdry ways than evers 
By him that fhall fucceed. 

Macd. What thould he be ? 

Mal. It is my felf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 

That when they thall be open’d, black Macbeth 

Will feem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 

Efteem him as a Lamb, being compar’d 

With my confinelefs harms. | 

Macd. Not is the Legions | 
©f horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn’d | 
In Evils, to top Adacbeth. | 

Mal. 1 grant him Bloody, 

Luxurious, Avaricious, Falfe, Deceitful,' 
Sadder, Malicious, fmoaking of every Sin 

That hasa Name. But there’s no bottom, none 
In my Volupruoufnels : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Marrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 
The Cift.ro of my Luft, and my Defire 

A\ continent Impediments would o’er-bear 
That did oppofe my Will. > Better Macbeth, 
Than fuch an one to reigns 
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Maca. Boundlefs Intemperance 
In; Nature is a Tyranny; It hath been 
Th untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 

And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 

To take upon you what is yours: You may 

Convey your Pleafures in a {pacious Plenty, 

And yet feem cold. The time you may fo Hoodwink, 
We have willing Dames enough, there cannot be 

That Vulture in you, to devour fo many 

As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves, 

Finding it fo inclin’d, 

Mal. With this, there grows 
In my moft iil-compos’d Affe@tion, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were I King, 

I thould cut off the Nobles for their Lands; 
Defire his Jewels, and this other’s Houfe, 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more;thatI fhould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the Good and Loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth, 

Macd. This Avarice 
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious Root 
Than Summer-feeming Luft; and it hath been 
The Sword of our flain Kings: Yet do not fear, 
Scotland hath Foyfons to fill up your Will 
Of your mere Own. All thefe are portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mal, Butt have none, the King-beeoming Graces» 
As Juftice, Werity, Tentp’rance, Stablenef , 
Bounty, Perfeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude; 

I have no relith of them, but abound 

In the Divifion of each feveral Crime, 

AQing it many ways. Nay, had I power, I fhould 
Pour the fweet Milk of Concord into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal Peace, confound 

Al] unity on Earth. 

Macd. O Scotland! Scotland! 

Mal. Vf fuch a one be fit to govern, {peak: 
Iam as I have fpoken. 
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Maca. Fit togover: 3.1 No Bo tolive. O Nationmiferable! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptrea, 

When fhalt thou fee ay wholfome Days again.¢ 
Since that the trueft [flue of thy: Throne 
- his own Interdiction ftands accurit, 

And do’s blafoheme his Breed ? thy, Royal. Father 
Was-a moft fainted King ; tae Queen that bore thee, 
Oftner vpon her Kae CS, than on her Feet, 
.Dy’d every Day fhe liv’d. Fare thee well, 
Thefe Evils thou repeatft upon thy, felf, 
Have banifh’d me from Scotland. O my Brealt, 
Thy hope ends here. 

Mal. Macduff, this noble Paflion, 
Child of Integrity, hach from my Soul 

Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcik'd my Thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour... Devillith Azacheth, 
By many of thefe trains, bath fought to win me 
Isto his Power; and modeft Wifdom. plucks me 
From over-credulous hafte , but God above 
Deal between thee and me; for even now 
I put my felf to thy direction, and 
Unfpeak mine. own. dctraction, here abjure 
The taints, and -blames-I. laid. upon my felf, 

For {trangers to my Nature... 1am yet 

Uiknown to Women, never was forlworn, 

Scarcely have coveted-what. was-mine own, 

At no time broke my Faith, would not, betray 

The Devil to his. Fellow, and delight 

No lefs in Truth than’ Life. .-My irft falfe {peaking 
Was this upon my {-if;. what I am truly 

Is thine, and my poor Country’s to command: 
Whither indeed, before thy-here approach, 

Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike Me a 

All ready-ata porn it, was fett:ng forth. 

Now we'll togethers: andthe chance of goodnefs 

Be like our warranted Quarrel... Why are you filent ? 

Macd. Such welcame, and unwelcome things, at once, 
*Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Dottoy, 

Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray 
your 

Dott. 
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Dott. Ay Sir; there are a Crew of wretched Sour 
That ftay his Cure; their Malady convinces 
The great Affay of Art. But,at his,touch, 

Such fanétity hath Heav’n given his Hand, 
Theyj prefently amend. | Exit. 

Mal. (thank you, Dodor, 

Macd. What's the Difeafe he means ¢ 

Mal. ’Tis call’d-the Evil, 

A moft miraculous work in this good King, 

Which often fince my here remain in England, 

I have feen him do. . How he folicits Heav’n, 

Himfelf beft knows ; bur ftrangely vifited People; 

All fwoln and Ulcerous, pitiful tothe Eye, 

The mere defpair of Surgery, he cures, 

Hanging a Golden Stamp about their Necks, 

Put on with holy Prayers, and.’tis fpoken 

To the fucceeding Royalty he Jeaves a 

The healing Benedi@ion ; with this ftrange Virtue, ie | 

He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, i | 

And fundry Bleffings hang about his. Throne, 

That fpeak him full of Grace. . 
Euter Rofles .. 

Macd. See, who comes here. ae 

Mal. My Coustry-man 3 but yet I know him not. 

Macd. My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither, 

Mal. i know him now. Good God! betimes remove 
The means, the means that makes: us Strangers. 

Roffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd« Stands Scotland where it did)? 

Roffe. Alas poor Country, : iy 
Almoft afraid to know it felf.. It cannot a 
Be call’d our Mother, but our Grave ; where nothing, of 
But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile: f 
Where Sighs and Groans, and Shrieks that rend the Air é 
Are made, not mark’d; where violent Sorrow feems 
A modern ecftafie : the Dead-man’s Knell, 

Is there fearce ask’d, for who ; and eood Mens lives 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
Dying, or eer they ficken, 
Macd. Oh Relation ! too nice, and yet too true. 
Mal. What’s the newelt aan 
4 4 
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Roffe. That of an hours Age doth hifs the Speaker, 


Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my Wife? 

Roffe. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my Children? 

Roffe. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 

Roffe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave *em, 

Macd, Be not a niggard of your Speech: how goes it? 

Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out, 

Which was to my belief witneft the rather, 

For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power a-foot ; 

Now is the time of help; your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiers, make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diftreffes. 

Mal. Be’t their comfort 
We are coming thither: Gracious Exgland hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoufand Men, 

An older, and a better Soldier, none 
That Chriftendom gives out. 

Roffe. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl’d out in the defart air, 

Where hearing fhould not catch them. 

Macd, What? concern they 
The general Caufe? or is it a Fee-grief 
Due to fome fingle Breaft? 

Roffe. No Mind that’s honeft 
But in it fhares fome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Atacd. If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roffe. Let not your Ears defpife my Tongue for ever, 
Which fhall poffefs them with the heavieft found | 
Tha ever yet they heard, 

Macd. Hum! T gnefs at it. 

Rojfe. Your Caftle is furpriz’d, your Wife and Babes 
Savacely flanghter’d; to relate rhe manner, . 
Were, on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deer, 


To 
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To add the Death of you. 

Mal, Merciful Heav’n ! 
What Man, ne’er pull your Hat upon your brows; 
Give forrow words; the grief that does not {peak, 


Whilpers the o’er-franght Heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too! 





Roffe. Wife, Children, Servants, all that could be found. 
4éMacd, And 1 muft be from thence! my Wife kill’d too! 


Roffe. I have faid. 
Mal, Be comforted. 
Let's make us Med’cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Maca. He has no Children, All my pretty ones? 
Did you fay All? O Hell Kite! All? 
What,-All my pretty Chickens, and their Dam, 
At one fell fwoop2 
Mal. Difpute it like a Man. 
Macd, I fhall do fo; but I muft alfo feel it as a Man. 
I cannot but remember fuch things were, 
That were moft precious to me: Did Heav’n look on 
And would not take their part? Sinful A¢acdaff, 
They were all ftruck for thee: Naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine 
Fell {laughter on their Sou!s: Heav’n reft them now. 
Mal. Be this the Whetftone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger: blunt not the Heart, enrage it. 
Macd, O[ could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my Tongue. But gentle Heav’ns, 
Cut fhort al] intermiffion: Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my fclf, 
Within my Sword’s length fet him, if he *f{cape, 
Heav’n forgive him too, 
Mal, This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lack is nothing but eur leave. AZacheth 
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above 
Put on their Inftruments: Receive what cheer you may, 


The Night is long that never finds the Duy. [ Exenunt. 
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ACT UN... SOE eee 
“SCENE Ap Anti-chamber in Macbeth’s Cafk 


Enter.a Doktor of -Phyjick, and a Gentlewoman. 


Do. Have two Nights watch’d with you, but can per- 
ceive no truth in your report. When was it fhe 
laft walk'd 2 

Gent. Since his Majefty went into the Field, I have feen 
her rife from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown. upon her, 
unlock her Clofet, take forth Paper, .fold it, write upon’t, 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and again. return to Bed; yer all 
this while in a moft faft fleep. 

Doi. A great perturbation in Natare! to. receive at 
once the bencfit of ficepy,.and do the effets, of watching. 
In this flumbry Agitstion, befides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her fay 2 

Gent. That Sir, which I will not report after. her. 

Doét, You may to me, and ’tis moft meet you fhould, 

Gent. Neither to you, nor apy, one, having no witnels to 
confirm my Speech. | Enter Lady Macbeth with.a Taper» 
Lo you! here fhe comes: This is her very guife, and up- 
on my Life fa{t afleep; obferve her, ftand clofe, 

Doét. How. came the by that light? 

Gent. Why, it ftood by, her: fhe has light by her con: 
tinually, ‘tis her command. 

Doét. You fee her Eyes are opens 

Gent. Ay, but their fenfe is fhut. 

Doéi, Whar is it fhe do’s now ¢ — 

Look how fhe. rubs her hands. 

Gent. Yt is an accuftom’d action with her, to feem thus 
wathing her hands: I bave known. her continue in this, a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here’s a ipot. 

Doét. Hark, the {peaks, I will fet down what comes from 
her, to fatisie my remembrance the more ftrongly, 


Lady. 
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Lady. Out damned fpor; out I fay——_— One? wo 3 
why then tis time to do't——-~H.ll is murky, Fie, my 
Lord, Fie, a Soldier, and afraid? what need we fear who 
knows it,. when none can call our Power to account yet 
who would have thougit the old Man to have had fo much 
Blood in: him 2 

Deti. Do you mark that? 

Lady. Vhe Thane of Fife had a Wife; where is the now2 
W hat, will thefe Hands ne'er be clean = 4 more oO’ that, 

my Lord, no more o’ that: you marr all with farting. 

Dott, Go to, go to; 

You have known what you fhould not. 

Gent. She has fpoke what fhe fhould not; I.am {ure of that: 
Heav’a knows what fhe has known. 

Laay. tere’s the {mell of Blood {til :. all.the perfumes of 
Arabia will not fweeten this littleHand. 

Ob! eh! oh! 

Dott, What a figh is'there ? The Heart.is forely charg’d. 

Gent. I would not have fuch a Heart in. my. Bofome, for 
Dignity of the whole Body. 

Dott. Well, well, well—--——— 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir, 

Dot, This Difeafe 1s. beyond my. Practice: yet I have 
known thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have died 
holily in their Beds. 

Lady. W ath your Hands, puton your Night-Gown, look 
not fo Pale-———_I tell you yet again, | Baxquo’s buried; he 
cannot come out on’s Grave. 

Dott. Even fo? 

Lady. To, Bed, to Bed; there’s knocking at the Gate: 
Come, come, come, come, give me, your. Hand: what's 
done, cannot be undone. “To bed, to.bed, to bed. 

[Exit Lady. 





Dot. Will fhe go now to Bed? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doé. Foul whifperings are abroad ;. unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural iment es, Infected, Minds 
To their deaf Pillows will difcharge their fecrets; 
More needs fhe the Divine than the Phy fician: 
God, God forgive.us.ail.. Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all-annoyance, 


And 
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And ftill keep Eyes upon her; fo good Night. 
My mind fhe has mated, and amaz’d my fight. 
1 think, but dare not {peak. 


Gent. Good Night, good Doctor. [Exeunr, 
SCENE Il. A Field with a Wood at 
Diftance. 


Exter Menteth, Cathnefs, Augus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 


Ment. The Englifh Power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good Adacduff. — 
Revenges burn in them: For their dear caufes 
Excite the mortified Man. 

ng, Near Birnam Wood 
Shall we meet them, that way are they coming. 

Cath. Who knows if Doualbaine be with his Brother? 

Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: Ll have a File 
OFf all the Gentry; there is Seyward’s Son, 

And many unruff Youths, that even now 
Proteft their firft of Manhood, 
Ment. What does the Tyrant? 
Cath. Great Dunfixane he ftrongly fortifies; 
Some fay he’s mad: Others, that leffer hate him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper’d Caufe 
Within the belre of Rule. ae 

Ang. Now do’s he feel 
His fecrete Murthers fticking on his hands, 

Now minutely Revolts upbratd his faith-breach; 
‘Fhofe he commands move only io command, — 
Nothing in love: Now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giant’s Robe 
Upon a Dwarftth Thief. 

AMfent. Who then fhall blame 

His pefter’d Senfes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him do’s condemn 
jr felf for being there. 
Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give Obedience where *tis truly ow’d: 
Meet we tie Med’cite of the fickly Weal, 
sith Atel 
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And with him pour we, in our Country’s purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Len. Or fo much as it needs, 


To dew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds, 
Make we our March towards Birnam. | Exeune, 


SCENE Ill. Te Caflle. 
Exter Macbeth, Doétor, and Attendants. 


Mach. Bring me no more Reports, let them fly all: 
*Till Birzam Wood remove to Dunjinane, 
i cannot taint with fear. What's the Boy, AZalcolme? 
Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus > 
Fear not, AZacbeth, no Man that’s born of Woman 
Snall eer have power upon thee, Then fly fale Thanes, 
And mingle with the Exgii/b Epicures, 
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor fhake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The Divel damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d. Lown: 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-Look ? 

Ser. There are ten thoufand 

Maco. Geefe, Villain2 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 

Mach, Go, prick thy Face, and over-red thy fears 
Thou Lilly-liver’d Boy. What Soldiers, Patch? 
Death of thy Soul, thofe Linnen Cheeks of thine 
Are Counfellours to fear. What Soldiers, Whay-face? 

Ser. The Engii fh Force, fo pleafe you. 

Mach. Take thy Face hence--=-Seyzon !----1’m fick at heart, 
When I behold Seyton, I fay! this pufh 
Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 
f have liv’d long enough: My way of Life 
Is fall’n into the Sear, the yellow Leaf, 
And that which fhould accompany old Age, 
As Honour, Love, Obedience, Troops of Friends, 
i muft not look to have: But in their ftead, 
Curfes, not loud bute deep, Mouth-honour breath, 
Which the poor Heart would fain deny, and dare not. 

| 3 Exter 
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Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What’s your Gracious pieafure ? 4 
Mach. What News more? | 
Sey. “A'l is confirm’d, my Lord, which was reported. 
Afach. Vil fight, ‘till from my Bones my Fleth is hack. 
Give me my Armour, 
Sey. “Tis nor needed yet. 
Mach. Vili pur it on: 
Sind out more Horfes, skir the Country round, 
Hang thofe that ftand in fear. Give me mine Armour. | 
Flow do’s your patient, Doctor ? 
Doét. Nor» fo fick, my Lord, 
As the is troubled with thick-coming Fancies, 
That keep her from her reft. 
Maco. Cure her from that: 
Canft thou not minifter to a Mind difeas’d, 
Pluck from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze our the written troubles of the Brain, 
Aad with fome fweét oblivious Anntidote, 
Cleanfe the ftuft Bofome of that perillous ftuff, 
Which weighs upon the Heart? 
Doé. Therein the Patient 
Mutt minifter unto himfelf. 
Mach. Throw Phyfick to the Dogs, I'll none of it. 
Come, put my Armour on, give me my Steff. 
Seyton, fend out—— Dodtor, the Thanes fly from me——— 
Come, Sir, difpatch-—If thou could’ft, Doétor, cat . 
The water of my Landy find her Difeafes 
And purge ic to a found and priftine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That thould applaud again.  Pull’t off, I fay—— 
What Rubard; Senna; or what Purgative Drig, 
Would fcour thefe Englifh hence: Hear ft thou of them? ' 
Do. Ay, my good Lord; Your Royal preparation 
Makes us hear fomething. 
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Mach. Bring it after me} 4 | 
T will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 7 
‘Till Birzam Foreft come to Dunfinane, | 


Dot. Were I from Daxfeane. away, and clear, 
Profit again fhould hardly draw me here. ( Exennt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. A Wood. 


Enter Malcolme, Sey ward, Maeduff, Seyward’s Soz, Menteth, 
Cathnefs, Angus, and Soldiers marching. 


Mal. Coufin, I hope the days are near at hand, 
That Chambers will be fafe. 

Ment. We coubt it nothing, 

Seyw. What Wood is this before us2 

Ment. The Wood of Birnam. 

Mal, Let every Seldier hew himdown a Bough, 
And bear’t.before him, thereby fhall we thadow 
The numbers of our Hoft, and make difcov'ry 
Err in report of us, 

Sold. It fhall be done. 

Seyw. Welearn no other, but the confident Tyrant, 
Keeps {till in Dunfinane, and will endure 
Our fetting dowh before’t, 

Mal. ’Tis his main hope: 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and Iefs have given him the Revolt, 
And none feryé with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe Hearts are abfent too. 

Macd. Set our belt Cenf{ures 
Before the true event, and put we on 
Induftrious Soldicrfhip. 

Seyw The time approaches, 

That will with due decifion make us know 
What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts fpeculativé, their unfure hopes relate, 
But certainafftie, ftrokes muft arbitrate, 


Towards which, advance the War. | Exeunt marching, 


S Ca REF Caftle. 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers wish Drams and Colours, 


Maco. Hang out.our Baoners on the outward Walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they come: Our Caftle’s ftrength 
Will laugh a Siege to fcorn. Here let them lye, 
“Till Famine and the Ague eat them up: 
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Were they not fore’d with thofe that fhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, Beard to Beard, 
And beat them backward homes What is that noife? 
[ A cry within of Womens 
Sey. It is the cry of Women, my good Lord. 
Mach. Vhave almoft forgot the tafte of Fears: 
The Time has been, my Senfes would have cool’d 
To hear a Night-thrick, and my Fell of Hair 
Would at a difmal Treatife rouze, and {tir 
As Life werein’t. I have fupt full with horrors; 
Direne(s familiar to my flaughterous Thoughts 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sey The Queen (my Lord?) is dead. 
Mach. She fhould have dy’d hereafter; 
There would have been a time for fuch a word, 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all our yefterdays have lighted Fools 
The way to ftudydeath. Out, out, brief Candle, 
Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And then is heard nomore. It isa Tale 
Told by an Idoet, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Thou com’ft to ufethy Tongue: Thy ftory quickly. 
Mef: My Gracious Lord, 
I fhould report chat which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to do’t. 
Mach. Well, fy, Sir. 
Mef. As I did ftand my Watch upon the Hill, 
J look’d toward Birnam, and anon methought 
The Wood began to move. 
Macb. Liar, and Slave. [ Striking hime 
Mef, Let me endure your wrath, if't be not fo: 
Within this three mile you may fee it coming. 
I fay, a moving Grove. 
Mach. lf thou f{peak’ft falfe, 
Upon the next Tree fhalt thou hang alive 
*Till Famine cling thee: If thy Speech be footh, 
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I care not if thou do’ft for me as much, 

I pullin R.ejolucion, and begin 

To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 

That lies like truth, Fear Mot, *cill Birzam Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane, and now a Wood 

Comes toward Dunjfinane. Atm, arm, and out: 
If this wiich he avouches do’s appear, 

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here ; 

J ‘gin to be a weary of the Sun, 

And wrth th? eftate o’th’ World were now undone, 
Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 
At leaft we'll die with harnefs on our back. | Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. ° Before Macbeth’s Caflle. 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, and their Army, 
with Boughs. 


Mal, Now near enough: your Leavy Screens throw down, 
And fhew like thofe you are : You (worthy Uncle) 
Shall with my Coufin, your right Noble Son, 
Lead our firft Battel. Worthy Adacduff, and we 
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do 
According to our order, 
Seyw. Fare you well : 
Do we but find the Tyrant’s Power to Night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd, Make all our Trumpets fpeak, give them all breath, 
. Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood and Death. { Exewanr. 
| dlarums continued. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. They have ty’d me toa ftake, I cannot fly, 
But Bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not born of Woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 
Enter Young Sey ward. 
Yo. Seyw. What is thy Name 2 
Macb. Thoul’t be afraid to hear it. 
Yo. Seyw. No: though thou call’ft thy felf a hotter Name 
Than any isan Hell. 
Mach, My Name’s Alacbeth. 
Vou. V. U 
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Yo. Seyw. The Devil himfelf could not pronounce a Title 
More haceful to mine Ear. 
Mach. No, nor more fearful. 
Yo. Seyw. Thou licft, thou abhorred Tyrant, with my 
Sword [ll prove the lie thou fpeak’ft. 
[ Fight, and Young Seyward’s flain, 
Mach. Thou waft born of Woman ; 

But Swords | {mile at,. Weapons laugh to fcorn, 
Brandifh’d by Man that’s of.a Woman born. [ Exit. 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. That way the noife is: Tyrant, fhew thy Facey 
If thou be’ft flain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill: 
1 cannot ftrike at wretched Kerzes, whofe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their Staves ; either thou, Adacheth, 
Or elfe my Sword with an unbatter'd ‘edge 
I theath again undeeded. There thou fhould’it be 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, Fortune, 
And more I beg not. | Exit. Alarms, 
Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 
Seyw. This was, my Lord, the Caftle’s gently rendered : 
The Tyrant’s People on both fides do fight, 
The noble Thanes do bravely. inthe War, 
The day almoft it felf profeffes yours, 
And little is to do. 
Mal. We have met with Foes 
That ftrike befide us. 
Seyw. Enter, Sir, the Caftle. [Exeunt. Alarum, 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Why thould I play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword? whilft I fee lives, the gafhes 
Do better upon them. 
Eater Macduff. 
Maca. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 
Mach. Of all Men elfe I have avoided thee : 
Buc get thee back, my Soul istoo much charg’d 
With Biood of thine slready. 
AMfacd. I have no words, 
My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloodicr Villain 
‘T han terms can give thee out. [ Fight, Alarum. 
Mach. 





ES aye age 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. |” 2363 


Mach. Thou lofeift labour, 
As eafie may ft thou the intrenchant Air 
With thy keen Sword imprefs; as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creits, 
I bear a charmed Life, which muft not yield 
To one of Woman born. 

Adfacd. Defpair thy Charm, 

And let the Angel whom thou ftill haft ferv’d 
Tell thee, Alacduff was from his Mothex’s Womb 
Untimely rip'd. 

Macd. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo3 

For it hath Cow’d my better part of Man: 

And be thefe Jugling Fiends no more believ ‘d, 

That palter with us in a double fenfe, 

That keep the word of promife to our Ear, 

And break it to our Hope. Uli not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee, Coward, 

And live to be the thew, and gaze o’th’ time, 
We'll have thee, as our Rarer-Monfters are 
Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ, 

Here may you fee the Tyrant. 

Macd. \ will not yield 

To kifs the ground before young Adalcolm's Feet; 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Carfe. 
Though Biruam Wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppos’d, being of no Woman born, 
Yet I willtry the laft. Before my Body, 
{ throw my Warlike Shield: Lay on A¢acduff, 
And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold, enough: 
| Exennt fighting. Alarums} 
Enter fighting, and Macbeth is /laiz. 
Retreat and Flonrifh. Enter with Drum and Coloars, 
Malcolme, Seyward, Rofle, Thanes,and Soldiers. 
Mal, I would the Friends we mifs, were fafe arriv'd. 
Seyw. Some mult go off: and yet by thefe I fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mal. Macduff is miffing, and your noble Son. 

Roffe. Your Son, my Lord, has paid a Soldier’s Debr, 
He only liv’d but ’till he was a Map, : 
The which no fooner had his Prowefs confirm’d, 

In the unfhrinking ftation where he foughr, 
Utz Buc 
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But like a Man he dy’d. 
Seyw. Then he is dead? 
Rofe. Ay, and broughroff the Field: your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be meafur’d by -his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Seyw. Had he his hurts before 2 
Roffé. Ay, on the Front. 
Seywe Why then, God’s Soldier be he: 
Had Las many Sons as I have Hairs, 
I would not with them to a fairer death: 
And fo his Knell is knol}’d. 
Mal. He's worth more forrow, 
And that Ill {pend for him. 
Sey. He’s worth no more, 
They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduff with Macbeth’s Head. 
Macd. Hail, King! for fo thou art. Behold, where ftands 
Th’ Ufurper’s Curfed Head; the time is free - 
I {ee thee compaft with thy Kingdom’s Pecrs, 
That fpeak my falutation in their Minds: 
W hofe Voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail King of Scotland. 
All, Hail, King of Scotland. | Flouri fh. 
Mal. We hall not fend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your feveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland, 
In fuch an Honour nam’d: What’s more to do 
Which would be planted néwly with the time, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruel Minifters | 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
Who (as ’tis thought) by felf and violent hands, 
Took off her Life; This, and what needful elfe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will perform in Meafure, Time and Place: 
So Thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite, to fee us Crown’d at Scone, 
| Floxrifh. Exeunt Omnes 
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Dramatis Perfone. 





Laudius, King of Denmark. 
Fortinbras, Prince of Norway. 
Hamlet, Son to the former, and Nephew to the 
prefent King. 
Polontus, Lord Chamberlain. 
Horatio, Friend to Hamlet. 
Laertes, Son to Polonius. 
V oltimand, 
Cornelius, Courtiers. 


Roféneraus, 
Guildenttern, 


Ofrick, « Fop. 
Marcellus, az Officer. mf 


Bernardo, 7 ; ar 
in wo Soldiers. 
Franci{co, jf 2. 


Reynoldo, Servant to Polonius. é 
Ghoft of Hamlet’s Father. 4 
Gertrude, Queen of Denmark, and Mother to Hamlet. 


Ophelia, ‘Daughter to Polonius, delov'd by Hamlet. 
Ladies attending on the Queen. 
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Players, Grave-makers, Sailors, Meffengers, and 
other Attendants. 
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SCENE 4&n open Place before the Palace. 


Enter Bernardo and Franci{co, two Centinels. 


BERNARDO. 
=y- Ho’s there ? 
i) Frag. Nay, aniwer me: Stand and arfold 





your felf. 
Ber. Long live the King. 
Fran. Bernardo? 
Ber. He. 
Kran. You come moft carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. ’ Tis now {truck Twelve, get thee to Bed, Francifco. 
Fran, For this relief, much thanks : "cis bitter cold, 
And I am fick at Heart. 
Ber. Have you had a quiet Guard % 
Fran, Not a Moufe ftirring. 

Ber. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make hafte. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. 1 think I hear them. Stand; who's there ? 
Hor. Friends to this Ground, 
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Mar, And Liege-men to the Dane. 
Fran, Give you good Night. 
“ar, O; farewel, honeft Soldier, who hath reliev’d you 2 
f'van. Berndrdo has my place: give you good Night. 
| Exit Francifco. 
Mar, Holla, Beruardo. 
Ber, Say, what is Horatio there ? 
flor. A piece of him. 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good AZarcellas. 
Adar. Whar, has this thing appear’d again to Night? 
Ber. 1 have feen sothing, 
Mar. Horatio lays, ’tis but our Phantafie, 
And will not let belief rake hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight, "cwice feen of us, 
Therefore I have intreared him along, 
With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if again this Apparition come, 
Fle may approve our Eyes, and {peak to it. 
flor. Tuth, ruth, “twill not appear. 
Ber. Sit downa while, 
And*let us once again affail your Ears, 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 
What we two Nights have feen. 
Hor. We!l, fic we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo {peak of this. 
Ber. Laft Night cf ail, 
When yon fame Star, that’s Weftward from the Pole, 
Had made his courfe ¢illume that part of Heav’n 
Where now it burns, AZarcelins and my felf, 
The Bell then beating one 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; 
Exter the Ghoft. 
Look where it comes again. 
Ber. In the fame figure like the King that’s dead. 
Mar, Thou art a Scholar, fpeak to it, Horatio, 
Ber. Looks it not like the King ? Mark it, ‘Horatio. 
Flor, Mott like - It harrows me with fear and wonder, 
Ber. It would be {pok: to. 
Mar, Qucftion it, Horati. | 
Hor. What art thou that ufurp’ft this time of Night, 
‘rogether with that fair and warlike form, : 
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In which, the Majeity of buried Denmark. 

Did fometimes march? by Heav’n, I charge thee, {peak, 
Maz. \t is offended. 
Ber, Sce! it ftalks away. 
Hor, Stay; {peak; fpeak: I charge thee, fpeak. 


Exit G h oft i 
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Mar. *Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 
Ber, How now, Horatio? you tremble and look pale: 
Is not this fomething more than Phantafie? 
What think you on’té 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe; 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own Eyes. 
Mar. \s it not like the King? 
Flor. As thou art to thy felf, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When he th’ ambitious Norway combared: 
So froun’d he once, when, in a angry parle, 
He {mote the fledded Pole-axe on the Ice, 
*Tis {trange 
Mar. Thus twice before, and juft at this fame Hour, 
With Martial ftalk, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, 1 know not: 
But in the grofs and fcope of my opinion, 
This boads.fome ftrange eruption to our State. 
Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows, 
Why this fame ftri@ and moft obfervant Watch, 
So nightly toils the Subje@ of the Land: 
And why fuch daily caft of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Mart for Implements of War: 
Why fuch Imprefs of Shipwrights, whoie fore Task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the Weck. 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hate 
Doth make the Night joint-labourer with the Day: 
Who is’t that can inform me? 
Hor, That can I, 
At leaft the Whifper goes fo. Our laft Kings 
W hofe Image even but now appear’d to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride) 
Dar’d to tte combat, In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
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(For fo this fide of ovr known World efteem’d him) 
Did flay this Fortinbras: who by a feal’d Compact, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit, with his Life, all thofe his Lands 
Which ‘he ftood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror > 
Againft the which, a Moiety competent 
Was gaged by our King; which had return’d 
Tothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been Vanquither, as by the fame Cov’nant 
And catriage of the Article defign’d, 
His fell to Hamlet. Now Sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved Mettle het and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark’d up 2 Lift of Landkefs Refolutes, 
For Food and Dyet; to fome enterprize 
That hath a S:omach in’t: which is no other, 
And it doth wel! appear unto our State, 
But to recover of us by Rrong Hand 
And terms compullative, thofe forefaid Lands 
So by his Father loft: and this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our Preparations, 
The fource of this our Watch, and the chief head 
Of this Polt-hafte, and Romage in the Land. 

Ber. I think it be no ocher, but even fo: 
Well may it fort that this portentous Figure 
Comes armed through our Watch fo like the King, 
That was, and is the Queftion of thefe Wars. 

Hor. A Mote it is to trouble the Mind’s Eyes 
In the moft high and flourifhing State of Rome, 
A little e’er the mighticft ‘Fulins fell, 
The Graves ftood Tenantlefs, and the theeted Dead 
Did fqueak and gibber in the Roman. Streets, 
Sars thon with Trains of Fire. Dews of Blood fell, 
Difafters veil’d the Sun, and the moift Star, 
Upon whofe Influence Neptune's Empire ftands, 
Was fick almoft to Doom’s-day with Eclipfe; 
And even the like Precurfe of fierce Events, 
As Harbingers preceding ftill the Fates, 
And Prologue to the Omen coming on, 
Have Heav’n and Earth together demoaftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrymen. , 
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Exter Ghoft again. 
But foft, behold! Lo, where it comes again / 
Til crofs it, though it blaft me. Stay, Ilufion! 
| Spreading his drms, 
If thou haft any found, or ufe of Voice, 
Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me; {peak to me. 
If thou art privy to thy Country’s Fate, 
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, Oh fpeak! 
Or, if thou haft uphoorded in thy Life 
Extorted Treafure in the womb of Earth, [Cock Crows, 
For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walk in Death, 
Speak of it. Stay, and {peak Stop it, AZarcellas 
Adar. Shall l firike at it with my Partizan ? 
Hor. Do, if it will not ftand. 
Ber. ’Tis here 
Hor. *Tis here 
Mar. ’Tis gone. [ Exit Ghoft. 
We do it wrong, being fo Mayeftical, 
To offer it the fhew of Violence; 
For it is as the Air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
Ber. It was about to {fpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Alor. And then it {tarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, 
The Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 
Doth with his lofty and fhrill-founding throat 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 
Th’ extravagant and erring Spirit hyes 
To his Confine.. And of the truth herein, 
This prefent Obje& made probation. 
Mar. \: faded on the crowing of the Cock. 
Somefay, that ever ‘gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s Birth is celebrated, 
The Bid of Dawning fingeth ail Night long: 
And ther, they fay, no Spirit dares walk abroad, 
The Nights are who!fome, then no Planets ftrike, 
No Fairy takes, no Witch hath power to charm; 
So hallow’d, and fo gracious is the time. 
Ffor. Sa have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
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But look, the Morn in Ruffet Mantle clad, 
Walks o’er the Dew of yon high Eaftern Hill, 
Break we our Watch up, and by my advice 
Ler us impart what we have feen to Night 
Unto young Hamlet. For upon my life, 
This Spirit, dumb to us, will {peak to him: 
Do.you confent we do acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty? 
Mar. Let’s do’t, I pray, and I this Morning know 
Where we fhall fod him molt conveniently. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Enter the King, Queen, Ophelia, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, 
Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords and Attendants. 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brother’s Death, 
The Memory be green; and that it us befitted 
To bear our Hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contraGted in one brow of woe; 
Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wife& forrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of our felves. 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’ Imperial Jointrefs of this warlike State, 
Have we, as twere, with a defeated joy, 
With one Aufpicious, and one dropping Eye, 
With Mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equal Scale weighing Delight and Dole, 
Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 
With this Affair along, for all our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth 5 
Or thinking by our late dear Brother’s death, 
Our State to be disjoint, and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this Dream of his Advantage; 
He hath not fail’d to pefter us with Meflage, 
Importing the {arrender of thofe Lands 
Loft by his Father, with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft Valiant Brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting: 
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Thus much the Bufinefs is. We have here writ 

To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 

Who impotent and bederid, fcarcely hears 

Of this his Nephew’s purpofe, to fupprefs 

His further Gate herein. In that the Levies, 

The Lifts, and full Proportions are ali made 

Out of his Subjedts; and we here difpatch 

You, good Cornelius, and you Voltimand, 

For bearing of this greeting to old Vorway, 

Giving to you no further perfonal Power 

Of Treaty with the King, more than the {cope 

Of thefe dilated Articles allow. 

Farewel, and let your haite commend your Duty. 
Vol In that, and all things, will we thew our Duty. 
King. We doubt in nothing, heartily Farewel. 

| Exesnt Voltimand and Cornelius. 

And now Zaertes, what's the News with you2 

You told us of fome Suit. What is’t, Laertes? 

You cannot fpeak of Reafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your Voice. What would’ft thou beg, Laertes, 

That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking? 

The Head is not more native to the Heart, 

The Hand more Inftrumental to the Mouth, 

Than is the Throne of Denmarkto thy Father. 

What wouldft thou have, Laerzes? 
Laer. Dread my Lord, 

Your leave and favourto return to France, 

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 

To fhew my Daty in your Coronation, 

Yet now I muft confefs, that Duty done, 

My Thoughts and Wifhes bend again towards France ; 

And bow them to your gracious Leave and Pardon. 
King. Have you your Father’s leave? what fays Polomius? 
Pol, He hath, my Lord, by labourfome Petition, ; 

Wrung from me my flow Leave; and at laft 

Upon bis Will I feal’d my hard Confent; 

I do befeech you give him leave to go, 
King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, time be thine, 

And thy beft graces; fpend it atrhy Will. 

But now, my Coufin Hamlet, and my Son——_—_—__. 
Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind. 
KingasKow is it that the Clouds {till hang on you? 
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Ham. Not fo, my Lord, f am too much 1’ th’ Sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine Eye look likea Friend on Denmark 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled Lids, 
Seek for thy noble Father in the duft; 
Thou know’ft ’tis common, all that live muft die, 
Pafling through Nature to Eternity. 
Ham. Ay, Madam; it is common. 
— Queen. Tf it be; 
Why {eems it fo particular with thee? 
Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, it is; I know not Seems : 
‘Tis not alone my Inky Cloak, good Mother, 
Nor cuftomary Suits of folemn Black, 
Nor windy Sufpiration of fore'’d breath, 
No, nor the fruitful River in the Eyes 
Nor the déjeGted haviour of the Vifages 
Together with all Forms; Moods, fhews of Grief, 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seem, 
For they are Actions that a Man might play ; 
But I have that within, which paffcth thow: 
Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe. 
King.’ Tis fweetand commendable in your Nature, Hamlet; 
To give thefe mourning Duties to your Father: 
But you muft know, your Fathet loft a Fathers 
That Father loft, lof his, and the Surviver bound 
In filial Obligation, for fometerm 
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfevere 
In obftinare Condolement, isa courfe © 
Of impious Stubborn: fs.° "Tis unmanoly Grief. 
Ie thews a Will moft incorrect to Heav'n, 
A Heart unfortifi’d, a Mind impatient, 
An Underftanding fimple, and unfchool’d : 
For what we know mutt be, and is as common, 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe, 
Why thould we, in ofr peevith Oppolition, 
Take it to Heart? Pie! “Pus a faule to Heav'n, 
A fault 2gainft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theam 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill bath cry'd, 
Fir im the fir Coarfe, ’till he that died to Day, 
This muft be los We pray you throw to Earth 
ile: This 
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This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 
As of a Father: For let the World take note, 
You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 
And with no lefs Nobility of Love, 
Than that which deareft Farher bears his Son, 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going back to School to Wittenberg, 
It is moft retrograde to our Defire: 
And we befeech you, bend you to remain 
Here in the cheer and comfort of our Eye, 
Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our Son. 
Queen. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers, Hamlet; 
I prithee ftay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham, I flall in all my beft obey you, Madam. 
King. Why “tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 
Be as cif in Denmark. Madam, come, 
This gentle and unfore’d accord of Hamlet 
S:ts {miling to my Heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Dexmark drinks to Day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds thall tell, 
And the Kings Rowfe, the Heav’n fhall bruit again, 
Re-{peaking earthly Thunders Come away. | Exeunt. 
Manet Hamlet, 
Ham, O that this too too folid Fleth would melt, 
Thaw, and refolve it felf into a Dew; 
Or that the Everlafting had not fixe 
His Canaon ’gainft felf laughter. O God! O Gods 
How weary, itale, flat, and unprofizable 
Seems to me all the ufes of this World. 
Fie ont! © fie! ’tis an unweeded Garden 
That grows to Seed; things rank, and grofs in Nature 
Poffefs it meerly.. That it fhould come to this; 
But two Months dead; nay, not f> much; not two, 
So excellent a King, that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a Satyr: So loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav’n 
Vifit her Face too roughly. Heav’n and Barth! 
Muft { remember?——why the would hang on him, 
As if increafe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed on; and yet within a Month ?2~—— 
Let me not think on’t----Frailty, thy Name is Woman: 
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A little Month !—or e’er thofe Shooes were old, 
With which the follow’d my poor Father’s Body, 
Like Niobe, all tears Why fhe, even fhe, 
O Heav’n! A Bealt that wants difcourfe of Reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer-——married with mine Uncle, 
My Father’s Brother; but no more like my Father, 

Than l to Hercules. Within a Mooth! 

B’er yee the falt of molt unrighteous I ears 

Had left the flufhing of her gauled Eyes, 

Shé married. © moft wicked fpeed, to poft 

With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Sheets: 

It isnot, nor it cannot come to good. 

But break, my Heart, for 1 muft hold my Tongue, 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, asd Marcellus. 
Hor. Hail to your Lordthip, 
Ham. 1 am giad to fee you well, 

Horatio, or 1 do forget my felf. 

Hor. The fame, my Lord, and your poor Servant ever. 
Ham. Six, my good Friend, Til change that Name with 
you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Marcellus! 
Mar. My good Lord 
Ham. 1 am very glad to fee you; good even, Sir. 

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hor. A truant Difpoficion, good my Lord. 
Ham. 1 would not have your Enemy fay fo; 

Nor fhall you do mine Ear that Violence, 

To make it trufter of your own report 

Againft your felf. 1 know you are no Truant 5 

But what is your Affairin Eijnooré 

We'll teach you to drink deep ¢’er you depart. 

Hor. My Lord, I came to fee your Father's Funeral. 
Ham. \ prithee do not mock me, Fellow Student; 
I think it was to fee my Mother's Wedding: 
Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it follow’d hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio: The Funeral bak’d Meats 

Did coldly furnith forth che Marriage Tables; 

Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heav’n, 

E’er I had ever feen that Day, Horatio. 
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My Father,——methinks I fee my Father. 
Hor. O where, my Lord? 
Flam. In my Mind’s Eye, Horatio. 
Hor, \ faw him once, he was a goodly King. 
Ham. He was a Man, take him for all in al, 
I fhould not look upon his like again. 
ffor. My Lord, I think I faw him yefternigi’. 
Ham. Saw ! Who 2 
for, My Lord, the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my Father ! 
Hor. Seafon your Admiration for a while 
With an attent Ear ; ’cill I may deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
Flam, For Heav’n’s love, let me hear. 
flor. Two Nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Rernardo, on their Watch; 
In the dead wafte and middle of the Night, 
Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm’d at ajl pointsexa@ly, Cap a Pe, 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 
Goes flow and ftately: By them thrice he walk'd, 
By their oppreft and fear-furprized Eyes, 
Within his Truncheon’s length ; whilft they, be=ftill’d 
Almoft to Jelly with the A@ of fear, 
Stand dumb and fpeak not tohim. This to me 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Where, as they had deliver’d both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
Thefe Hands are not more like. 
flam. But where was this2 
Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watcht. 
Ham, Did you not {peak to it?2 
Hor, My Lord, I did; 
But anfwer made it none; yet once methought 
It lifted up its Head, and did addrefs 
It felf to Motion, like as it would fpeak: 
But even then, the Morning Cock crew loud: 
And at the found it fhrunk in hafte away. 
Vou, V. x And 
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And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very f{trange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honourable Lord, ’tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our Duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch to Night ? 7 

Both. We do, my Lord, 

Ham, Arm’d, fay you ? 

Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Both. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his Face ? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Begver up. 

Ham. Woat, look’d he frowningly ¢ 

Hor. A Countenance more in Sorrow than in Anger. 

Ham, Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very Pale. 

Ham. And fixt his Eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Molt conftantly. 

eHam. 1 would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham, Very like, very hike; ftaid it long ¢ 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell a hundred. 

All. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His Beard was grifly 2 

Hor. It was, 1 have feen it in his Life, 
A Sabie filver'd. 

Ham, Vil watch to Night ; perchance *twill walk again. 

Hor. 1 warrant you it will, 


* Ham. If it affume my noble Father’s Perfor, 


Vl {peak to it, tho’ Hell it felf thould gape 

Andbid me hold my Peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this Sight ; 

Let it be treble in your filence ftill : 

And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to Nighr, 

Give itan Underftanding, but no Tougue ; 
‘J will requite your Loves: fo, fare ye well: 

Upon the Platform “twixt eleven and twelve, 

T']i vific you. 

All, Our dutyto your Honours [Exewnt, — Ham 
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Ham. Your love, as mine to you: Farewel. 
My Father’s Spirit in Arms! All is not well; 
I doubt fome foul play; would the Night were come; 
"Till then fit ftill, my Soul: foul Decds will rife, 
Tho’ all the Earth o’erwhelm them to Mens Eyes. | Exit. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelita, 
Baer. My Neceflanies are imbark’d, farewel ; 
And Sifter, as the Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy 1s affiftant ; donot fleep, 
But lee me hear from you. 
Oph. Do you doubt that? 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
Fiold it a fafhion and a toy in Blood, 
A Violet in the youth of primy Nature, 
Forward, not permanent, tho’ fweer, not lafting 
The fuppliance of a minute; no mare. 
Oph. No more but fo# 
Laer, Think it no more: 
For Nature cre{cent does not grow alone, 
In Thews and Bulk; but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the Mind and Soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foil nor cautel doth befmerch 
The virtue of his Fear : But you mult fear 
His greatnefs weigh’d, his will is not his own: 
For he himfelf is fubje& to his Birth; 
He may not, as unvalued Perfons do, 
Carve for himfelf ; for on his choice depends 
The fanctity and health of the whole State. 
And therefore muft his choice be circum{erib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that Body, 
Whereof he is the Head. - Then if he fays he loves you, 
It fits your Wifdom fo farto believe it, 
As he in his peculiar Se& and force 
May give his faying deed; which is no further, 
Than the main Voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh that lofs your Honour may fuftain, 
If with too credent Ear you lilt his Songs, 
Or lofe your Heart ; or your chafte Treafure open 
To his unmaftered importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my deat Sifter, 
X 2 And 
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And keep within the rear of your Affe&ion ; 
Out of the fhot and dangér of Defire. 
The charicft Maid is prodigal enough, 
If the unmask her Beauty to tne Moon: 
Virtue it felf [capes not calumnious ftrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the Spring, 
Too oft before the Buttons be difclos’d; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 
Be weary theo, b<ft fafety lies in fears 
Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe fear. 

Oph. 1 thall th’ effe@ of this good Leflon keep, 
‘As Watchmen to my Heart: But good my Brother, 
Do not as fome ungracious Paftors do, 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to Heav’n ; 
Whilft like a puft and recklefs Libertine, 
Himfelf, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his own read. 

Laer. Oh, fear me not, 

Eater Polomius. 

I flay too Jong; but here my Father comes: 
A double Bleffing is a double Grace ; 


Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Pol, Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard for fhame, 
The Wind-fits in the fhoulder of your Sail, 
And yow are ftaid for there. My Bilefling with you; 
And thefe few Precepts in thy Memory, | 
See thou Character. Give thy Thoughts no Tongue, 
Nor any wnproportiond Thought his A@: 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgas ; 
The Friends thou haft, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them-to thy Soul, with hoops of Steel: 
But do not dull thy Palm, with Entertainment 
Of each unhatch’d, unfledg’d°Comrade. Beware 
OF entrance to a‘ Quarrel : But being in 
Bear’t that th’ oppofed may beware of thee. 
Give every Man thine Ear; but few thy Voice. 
Take exch Man's cenfure ; but referve thy Judgment. 
Coftly. thy Habit asthy Purfe can buy ; | 
But not expreft in fanev 3 Rich, not gaudy: 
“For the Apparrel oft proclaims the Man, ; 
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And they in Framce.of the beft Rank and Sration, 
Are molt fele@ and generous, chief in thar. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender.be ; 

For Loan oft lofes both it felf and Frichd’ : 
A borrowing dulls the edge of athe 
This above all; to thine own felf be true: 
And it muft follow, as the Night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any Man, 
Farewel ; my blefling feafon this in thee 
Laer. Moft humbly do I take my ir \ 2 my Lor rd. 
Pol. The time invites you, £9, y 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and. rem sunbei Welk” 
What I have faid to you. 
Oph, ’Tis in my Memory locke, 

And oy yout felf thall keep the Key of 1. 

Laer. ewel, 
Pol, WI hat is’t, Oph, elia, he faid to you ¢ 

Oph. So pleafe _ fom< thing touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry; well bet thou: Bat 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felf 
Have of your Audience been molt free and bounteous. 

If it be fo, as fo it Is put on me, 
And that in way of caution, f mutt tell you, 
You do not underftand your felf fo clearly; 
As it behooves my Daughter, and your Honour, 
What is between you, giv ve me up "he Truth 2 
Oph. He hath, my Lord, of late, made many tenders 

Of his AffeG&ion to me, 

Te Affe Ction | - ih | — ipeak k | like a green Gn, 






th you be lies ve his Tons $ you “all them ¢ 
Oph. Ido not know, my Prabd: what I fhould think. 
Pol, Marry I'll teach you; think your felf a Baby 
That you-have.ta’en his Tenders for t yl 
Which are not fkerling- Tender your { 
Or not to. crack the wind of the poor Phat, 
Roaming it thus, yom a 
Oph. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love, 
In honourable fa Rion: , 
Pol. Ays fathion you may call it :¢9 to, go-to. 
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Oph. And hath given Countenance to his Speech, my Lord, 
Wich almoft all the Vows of Heaven. 

Pol. Ay,Springesto catchWoodcocks. I do know 
W ico the Blood burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the Tongue vows; thefe blazes, Daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, extiné& in both, 

Even in their Promife, as itis a making, 
You mutft noc take for Fire. For this time, Daughter, 
Be fomewhat {canter of your Maiden prefence, 
Set your Entreatments ata higher rate, 
‘Than a commard to Parley. For Lord Hamlet, 

elieve fo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the Eve, which their Inveftments fhews 
But meer Implorators of unholy Suits, 
Breathing like fanétified and pious Bonds, 
The bitter to beguile. This is for all: 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo flander any moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet: 
Lok to’t, I charge you; come your way. 

Oph. I thall obey my Lord. | Exeunt. 


SCENE Ill. The Platform before the Palace. 


Enter Himlet, Horatio, azd Marcellus. 
Ham, The Air bites fhrewdly; it is very cold, 
flor. It is a nipping and an eager Air. 
Ham. What hour now? 
#Tor. 1 think it lacks of twelve. 
flare No, it has not ftruck. 
Hor. 1 beard it not: Then it draws near the Seafon, 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
[Noife of warlike Mufick within 
What does this mean, my Lord? | 
am. The King doth wake to Night, and takes his rowle, 
Keeps waffel, andthe fwaggering upfpring reels, 
And as he drains his draughts of Rhenifh down, 
The Kettle Drum and Tiumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his Pledge. 
Her. 
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Hor. Is it a Cuftom? 
Ham, Ay marry ist: 
Butto my Mind, though I am native here, 
And to the manoer born, it is a Cuftom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the obfervance. 
Exter Ghoft. 
Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes. 
Ham. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend us/ 
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damod, 
Bring with thee Airs from: Heav’a, cr blafts from Hell, 
Be thy Events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com’ it in fuch a queftionable fhape, 
That I will {peak to thee. Vl call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: Ob! oh! an{wer me, 
Lec me not burft in Ignorance; but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d Bones hearfed in Death, 
Have burft their Cearments? why the S-pu'cher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly Inurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and marble Jaws, 
To caft thee up again? What may this mean? 
That thou dead Coarfe again in compleat Steel, 
Revifir’ft thus the glimpfes of the Moon, 
Making Night hideous? and we Fools of Nature, 
So horridly to fhake our Difpofition, 
With Thoughts beyond the reaches of our Souls; 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what fhould we do? 
| Ghoft beckous Hamlet. 
Hor. It beckons you to goaway with it, 
As if it fome impartment did defire, 
To you alone. 
Mar, Look with what courteous Action 
it wafts you to a more removed Ground: 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. { Holding Hamlet. 
Ham. \t will not {peak ; then wall I follow it. 
for. Do nor, my Lord. 
Ham. Why, what fhould be the fear? 
I do not fet my Life ata Pins fee; 
And for my Seoul, what can it doto that? 
Being a thing immortal as it felf. 
It waves me forth again. ———TI''ll follow it 
| X 4 Hor. 
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Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Flood, my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadful Summit of the Cliff, 
That beetles o’er his bafe into the Sea, 
‘And there affume fome other horrible Form, 
Which might deprive your Sovereignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefs? think of it. 
Ham. It wafis me ftill: Go on, T’ll follow thee---- 
Mar. You fhall not go, my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your Hand. 
Flor. Be rul’d, you thal] not go. 
Flam. My Fate cries out, | 
And makes each petty Artery in this Body, 
As hardy as the Vemean Lion’s Nerve: 
still am f éall’d? Unhand me,Gentlemen--- | Breaking from them. 
By Heav’n Pil make a Gheft of him that letts me-————— 
I fay away fo on I'll follow thee a 
| Exennt Ghoft and Hamlet. | 
ffor, Fe waxes defperate with [magination. “f 
Mar. Let’s follow; *tis not fit thus to obey him. 
#itr. Have after; to what iffue will this come? 











dar, Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. : 
Flor. Heav'n will dire& it. | 
Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Ghoft and Hamlet: 
Ham. Where wile thou lead me? {peak; I'll go no further. 
Ghoft. Mark me, 
Flam. Twill. 
Ghojft. My hour ts almoft. come, 
When L to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Mutt renderup my. felf. 
Ham. Alas poor Ghoff, 
Ghofi. Pity me not, “but lend thy fcrious hearing 
To what I thallunfold. 
Ham. -Spexk, Iam bound to hear. 
Ghoft. So'at thou to"Revenge,’ when thou halt hear, 
Ham. What? 
Ghojf. I am thy Father’s Spirit 5 
Doom’d for a certain termto walk the Night, 
Anda for the Day confin’d to faft in Fires; 
°Till the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg’d away. Burt that I am forbid 
 Fotell the Scerets of my Prifon-houfe; i 
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I could a Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes like Stars, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotcry and combined Locks to part, 
And each particular Hair to ftand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine: 
But this eternal Blazon muft not be 
To ears of Flefh and Blood; lift Hamlet! oh lift! 
If thou didft ever thy dear Father love 
Ham. Oh Heav'n! 
Ghoff. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murther. 
Ham, Murther2 
Ghoff. Murther moft foul, es in the beft it is ; 
But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural. 
Ham. Hatte me to know it; that I-with Wings as fwift 
As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love 
May {weep to my: Revenge, 
Ghoff. 1 find thee apr ; 
And duller fhouldft thou be than’ the fat Weed 
That rots it felf in eafe on Lethe’s Wharf, 
Wouldft thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
It’s given out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung’me.. So the whole ear of Denmark, 
Is by a forged Procels of my Death 
Rankly abus*’d: But know, thou noble Youth, 
The Serpent that did {ting thy Father’s Life, 
Now wears his Crown. 
Ham, O my Pophetick Soul; mine Unele? 
Ghoft. Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft, 
With Witcherafcof his Wits, and traiterous Gifts, 
Oh wicked Wit, and Gilts‘that have the Power 
So to feduce! won to his fhameful Luft 
The Will of my moft feeming virtuous Queen, 
Oh Aamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whofe Love was of that Dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 
Upon a Wreteh; whofe natural Gifts were poor 
Tothofe of mine | But Virtue, as it never will be moved, 
Though Lewdnefs court it in a Shape of <leav'n; 
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So Luft, though to a radiant Angel link’d, ) 
Will fate it felf ina Celeftial Bed, and prey on Garbage. 
But foft, methinks I {cent the Morning’s Air-———— 
Brief let me be; fleeping within mine Orchard, 
My Cuftom always in the Afternoon, 
Upon my fecure Hour thy Uncle ftole 

With Juice of curfed Hebenon in a Viol, 

And in the Porches of mine Ears did pour 

The leprous Diltilment: whofe effe@ 

Holds fuch an enmity with blood of Man, 

That {wift as Quick-filver it. courfes throu gh 

The natural Gates and Allies of the Rody ; 

And with’a fudden vigour it doth poffet 

And curd, like Eagre droppings into Milk, 

The thin and wholfome blood: So did it mine 

And a moft inftant Terrer bak’d about, 

Mott Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 

All my f{mooth Body. 

Thus was I, fleeping, by 2 Brother’s Hand, 

Of Life, of Crown, and Queen at once difpatcht; 

Cut off even in the Bloffoms of my- Sin, 

Unhouzzled, difappointed, unnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my Account 

With all my imperfe@ions on my Head. 

Ob horrible! Oh horrible! moft horribte! 

If thou haft Nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark, be 

A Couch for Luxury, and damned Inceft. 

But howfoever thou purfu’ft this AG, 

Taint not thy Mind, nor let thy Soul contrive 

Againft thy Mother ought; leave her to Heav’n, 

And to thofe Thorns that in her Bofom lodge, 

To prick and fting her, Fare thee well at once, 

The Glow-worm thews the Matin to be hear, 

And ‘gins to pale his uneffeCtual Fire. 

Adieu, adieu, Hamlet! remember me. [ Exit. 
- Ham. Ohall you Hoft of Heaven! Ob Earth! what elfe? 
And thall I couple Hell? Oh fie! hold my Heart 
And you my Sinews, grow not inftant Old; 
But bear me itifly up; remember thee 
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Ay, thou poor Ghoft, while Memory holds a {ci 
{n this diftra&ted Globe; remember thee¢ 
Yes, from the Table of my Memory, 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond Records, 
All faws of Books, all Forms, all preflures paff, 
That youth and obfervation copied there; 
And thy Commandment all alone fhall tive 
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain, 
Unmixt with bafer Matter. Yes, yes, by Heav’n: 
Oh moft pernicious Woman! 
Oh Villain, Villain, fmiling damned Villain! 
My Tables, my Tables----meet it 1s I fer ip down, 
That one may {mile, and’ fmile, and be a Villain; 
At leaft I’m {ure it may be fo jn Denmark. | Writing. 
So Uncle, there you are; now fo my word; 
It is; adieu, adieu, remember me: 1 have fworn’:. 
Hor. @ Mar. within. Mby Lord, my Lord. 
Enter Horatio ana Marcellus. 
Mar. Lord Hamlet. 
Hor. Heav’n fecure him. 
Mar. So be it, 
Hor. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, he, boy; come bird, come. 
Mar. How is’t, my Noble Lora ? 
Hor. What News, my Lord? 
Ham. Ob wonderful! 
Hor. Good my Lord, tell 1. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. NotI, my Lord, bf Heav’n. 
Mar. Nor I, my Lord. 
Ham, How fay you then, would Heart of Man once 
But you'll be fecret?——-—— think it? 
Both. Ay, by Heav’n, my Lord. 
Ham, There’s ne’er a Villain dwelling in all Denmark, 
But he’s an arrant Knave. | Grave 
Hor. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the 
To tell us this. 
Ham. Why, right, you are in the right; 
And fo without more Circumftance at all, 
{ hold it fit that we fhake Hands, and parts 
You as your Bufinefs and Defires fhall point you, 
For every Man has Bufinefs and Defire. Such 
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Such as it is; and for my own poor part, 
Look you, 1’il go pray. 
Hor. Tiefe are but wild and hurling Words, my Lord, 
Ham. \'m forry they offended you, heartily ; 
Yes Faith, heartily. 
Hor. Tiere’s no Offence, my Lord. 
Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much Offence too. Touching this Vifion here--- 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
O’er-mafter’t as you may. Andnow, good Friends, 
As you are Friends, Scholars, and Soldiers, 
Give me one poor requett, | 
Hor. What is’t, my Lord? we will. - 
Ham. Never make known what you-have feen to Night. 
Both. My Lord, we wil not... 
Ham. Nay, but fwear’e. 
Hor. In faith, my Lord, not I. 
Mar, Nor 1, my Lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my Sword. 
Mar. We have {worn, my Lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my Sword, indeed. 
Ghoft. Swear. | Ghoft cries ander the Stage. 
Ham. Ah, ha Boy, fay’ft thou fo% art thou there. true- 
penny? Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Celleridge, 
Confent to fwear. 
Hor. Propofe my Oath, my Lord. 
Ham. Never totpeak of this that you have feen, 
Swear by my Sword. % 
Ghoff. Swear. 7 
Ham. Hic & ubique? Then we'll thift for ground, 
Gome hither Gentlemen, | 
And lay your Hands again upon my Sword. 
Never to fpeak of this which you have heard, 
Swear by my Sword, 
Ghoft, Swear. ¢faft 2 
Ham, Well faid, old Mole, can’ft work rch’ Ground fo 
A worthy Pioneer, once more remove, good Friend. 
Hor. Oh Day and- Night! but thisis wondrous ftrange, 
Ham. And therefore as a Stranger bid it welcome. 
There are more things‘in' Heav'n and Earth, Horatio, 
| Than 
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Than are dreamt of in our Philofophy. * But come, 
Here as before, never fo help you Mercy, 
How ftrange or odd fo e’er I bear my felf, 
As I perchance hereafter fhall think mect 
To put an Antick difpofition on, 
That you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall 
With Arms encumbred thus, or thus, head fhake; 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubrful Phrafe; 
As well----we know----or, we could, and if we-would--- 
Or, if welift to {peak----or, there be and if there might --- 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note, 
That you know ought of me; this not to do, 
So Grace and Mercy at your moft need help you. 
Swear. 
Ghoft. Swear. 
Ham. Rett, reft, perturbed Spirit; fo, Gentlemen, 
With all my Love I do commend me to you; 
And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is; 
May do t’exprefs his Love and Friending to you, 
God willing fhall not lack; let us go in togethers 
And ftill your Fingers on your Lips I pray- 
The time is out of Joint; Oh curfed Spight, 
That ever I was born to fet it right, 
Nay, come, let’s go tegether. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT: Hi SCENES 
SCENE An Apartment in Polonwuss LHoufe, 


Enter Polonius, azd Reynoldo. 


Pol. ¢ Nive him his Mony, and thofe Notes, Xeynolde, 
Rey. I will, my Lord. 
Pol, Ycu fhall do marvellous wifely, good Reynoldo. 
Before you vifit him, make you Inquiry 
Of his Behaviour. 
Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Marry, well faid. 
Very well faid. Look you, Sir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris; 
Aod how, and who, what means, and where they ker | 
nat 
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‘What Company, what Expence, and finding 
By this encompafsment and driftof Queftion, 
That they do know my Son; come you more near, 
Then your particular Demands will touch: it, 
Take you, as “twere fome diftact Knowledge of him, 
As thus——~1 know his Father and his Friends, 
And in part him Do you mark this, Reyneldo? 
Rey. Ay, very. well, my Lord. 
Pol. And in part him----but you may fay----not well; 
But if t be he I mean, he’s very wild; 
Addi&ted fo and fo—————-and there put on him 
W hat Forgeries you pleafe; marry, none fo rank, 
As may difhonour him; take heed of that; 
But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips, 
As ace Companions noted and moft known 
To Youth and Liberty. 
Rey. As Gaming, my Lord 
Pol. Ay, or Drinking, Fencing, Swearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing———-You may go {0 far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him, 
Pol. Faith no, as you may feafon it in the Charge; 
You muft not put another {candal on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency; 
That’s not my meaning; but breath his Faults fo queintly, 
That they may feem the Taints of Liberty; 
The Flath and out-break of a fiery Mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaimed Blood 
Of general Affaule. 
Rey. But, my good Lord. 
Pol. Wherefore fhould you do this 
Rey. Ay, my Lord, | would know that. 
Pol. Marry, Sir, here’s my drift, 
And [ believe it is a fetch of Warrant, 
You laying thefe flight fullres on my Son, 
As twere a thing a Jietle foil’d rth’ workiag, 
Mark you your party in converfe; him you would found, 
Having ever fcen, in the prenominate Crimes, 
The youth you breath of, Guilty, be affur'd 
He clofes with you in this Confequence; 
Good Sir, or fo, or Friend, or Gentleman, 
According to the Phrafe and the Addition, 
Of Man and Country. 
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Rey. Very good, my Lord. 
Pol. And then, Sir, does he this ? 
He do’s—————-what was I about to fay? 
I was about to fay nothings where did I leave 2—-—_—_— 
Rey. At clofes in the Confequence: 
At Friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 
Pol. At clofes in th: Confequence————Ay marry, 
He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
1 faw him yefterday, or t other day, 
Or then, or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o’ertook in’s Rowfe, 
There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 
ifaw him enter fuch a Houfe of Sale, 
Videlicet, a Brothel, or fo forth——-See you now; 
Your bait of Falfhood, takes this Carp of Truth; 
And thus do we of Wifdom and of Reach, 
With Windlaces, and with aflays of Byas, 
By [ndirections find Dire@ions out: 
So by my former LeGure and Advice 
Shall you my Son; you have me, have you not? 
Rey. My Lord, [ have. 
Pol. God b’w’ you; fare you well. 
Rey. Good my Lord. 
Pol. Obferve his Inclination in your felf, 
Rey. I fhall, my Lord. 
Pol, And let him ply his Mufick. 
Rey, Well, my Lord. l Exit. 
Enter Ophelia, 3 
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Pol. Farewel. 
How now, Ophelia, what's the matter ? 
Oph. Alas, my Lord, I have been fo affrighted. 
Pol. With what, in the Name of Heav’n 2 
Oph. My Lord, as I was fowing in my Chamber; 
Lord Hamlet, with his Doublet all unbrac’d, 
No Hat upon his Head, his Stockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his Shirt, his Knees knocking each other, 
And with a look fo piteous in Purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of Hell, 
To fpeak of Horrors; he comes before me, 
Pol, Mad for thy Love? 
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Oph. My Lord, I donot know: but truly I do fear it. 
Pol. What faid he? 
Opb. He took me by the wrilt. 
Then goes.he to the length of all his Arm; 
And with his other Hand, thus o'er his brow, 
He fails to fuch perufal of my Face, 
As he would draw it. Long ftaid he fo; 
At laft, alittle thaking of my Arm, 
And thrice his Head thus waving up and down, 
He rais’d a Sigh, fo hideous and profound, 
That it did feem to fhatter all his Bulk, 
And end his Being. That done, he lets me go, 
Acd with his Head over his Shoulders turn’d, 
He feem’d to find his way without his Eyes, 
For out adoors he went without their help, 
And to the laft, bended their light on me. 
Pol. Come, go with me, I will go feek the King, 
This is the very Extafie of Love, 
Whofe violent Property foredoes it felf, 
And leads the Will to defperate Undertakings, 
As oft asany Paffion under Heav’n, 
That do’s affi@ our Natures. I am forry; 
What, have you given him any hard Words of late ? 
Oph. No, my good Lord; but as you did command 
I did repel his Letters, and deny'd 
His Accefs to me. 
Pol, That hath made him mad. 
I am forry that with better Speed and Judgment 
Thad not quoted him. I fear’d he did bur trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee; but befhrew my Jealoufie; 
It feems it is as proper to our Age, 
To caft beyend our felves in our Opinions, 
As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack Difcretion. Come, go we to the King. 
This muft be known, which being kepr clofe, might move 
More Grief to hide, than hate to utter Love.. [| Exeunt. 
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SC EN E’II.- the Palace. 
Enter King, Queen, Rofeneraus, Guildenftern, Lirds and 


other Attendants. 


King. Welcome dear Rofeneraus and Guildenftern, 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 
The need we have to ufe you, did provoke 
Our hafty fending, Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s Transformation; fo J call it, 
Since ‘not th’exterior, nor the inward Man 
Refembles thac it was. What it fhould be | 
More than his Father’s Death, that thus hath put. him 
So much from th’underftanding of himfelf, 
I cannot deem of. I intreat you both, 
That being of fo young Days brought up with him, 
And fince fo neighbour’d to his Youth, and Humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your; Companies, 
To draw him onto Pleafures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may glean, 
If ought, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That open’d lies within our remedy. 
Queen, Good Gentlemen he hath much talk’d of you; 
And fure I am, two Men there are not.living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To thew us fo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend your time with usa while, 
For the fupply and profit of ovr hope, 
Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch Thanks, 
As fits a King’s remembrance. 
Rof. Both your Majefties 
Might by the Sovereign Power. you have of us, 
Put your dread Pleafures, more into Command 
Than to Entreaty. 
Guil. But we both obey, ) 
And here give up our felves, in the full bent, 
To lay our Service freely at your Feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Rofeneraus, and gentle Guildenftern, 
Oucen. Thanks; Guildenftern and gentle Rofencraus ; 
And I befeeeh you inftantly to. vilit 
Vou. VY. : ¥ | My 
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My too much changed Son. Go fome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 


 Gwil. Heav’os make our Prefence and our Practices 
Pleafant and helpful to him. 


Queen, Amen. 
Enter Polonms. 


[ Exeunt Rofl, and Guil. 


Pol. The Ambafladors from Morway, my good Lord, 


Are joyfully return’d. 


King. Thou fill hah been the Father of good: News. 
Pol. Have 1, my Lord ? Affure you, my good Liege, 


I hold my Duty, as I hold my Soul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 
And I do think, or elfe this Brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of Policy, fo fure 
As I have us’d to do, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlet's Lunacy. 
King. O fpeak of that, that I do long to hear. 
Pol. Give firft Admitance to th’ Ambafladors. 
My News fhall be the News to that great Feaft. 


King. Thy felf do graceto them, and bring them in.| Ex.Pol. 


He tells me, my fweet Queen, that he hath found 
The head and fource of all your Son’: Diftemper. 
Queen. 1 doubt it is no other, but the main, 

His Father’s Death, and our o’er-hafty Marriage. 
Enter Polonius, Voltimand, avd Cornelius. 


King, Well, we hall fife him. Welcome, good Friends! 


Say Voltimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moft fair return of Greetings, and Delires. 

Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs 

His Nephew’s Levies, which to him appear’d 

To be a Preparation *gainft the Polak: 

But better lok’d into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnels. Whereat grieved, 

That fo his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence 

Was falfely born in Hand, fends out Arrefts 

On Fortinbras, which he, in brief, obeys,, 

Receives rebuke from Worway ; and in fine, 

Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 

To give th’affay of Arms againft your Majefty. 

W hereon old , overcome with Joy, 

Gives him three thoufaad Crowns in annual Fee, 


And 
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And his Commiffion to imploy thofe Soldiers 
So levied as before, againft the Polak ; 
With an intreaty herein further thewn, 
That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafs 
Through your Dominions for his Enterprize, 
On fuch regards of Safety and Allowance, 
As therein are fet down. 
King. It likes us well : 
And at our more confider’d time we’!l read, 
Aafwer, and thirk upon this Bufinefs. 
Mean time we thank you, for your well-look’d labour, 
Go to your reft, at Night we'll feaft together. 
Mott welcome. home. (Exit Amba, 
Pol. This Bufinefs is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Majcfty thould be, what Duty is, 
Why Day is Day, Night, Night, and Time is Time, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day, end: Time. 
Therefore, fince Brevity is the Soul of Wit, 
And Tedioufnefs the Limbs and outward Flourithes, 
I will be brief; your noble Son is Mad. 
Mad call I it; for to define true Madnefs, 
W hat is’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 
But let that go. 
Qucen. More Marter, with lefs Art. 
Pol. Madam, IT fwear I ufe no Ast at all: 
That he. ismad ’tis true; ’tis trae, ’tis pity, 
And pity, it is true ; a foolifh Figure, 
But farewelat ; For I wil ufe no Art. 
Mad Jet us gramt him then ; and now remains 
That we find out the Caufe of rhis Effet, 
Or rather fay, the Caufe of this Defeé ; 
For this effect defective, comes by canfe, 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus---Perpend--« 
I have a Daughter ; have, whil{t fhe as mine, 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this ; now gather, and furmife, 
He opens a Letter, and reads. 
To the Celeftial, and my Soul's Idol, the moft beantified O- 
hela. | 
That's an ill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe, beautified is a vile 
ane Y 3 Phrafe 
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Phrafe ; but you fhall hear-———Thefe to ber excellent white 
Bofom, thefe———_—~ 
ween. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithful. 
Doubt thou, the Stars are Fire, [ Reading, 
Doubt, that the Sun. doth move; 

Doubt Truth to be a Liar, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
O dear Ophelia, J am ill at thefe Numbers; I have not Art 
to reckon my Groans ; but that I love thee beft, ob moje Bef, 
believe it. Adieu. 
Thine evermore, moft dear Lady, whilft this 
Machine is to him, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my: Daughter fhewd me? 
And more above, hath his follicitings,: « | 
As they fell our by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine Ear. 

Kings But how hath fhe receiv’d, his Love? 

Pol. What do you think of me:? 

King. As of a Man, faithful and: honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove fo. But what might you think? 

When I had feen his hot Love on the Wing, 
As I perceiv’d it, I muft tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you 
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think, 
If { had play’d the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my Heart a winking, mute asd dumb, 
Or look’d upon this love, with idle fight, 
What might you think ? No, I went round to work, 
And my young: Miftrefs thus I did befpeak; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be; And then, I Precepts gave her, 
That the thould lock her felf from his Reforr, 
Admit no Meflengers, receive no Tokens: 
Which done, the took the fruits of my Advice, 
And he repulfed, a thort. Fale to make, 
Fell into a Sadnefs, then into a Faft, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weaknefs, 
Thence to.a Lightnefs, and by this declenfion 
Into the Madrefs. wherein now he ra \e 
And all, we wath fore 
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King. Do you think ’tis this ? 

Queen, It may be very likely. 

Poi. Hath there been iuch a ti me, I’d fain know that; 
That L have pofitively fa:d; *ris fo, 
When it prov’d otherwile ? 

King. Not that | know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwife, 
If Circumftances lead me, I will find 
Where Truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center, 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes 
He walks four hours together, here 
In the Lobby. 

Queen. So he has indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time Vl loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you andI behind an Arras theo, 
Mark the Encounter : If he love her not, 
And be not from his Reafon faln. thereon, 
Let me be no Affiftant for a State, 
And keek a Farm and Carters. 

King. We, will try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading, 
Queen. But look where, fadly, the poor Wretch comes 
(Reading. 
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Pol. Away, I do befeech you, both away. 

Pll board him prefently. [ L£xit King and Queen. 
Oh give me leave. How does my good Lord Haz lets 

Ham. Well, .God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Big, Bbc excellent. well; y’are a Fifhmonger ¢ 

Pol. Not 1, my Lord, 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honcft.a Man. 

Pol. Honeft, my Lord ? 

Ham. Ay, Sir 5 to be honeft as this World goes, is to be 
One pick’d out of two thou ‘and, 

Pol. That's very true, my, Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots tn a dead Dog, 
Being a good kifling Carrion 
Have you a Daughter ¢ 

Pol. I have, my Lord, 





Y 2 Ham. 
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Ham. Let her not walk ith’ Sun; Conception is a Blef- 


' fing, but not as your Daughter may conceive. Friend, look 


to't. 

Pol. How fay you by that? Still harping on my Daugh- 
ter——yet he knew me not at firft; hefaid I was a Fifhmon- 
ger; he is far gone, far gone; and truly in my Youth, I 
fuffered much extremity for Love; very near this. I'l] [peak 
to him again. What do you read, ‘my Lord; 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the Matter, my Lord? 

Ham. Between whom? 

Pol. 1 mean the Matter you mean, my Lord. 

Alam. Sanders, Sir: For the Satyrical Slave fays here, 
that old Men have gray Beards; that their Faces are wiis- 
kled; their Eyes purging thick Amber, or Plum Tree 
Gum; aod that they have a plentiful lack of Wit, 
together with weak Hams. All which, Sir, though | 
molt powerfully, and potently believe, yet IT hold it nor 
Fionefty to nave it thus fet down: For you your felf, 
Sir, fhall be as old as I am, if like a Crab you could £0. 
backward. : 

Pol, Though this be madnefs, yet there’s Method in’t: 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord? 

Ham. (nto my Grave? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o’th’ Air: . 

How pregnant (fometimes) ‘his replies are? 

A happinefs that often Madnefs hits of, 

Which Reafon and Sanity could not 

So profperoufly be deliver'd of I will leave him, 
And fuddenly contrive the means. of meeting 
Between him and my Davghrer. 

My honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 

Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing, that 
I will more willingly part withal, except my Life, my 
Life. 

Pol, Fare you weli, my Lord. 
Ham. Thefe tedious old Fools, 
Pol. You go to feek my Lord Hamlet; there he is, 
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Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenttern. 

Rof. God fave you, Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord! 

Rof. My moft dear Lerd ! 

Ham. My. excellent good Friends! How doft thou 
Guildenftern? Qh, Rofeneraus, good Lads! How do ye 
bot ne 

Rofe As the indifferent Children of the Earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy; on For- 
tune’s Cap, we are. not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soals of her Shooe ? 

Rof. Neither, my Lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her wafte, of in the middle 
of her Favour? 

Guild. Faith, ber privates we. 

Ham. n the fecret parts of Fortune ¢ Ob, moft true; the 
isa Strumpet. What's the News? 

Rof. None, my, Lord, but that the World’s grown 
Honeit. 

Ham. Then is Dooms-day near; but your News is not 
true. Let me queftion more.in particular: What have you, 
my good Friends, deferved at the hands.of Fortune, that 
fhe fends you to Prifon hither ? 

Guild; Prifon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Rof. Then is the World one. 

Ham A. goodly one, io which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Durgeons; Denmark being one oth’ 
worit, 

Rof. We think not fo, my Lo:d. 

Ham. Why then, ‘tis none to you for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: To me it is 
a Prifon. 

Rof.. Why then your Ambition makes it one: "Lis too 
narrow for your Mind, 

Ham. O God, 1 could be bounded in 2 Nut-fhell, and 
count my felf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that I 
have bad Dreams. 

Guild. Which Dreams indeed are Ambition; for the 
very fubftance of the ambitious, is meerly the fhadow of 


a Dream. 
Y 4 Ham. 
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Ham. A Dream it felf is but a Shadow. 

Rof. Truly, and [ hold Ambition of fo airy and light a 
quality, that ic is but a Shadow’s Shadow. 

Hlamz. Then are our Beggars Bodies, and our Monarchs, 
and out-ftrercht Heroes, the Beggars Shadows; fhall’ we to 
th’ Court? for, by my fey, I*cannot reafons 

Beth, We'll wait upon you, 

Ham. No fuch matter. “I will not fort you with thereft 
of my Servants: For, to fpeak to you like an’ honeft Man, I 
am moft dreadfully attended; but in the beacén way of - 
Friendfhip, what make you at Eljnoor? 

Rof. To valit you, my Lerd, no other Occafion, 

Ham, Beggar thac lam, I am even poot in’ Thanks; but 
Ithank you; and fure, dear Friends, my Thanks‘are too dear 
a haif-penny; were you not fent for? Is ir your own incli- 
ning? fs it a'free Vifitation? Come, deal juftly with me; | 
come, come; nay, {peak. 

Guild. What fhould we fay, my Lord? 

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the Purpofe. You were fent 
for; and there is a kind of Confeffion in your looks, which 
your Modefties have not craft enough to colour. I know thé 
good King and Queen have fent for you, 

Rof. To what end, my Lord? 

Ham. That you mutt teach me; but let me conjure you 
by the rights of our Fellowthip, by the confonancy of our 
Youth, by the Obligation of our ever-preferved Love, and 
by what more dear, a better propofer could charge you with- 
al; be even and dire& with me, whether you were fent for 
or no. 

Rof, What fay you ? 

Flam. Nay then I have an Eyé of you: If you love me, 
hold not off. 

Guild. My Lord, we were fent for. 7 

Ham, 1 will tell you why; fo fhall ‘my Anticipation 
prevent your difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and 
Queen, moult no Feather: I have of late, but wherefore I 
know nor, loft all my Mith, forgone all cufome of Exercife; 
and indeed, it goes fo heavily with my Difpofition, that 


this goodly Frames the Earths feems to me a’ fteril Pro- 


Montory; this moft- excellent Canopy the Air; look you, 
this brave o’er-hanging, this Majeftical Roof, fretted with 
zn golden 
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golden Fire, why, it appears no other thine to me, than 
a ‘foul and peitilent Congregation of Vapours. ~- What a 
piece of Work is'a Man! How Noble in Reafoo? how jn 
finite in Faculty! in form and moving how exprefs and 
admirable! in action, how like an Angel! in apprehenfion 
how like a God! the Beauty of the World, the Paragon 
of Animals; and yet tome, what is this Quinteffence of 
Duft ?°Man delighrs*not me; no, nor Womanneither, tho” 
by your {miling you feem’ to fay fo. 

Rof: My Lord, there ‘was no fuch Stuffin my Thoughts. 

Hum, Why’ did you laugh, when I faid; Man delights 
not meé 

Rof. To think, my Lord, if you délight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the Players fhall receive from 
you; we accofted them on the way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service, 

Ham. He that “plays the King fhall be welcome ; his 
Majefty fhall have Tribute of me;- the adventurous Knight 
fhall ufe his Foyle and Target; the Lover thall not figh 
gratis; the humorous ‘Man fhall end his part in Peace; the 
Clown fhall make thofe hugh, whofe Lungs are ticki’d ath? 
fere;, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely; or'the blank 
Verfe fhall halt for’t. What Players are they ? 

Rof. Even thofe you were wont to take Delight in, the 
Tragedians of the City. | 

Ham, How chances it they travel ? their refidence both in 
Reputation and Profit was better, both ways. 

Rof)' TI think their Inhibition comes by the means of the 
Jate Innovation 2 

Ham. Do they hold the fame Eftimation they did when 
I was in the City? Are they fo follow’d? 

Rof. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it¢ do they grow rufty? 

Rofs Nay, their endeavour ketps in the wonted pace ; 
But there is, Sir, an airy of Children, little Yafec, that crv 
out on the top of Queftion; and are mofl tyranrically clapr 
for’e; thefé are row the .Fafhion, and fo be-ractle the 
common Stages’ (fo they’ call them) «thar mary wearing 
Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe Quills, and dare fcarée ‘come 
thither. 
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Ham... What are they Children? Who maintains ’em ? 
How are they efcoted? Will they purfue the Quality: no 
longer than they can fing? Will they not fay, afterwards 
if they fhould grow themfelves to common Players, as it 
is like moft, if their Means are no better, their Writers do 
them wrong to make them exclaim againft their own Suc 
ceffion. 

- of, Faith, there has been much to do on both fides; 
aud the Nation holds it no Sin, to tarre them to contro- 
verfic. There was for a while, no, Mony bid for Argu- 
ment, unlefs the Poet and che Player, went to Cuffs im the 
Queftion. 

Ham. 1st poflible? 

Guild.. Ob there has been much, throwing about of 
Brains. 

Ham, Do the Boys carry it away ? 

Rof. Ay,that they do, my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 

Ham. \ris not ftrange, for mine Uncle is King of Den 
mark, and thofe that would make mowes at him while: my 
Father lived, give twenty, forry, an hundred Ducates a 
piece, for his PiGture im little. There is fomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philofophy could find it out... 

| Flourifb for the Players 


Guild. There are the Players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfuoor; your 
Hands, come; the appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
and Ceremony.. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players (which I tell you muft thew 
fairly outward) fhould more appear like entertainment 
shan yours. You are welcome 3 but my Uncle Father, and 
Aunt Mother are deceiv’d, 

Guild, In what, my dear: Lord? 

Haw. 1 am but mad Nerth, North-Wef: When the 
Wind is Southerly, I ktow a Hawk from a Handfaw. 

Exter Polonius. 

Pel, Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you; Gzildenffern, and you too, at each eara 
hearer; that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of his 
twathing Clouts. | 

Rof. Haply he’s the fecond time come to them; for they 
fay, an old Man is twice a Child. 7 

Ham. 
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Ham. \ will Prophefic, he comes to tel}me oF the Play- 
ers. Mark it, you fay right, Sirs. for on A¢onday Mora- 
ing *twas fo indeed. 

Pol. My Lordjofl shave News: toctell you. 

Ham: My: Lord, I drave News towel) you, 

When Rofciws was an Aor -in- Remre 
Pol The Actors are come hither, my Lerd. 
Flam, Buzz, buzze. 
Pot. Upon mine Honour 
Ham. Then cameeach AGor on his Afs-— 

Poi. The deft Aors in the World, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy, Hiftory, Paftoral, Paftorical-Comical-Hiftorical 
Paftoral, ‘Tragical-Hiftorical, Tragica!-~Comical-Hiltarical- 
Paftscal, Scene undividable, or Poem unlimited. Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plawus too light, for the law of 
Wir, and the Liberty. ° Thefe are the only Men. 

Hum, O Fephta, Judge of Tfracl, what a Treefure hadft 
thou! 

Pol. What a Treafure had he, my Lord? 

Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, 

The which he loved pafling well. 

Pol, Stull on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not ith’ right, old Fephra? 

Pol. If you call me Sephra, my Lord, I have a Daughter 
that [ love pafling well, 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pel. What follows then, my Lord ? 

Ham. Why, as by lot, God wot—————~ and then you 
koow, it came to pafs; as molt like it was; the firft row of 
the Rubrick, will thew you more. ‘For look where my 
Abridgements come. 

Enter four or five Players. 

Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome al!. Lam glad to fee thee 

well; welcome good Friends. Oh! my old Friend! Thy 

Face is valiant fince | faw thee laft: Com’ft thou to Beard 

me in Denmark? what my Young Lady and Miltrefs?2 

Berlady your Lordfhip is nearer Heaven, than when | faw 

you laft, by the Altitude of a Choppine. Pray God. your 

Voice, like a piece of uncurrent Gold, be not crack’d with- 

inthe Ring. Mafters, you are all-welcome; we'll e’en to’t 

like French Faulconers, fly at anything we fee; we'll have 
a 
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a fpeech ftraight. Come, give us a Tafte of your Quality? 
come, a paffionare Speech. 

3 Play. What Speech, my Lord? 

Ham. \ heard thee {peak mea Speech once,. but “it...was 
mever adted: or if it was, not above once, for the Play 
I remember pleas’d not the Million,.’twas Caviar to: the 
General; but it was, as I received it, and oth¢rs, whofe 
Judgment in fuch Matters, cryed in the top of mine, an 
excellent Play; well digefted in the Scenes, fet down with 
as much modefty, 2s cunning. I remember one faid, . there 
was no-Sallets in the Lines, to make the Matter favoury ; 
nor no Matter in the Phrafe, that might indite the Author 
of Affe@ion, but cal!’d ic an’ honeft Method. . One chief 
Speech in it, I chicfly low’d, ‘twas e4%eas Tale to Dido, 
and thereabout of it efpecially,, where he {peaks of Priam's 
Slaughter... Ifitlive in your Memory, begin at this Line 
let me fee, Ict me fec The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyr- 
canian Beaft. It is not fo- it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus, hewhole Sable Arms 

Black as his purpofe, did.the Night refcmble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horle, 

Hath now his dread and black Complexion fmear’d 
With Heraldry more difmal;, Head to Foot 

Bin Now is he total Geules; horridly Tricke 

f. i With Blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
ai Bak’d and impafted, with the parching Streets, 

That lend a tyrannous, and damned Light 

"Eo the vile. Murthers.. Roafted in Wrath and Fire, 
And thus o’erfized with coagulate Gore, 

With Eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyrrhus 
Old Grandfire Priam {ecks. 

Pol, ’Fo-e God, my Lord, well fpoken, with good accent, 
and good Difcretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds bim, | 
Striking too thort at Greekss’ His Antick Sword, 
Rebellious in bis. Arm, lyes where it fails 
Repugnart.to command; unequal match, 
Pyrrbus at Priam diives, inirage {trikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and wind, of his fell Sword, 
Th’ unnerved. Father falls.: -Then fenfelefs: Ilium, 
Seeming to fect his. Blow, with flaming. Top. 
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Stoops to his’ Bafe, and with a hideous crafh 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrhus Ear. For lo, his Sword, 
W hich was declining on the milky Head 
Of Reverend Priam, feem’d rth’ Air to ftick: 
So asa Tyrant Pyrrbxs ftood, 
And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter, 
Did Nothing. 
But as we often fee againft fome Storm, 
A Silence in the Heav’ns, the Rack ftand -ftill, 
The bold winds fpeechlefs, and the Orb below 
As hufh as Death: Anon the dreadful Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus pawle, 
A rowfed Vengeance {cts him new-a work; 
And never did the Cyclops Hammers fall 
On ars his Armours, forg’d for proof Eterne, 
With lefs Remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword 
Now falis on Priam. 
Our, out, thou Strampet-Fortune! all you Gods, 
In general Synod take away her Power: 
Break all the Spokes and Fellies from her Wheel, 
And bowl the round Nave down the Hill of Heav’n, 
As low as to the Fiends. 
Pol. This is too long, 
lam. It fhalito th’? Barbers with your Beard. Prethee 
fay on; he’s for a Jigg, or a tale of Bawdry, or ke fleeps, 
Say on; come to Hecuzba. 
1 Play. But who, O who, had feen the Mobled Queen 2 
Ham. The Mobled Ouxcen? 
Pol. That’s good; Mobled Queen, is good. 
t Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the Flame 
With Biffon Rheum; a Clout about rhat Head, 
Where late the Diadem ftood, and fora Robe 
About her lank and all o’er-teamed Loyns, 
A Blanket in th’ alarum of fear caught up. 
Who this had feen, with Tongue in Venom fteep'd, 
"Gainft Fortune’s State, would Treafon have pronounc’d? 
But if the Gods themfelves did fee her then, 
When the faw Pyrrhxs make malicious {port 
{In mincisg with his Sword her Husband’s Limbs; 
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made, 
(Unlefs things mostal move them not-al!) 
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‘Would have mide Milch the buraing Eyes of Heay’n, 
And Paffion in the Gods. 

Pol. Look where he has not turn’d his Colour, and has 
Tears in’s Eyes, Pray you no more, : 
Ham. ’Tis well, Vil have thee {peak-our the reft foon. 

Good my Lord, will you fee the Players well beftow’d. 
Do ye hear, let them be wellus'd; for they are theabftras, 
and brief Chronicles of the time. After your Death, » you 
‘were better hive a bad Epitapa, than their ill Report while 
you liv’d. | 

Pol. My Lord, 1 will ufe them according to their De- 
fert. 

Ham. Gods bodikins Man, -better, Ufe every Manvafter 
his Defert, and’ who fhould {cape whipping; ufe them after 
your own Honour and Dignity, The lefs tiey deferve, the 
more Meric isin your Bounty. Take them is. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. | Exit Polonius, 

Ham, Follow him, Friends: we'ltheara Play to morrow. 
Doft thou hear me, old Friend, can you play the Murther 
of Gonzago? 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Wel} hat to morrow Night. You cou!d>for a 
need ftudy a {peech of fome dozen or fixteen Lines, which 
I would fet down, and incert in’t ¢ Could ye not? 

Play, Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you mock 
him not. My good Friends, I'll leave you ’till Night, you 
are welcome to El/jxoor. 

Rof. Good my Lord, - 

Adanet Hamlet. 

Ham. Ay fo, good b’ w’ ye: Now I am alone. 
O what a Rogue and Peafant Sisve am If 
¥s it not monftrous that this Piayer here, 

But in a Fiction, ina Dream of Paffion, 

Could force his Soul fo to bis whole Conceit, 
That from her working, all his Vilage warm'd: 
Tears in his Eyes, diftraction in’s afpe&, 

A broken Vice, and his whole FunGion fuiting 
With Forms, to his Conceit? and all for nothing2 
For Hecuba? | | 
What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecaba, 


[ Exéunt. 
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That he fhould. weep for her? what would he do; 
Had he the Motive and the Cue for Paffion 
That I have? he would drown the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the general Ear with hotrid Speech ; 
Make mad the Guilty, ‘and appall the Free, 
Confound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculty of Eyes and Ears. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy metled Rafcal, peak 
Like ‘fohn-a-deames, unpregnant of my Caufe; 
And can fay nothing: No, not for a King, 
Upon whofe Property, and mof dear Life, 
A damn’d Defeat was made. Am I.aCoward? 
Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate a-crofs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows if in my Face 
Tweaksme'by th’ Nofe, gives me the lye i’:h” Throat; 
As deep as to the Lungs? Who does. me this? 
Ha? Whiy fhould I take it? for i¢ cannot be, 
But Tam Pigeon Liver’d, and Jack Gall 
To make Oppreflion bitter, or e’er this, 
I fhould have fatted all the Region Kires 
With this Slave’s Offal, Bloody, bawdy Villains! 
Remorfelefs, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindlefs Villain! 
Oh Vengeance! 
Why what an Afsam I? I fure, this is moft brave, 
That I, the Son of the dear Murthered, 
Prompted to my Revenge by Heav’n and Hell, 
Mutt, like a Whore, unpack my Heart with Words, 
And fall a curfing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion---.Fye upon’t! Foh! About my Brain. 
[have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Flave by the very cunning of the Scene, 
Been {truck unto the Soul, that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their Malefa@ions. 
For Murther, though it have no Tongue, will {peak 
With moft miraculous Organ. I'll have thefe Players, 

lay fomething like the Murther of my Father, 
Before mine Uncle. T’ll obferve his looks, 
I'll tent him:to the Quick; if he but blench, 
I know my Courfe, The Spirit that I have feen; 
May be the Devil, and the Devil hath Power 
T” aflume a pleafing Shape, yea, and perhaps 
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Out of my Weaknefs,. and my Melancholy,’ 

As hie is very Potent with fuch Spirits, 

Abufes meto damo me, I’]! have Grounds 

More relative than this:. The Play’s the thing, 

Wherein I'll catch the Confcience of the King. [ Exit, 





A’C TJ vSe BAN eek 
SCENE The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia,’ Rofeneraus, Guil- 
denftern and Lords, | 


King. AW can you by no drift of Circumftance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion, 
Grating fo harfhly all his Days of quiet, 
With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy 2 
Rof: He does confefs he feels himfelf diftracted, 
But from what caufe he will by no means {peak. 
Guild. Nor do we find him forward to be founded, 
But with.a crafty Madnefs keeps aloof : , 
When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion 
Of his true State. 
Queen. Did he receive you well? 
Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 
Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 
Rof. Niggard of Queltion, but of our Demands 
Mott free in his reply. 
Queen, Did you aflay him to any paftime? 
Rof. Madam it fo fcll out, that certain Players 
We o’er-took on the way; of thefe we told him; | 
And there did feem in him a kind of Joy 
To hear of it: They are about the Court, 
And (as I think) they have already order 
This Night to play before him. 
Pol. *Tis moft true: 
And he befeech’d me to intreat your M. jefties 
To hear and fee the Matter. 
King, With all my Heer’, and it doth much conte t me 
To hear him fo inctin’'d.. Good Gentlemen, 
Give him a further Edge, and drive his Purpofe on 
To thefe Delights. 





Rof. 
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Rof. We thall, my Lord. fExeunt. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 
For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as ‘twere by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father, and my felf, lawful efpials, 
Will fo beftow our felves, that fesing unfeen 
We may of their Encounter frankly judge. 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If’t be th’ afliGion of his Love, or no; 
That thus he fuffers for. 
Queen. | fhall obey you: 
And for your part, Ophelia, I do with 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlet's wildnefs, So thall I hope your Virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your Honours. 
Oph. Madam, I with it: may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, fo pleafe ye, 
. We will beftow our felves : Read on this Book, 
That thew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefs. We are oft to blame in this, 
‘Tis too much prov’d, that with Devotion’s vifage, 
And pious Action, we do fuger o’er 
The Devil himfelf. 
King. Oh ’tis too true; 
How {mart a lath that Speech doth give my Confcience? 
The Harlot’s Cheek beautified with plaftring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my Deed tomy moft painted word. 
Oh heavy burthen ! 
Pol. I hear him coming, let's withdraw, my Lord. 
| Exeunt all but Ophelia, 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, thatis the Queftion : 
Whether, ‘tis nobler in the Mind, to faffer 
Ihe Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againft a Sea.of Troubles, 
And by oppofing end them. To dye, to fleep 
No more ; and by a fleep; to fay we end 
The Heart-ache, and the thoufand natural Shocks 
That Fleth is Heir to ’tis'a!Confummation 
Vox, V. Z Devoutly 
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To Sleep, perchance to Dream 3 ay, there’s the rub-.- 
For in that fleep of Death, what Dreams may come, 
When we have thuffled off this mortal Coil, 
Muft give us paufe. There’s the refpe& 
That makes Calamity of fo long Life: 
For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time, 
The Oppreffors wrong, the poor Man’s Contumely, 
The pangs of defpis’d. Love, the Laws delay, 
The infolence of Office, and the fpurns 
That patient merit of the Unworthy takes, 
When he himfelf might his Quretus make 
With a bare Bodkin? Who would Fardles bear 
To grunt and fweat ucder a weary Life, 
But that the dread of fomething after Death, 
The undifcover’d Country, from whofe Bora 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us rather bear thofe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the native Hue of Refolution 
Is ficklied o'er, with the pale caft of Thought; 
And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this regard their Currents turn away, 
And lofe the name of AGion. Soft, you nows [Seeing Oph. 
The fair Ophelia? Nymph, in thy Graifons 
Be al] my Sins remembred. 
Oph. Good my Lord, 
How does your Honour for this many a Day ¢ 

Ham. 1 humbly thank you ; well, well, well 

Oph. My Lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive. them. 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Oph. My honout’d Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them Words of fo fweet Breath compos’d, 
As made the things more Rich: That perfume loft, 
Take thefe again , for to the noble Mind 
Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind. 
There, my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honeft 2 
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Oph. My Lord 

fam. Are you hir? 

Oph, What meats your Lordthip ? 

Ham. That if yo be honeft and fair, your Honefty thould 
admit no Difcourfe to your Beauty. 

Oph. Could Beatty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than with Honefty : 

flam. Ay ttuly ; for the power of Beauty, will-fooner 
transform Honefty fiom whatitis, toa Bawd, thao the force 
of Honefty can tranflate Beauty into his likenefs. This was 
fometimes a Paradoz, but now the time gives it proof. I 
did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my Lord, you made me bélieve fo. 

ffam. You thould not have believed me. For Virtue cane 
not fo innoculate ou: old Stock, but we fhall relith of ir. I 
did love you once. 

Oph. I was the more deceived, 

Ham. Get thee » a Nunnery. Why wouldf thou be 
a breeder of Sinners? I am my felf indifferent honeft, but 
yet I could accufe ne of fuch things, that ir were better my 
Mother had notbort me. Iam very proud, revengeful, am- 
bitious, with more Offences at my beck, than L have thoughts 
to put them in Imagination, to give rhem fhape, or time to 
act them in. What fhould fuch Fellows as 1 do crawling 
between Heav’n and Earth. We are arrant Knaves all, be- 
lieve none of us——Go thy ways to a Nuasery——-_—, 
W here’s your Fathe:? 

Oph. Athome, my Lord. 

44am. Let the Doors be fhut upon him,that he may play 
the Fool no where tut in’s own Houfe. Farewel. 

Oph. O help him, you fweet Heav’ns. 

ffam. \f thou dot Marry, Vl give thee this Plague for 
thy Dowry. Be thoi as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow, thou 
fhalt not efcape Calumny----Get thee to a Nunnery, Go--= 
farewel----Or if thoi wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for 
wife Men know well enough, what Monfters you make of 
them----To a Nunnery go---and quickly too. Farewel, 

Oph. O heav’sly Fowers! reftore him. 

Ham. 1 have head of your pratling too, well enough, 
God has given you one pace, and you make your {If an- 
other: You jig, you amble, and you lifp, and Nick-name 
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God’s Creatures, and make your wantonnefs your ignorance. 
Go, Pll no more on’t, it hath made me mad. I fay, we will 
have no more Marriages. Thofe that are married already, 
all but one, fhall live, the reft thall keep as they are. Toa 
Nunnery, go. | Exit Hamlet. 
Oph. © what a noble Mind is here o'er-thrown! 
Thé Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholars ! Eye, Tongue, Sword, 
Th’ expeGancy and Rofe of the fair State, 
The glafs of Fafhion, and the mould of Form, 
Th’ obferv’d of all cbfetvers, quits, quite down. 
I am of Ladies moft deje& and wretched, 
That fuck’'d the Hony of his Mufick Vows: 
Now fee that Noble and moft Sovereign Reafon, 
Like {weet Bells jangled out of Tune, and harfh ; 
That unmatch’d Form and Feature of blown Youth, 
Blafted with Extafie. Oh woe is me! 
T’have feen what I have feen; fee what I fee. 
Enter King and Polonius. 
King. Love! his AffeCtions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpake, tho’it lack’d Form a little, 
Was not like Madnefs. There’s fomething in his Soul, 
O’er which his Melancholy fits on brood, 
And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 
Will be fome Danger, which how to prevent, 
I have in quick Determination 
Thus fet it down. He thall wich fpeed to Exglana 
For the demand of our negle&ted Tribute: 
Haply the Seas and»Countries different, 
With variable ObjeGs, fhall expel 
This fomething fettled matter in his Heart ; 
W hereon his Brains fti!l beating, puts him thus 
From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on’t ; 
Pol. It fhall do well. But yet do I believe 
The Origin and Commencement of this Grief 
Sprung from negleG&ted Love. How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us what Lord Aamler faid, 
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe, 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 
Let his Queen Mother al] alone intreat him 
To thew his Griefs; let her be round with him: 
And I'll be plac’d, fo pleafe you, in the Ear 
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OF all their Conference. If the find him not, 
To England fend him ; or confine him where 
Your wifdom beft thall think. 

King. It thall be fo: 
Madnefs in great Ones muft not unwatch’d go. [Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players. 

flam. Speak the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc’d it to 
you trippingly onthe Tongue. But if youmouth it, as ma- 
ny of our Piayers do, I had as lieve the Town-Crier. had 
{poke my Lines: Nor do not faw the Air too much. with 
your Hand thus, but ufe all gently ; for in th: very Torrent, 
Tempeft, and, as I may fay, the whirl-wind of Paffion, you 
muft acquire and beget a temperance that may give it {mooth- 
nels, O it offends me to the Soul, tofee a robuftous Pere 
riwig-pated Fellow, tear a Paffion to Tatters, to very Rags, 
to f{plit the Ears of the Groundlings: Who (for the moft 
part) are capable of nothing, but inexplicable dumb Shews, 
and Noife : I could have fuch a Fellow whipt for over doing 
Termagant; it out-Herods Herod. Pray you avoid it, 

Play. 1 warrant your Honour. 

filam. Be not too tame neither ; but let your own Difcres 
tion be your Tutor. Sute the A@ion to the Word, the 
Word to the AGion ; with this {pecial obfervance ; that you 
oer-{top not the Modefty of Nature ; for any thing fo over- 
done, is from the purpofe of Playing, whofe end both at the 
firft and now, was and is, to hold as ’twere the Mirror up to 
nature 5 to fhew Virtue her own. Feature, Scorn her own I- 
mage, and the very Age and Body ofthe time, his Formand 
Preflure. Now, this over-done, or come tardy off, tho’ it 
make the Unskilful laugh, cannot but make the Judicious 
grieve: The cenfure of which one, muft in your Allowance 
o’er-fway a. whole Theatre of others. Qh, there be Players 
that I have feen Play, and heard others praife, and that high- 
ly, (aot to {peck it prophanely) that neither having the ac- 
cent of Chriftians, or the gate of Chriftian, Pagan, or Wor- 
man, have {u {trutted and bellowed, that I have thought fome 
of Nature’s Journey-men had made Men, and not made them 
well, they imitated? Humanity fo abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reform’d thatindifferently with us, Sir. 

Ham, O reform it altogether, And Jet thofe that play 
your Clowns, {peak no more than is fet down for them. For 
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there be of them, that will of themfelves laugh, to fet on 
fome quantity of barren SpeGtators to laugh too, though in 
the mean time, fome neceflary queftion of the Play be then 
to be confidered; that’s Villanous, afd fhews 4 moft pitiful 
Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go make you ready. 
. ( Exeunt Players. 
Finer Polonius, Rofeneraus, avd Guildenftern. 
How now, my Lord? 
Will the King hear this piece of Work? 
Pol, And the Queen too, and that prefently. 
Ham. Bid the Players make hatte. | Exit Polonius. 
Will you two help to hatten them? 
Both. We will, my Lord. 
Enter Horatio. 
Ham. Wat ho, Horatio? 
Hor. Were, fweet Lord, at your Service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou act e’en as juft a Man 
As eer my Converfation coap’d withal. 
Hor, O my dear Lord —— 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter - 
For what Advancement may U hope from thee, 
That no Revenue haft, but thy good Spirits 
To feed and cloath thee. Why fhould the poor be flatter'd? 
No, let the candied Tongue lick abfurd Pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee, 
Where thrift may follow feigning. Doft thou hear? 
Since my dear Soul was Miftrefs of her Choice, 
And could of Men diftinguifh, her EleGion 
Hath feal’d thee for her felf. For thou haft been 
As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing. 
A Man that Fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hath ta’en with equal Thanks. And bleft are thofe, 
Whofe Blood and Judgment are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are oot a Pipe for Fortune’s Finger, 
To found what ftop fhe pleafe, Give me that Man, 
That is not Paffion’s Slave, and I will wear him 
In my Heart's Core: Ay, in my Heart of Heart, 
As Idothee. Something too much of this. 
There is a Play to Night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Sircilniaads 


Which | have told thee, of my Father’s Death. 





| Exeunt. 
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I pretheey when thou feeft that AG a-foot. 

Even with the very Comment of thy Soul 

Obferve mine Uncle: If his occulted guilt 

Do not it felf unkennel in one Speech, 

It isa damned Ghoft that we have feen: 

And my Imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan Styth. Give him heedful note, 

For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face, 

And after we will both our Judgments join, 

To cenfure of his feeming. 

Alor. Well,. my Lord. 

If he fteal ought the whilft this Play is playing, 

And fcape detecting, I will pay the Theft. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofeneraus,Guilden- 
ftern, aud other Lords Attendant, with his Guard carrying 
Torches. Danifh Adarch. — Sound a Fleuri fh. 

Ham. They are coming tothe Play; I muft be idle. 
Get you a Place. 
King. How fares my Coufin Hamlet 2 
Ham. Excellent i’faith, of the Camelion’s Difh: TI eat the 

Air, promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this Anfwer, Hamler, thefe 

Words are not mine, 

Ham. Nog nor mine, now, my Lord. You plaid once i’th’ 

Univerfity, you fay? | Zo Polonius. 
Pol, That I did, my Lord, and was accounted'a good 

Actor. 

Ham, And what did you ena&2 
Pol. 1 did enact Fulins Cefar, 1 was kill’d i’th’ Capitol: 

Brutus kill’d me. 

Flam, \t was a brute part of him, to kill fo Capital a Calf 
there. Bethe Players ready? 

Rof: Ay, my Lord, they ftay upon vour patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my good Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham, No,good Mother, here’s Mettle more attractive. 

Pol. Oh ho, do you mark that? 

Ham, Lady, thalll lyein your Lap? [Lying dew» at O- 

Oph. No, my Lord. phelia’s Feet. 

Ham. I mean, my Head upon your Lap? 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant Country. Matters? 
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Oph. 1 think nothing, my Lord. 
Ham. That’s a fair thought to lye between a Maids Legs. 
Oph. What is, my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my Lord. 

Ham. Whol ? 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your only Jig-maker; what fhould a Man 
do, but be merry. For look you how chearfully my Mo- 
ther looks, and my Father dy’d within’s two hours. 

Gph. Nay, “tis twice two Months,. my Lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay thenJet the Devil wear black, for I'l 
have a Suit of Sables. Oh Heav’ns! dyetwo Months ago, 
and not forgotten yet? then there’s hope, -a great Man’s Me- 
mory may out-live his. Life half a Year>. But by’r-lady he 
muft build Churches then; or elfe fhall he fuffer.not think- 
ing on, with the Hobby-horfe; whofe Epitaph is, for o, 


for o, the Hebby-horfe is forgot. ‘it 
Hautboys play... The dumb Shew enters. 3 
Enter a King and Queen, very lovingly; the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels; and makes fhew of Proteftation unto him. 
He takes her up, and declines his Head upon her Neck. Lays 
him down upon a Bank of Flowers. She feeing him afleeep, 
leaves him. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off his Crown, 
kiffes it, and pours Poifon in the King’s Ears, and Exits. 
The Queen returns, finds the King dead, and makes paffionate 
Jitkion. The Poifoner,withfome twoor three Adutes come ix 
again, feeming to lament with ber. The dead Body is carried 
away: The Prifoner woesthe Queen with Gifts, {be feems loth 

and unwilling a while, but in the end accepts his Love. 

| Exeunt, 
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Oph What means this, my Lord ? 

Ham Matry this is Miching AZalicho, that means Mifchief. 

Oph. Belike this Shew imports the Argument of the Play ? 

Ham. We hall know by thefe Fellows: The Players can- 
not keep counfel, they Ihtell all, 

Oph. Will they tcll us what this Shew meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any Shew that you'll thew him. Be not you 
sfham’d to fhew, he'll not fhame to tel] you what it means, 
Orb. You are naught, you are naughr, I'll mark the Play. 


Enter 
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Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for our Tragedy, 
Here frooping to your Clemency 3 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. 1s this Prologue, or the Pofie of a Ring? 

Oph, ’ Tis brief, my ford, 

Ham. As Wa man’s | love. 

Enter King and Ouneen. 

King. Full they umes hath Phebus Car gon round 

Neptune's {ait wants and Tellas Orbed Ground: 
And thir. y dozem Moons with borrowed theer, 
About the World have time, twelve thirties: been, 
Since Love our Hearts, and Lijnich did our Hands: 

Unite commutual, in moftdacred Bands. 

Queep. So many Journeys may » the Sun and Moon 
Make us again count. o'er, eer love be done. 

But woe is me, you are fo fick of late, 

So far from Cheer, and from your former State, 
That I diftruft you; yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing mutt. 

For Womens Fear and Love, hold quantity, 

In neither ought, or in extremity ; 

Now what my Love is, proof hath made you know, 
‘And as my Love is fix’ d, my Fear 1s fo. 

King. Faith I muft leave thee, Lov., and fhortly toes 
My operant Powers my Functions leave to do, « 
And thou fhale live tn this fair World behind, 
Honour’d, belov’d, and haply, ‘one as kind 
For Husband. fhalt thou 

Queen. Oh confound the reft! 

Such Love muft needs be Treafon in my Breaft: 
In fecond Husband let me beiaccurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kil the firft.: 

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 

Queen. The inftances that fecond Marriage move, 
Are bafe re(pects of Thrift, but none of Love. 

A fecond time, I kill my Husbandsdead, 
When fecond Husband kiffes me in Bed. 

King. I do believe: you. . Think what now ie ipeak 5 
But what we do determine, ofc we break: 

Purpofe is but the Slave to Memory, 
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Of violent Birth, but poor validity: 

Which now like Fruit unripe fticks on the Tree, 

But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be. 

Moft neceffary ‘tis that we forget 

To pay our felves, what to our felves is Debt : 

W hat to our felves in Paflion we propofe, 

The Paffion ending, doth the puspofe lofe 

The Violence of either Grief or Joy, 

Their own enactors with themfelves deftroy: 

Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament; 
Grief joys, Joy grieves on flender accident. 

This World is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange 

That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change. 
For ’tis a Queftion left us yet to prave, 

Whether Love lead Fortune, o1 elfe Fortune Love. 
The great Man down, you mark his favourite flies, 
The poor advanc’d makes Friends of Enemies: 

And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, fhall never lack a Friend; 

And who in Want.a hollow Friend doth try, 
Directly feafons him his Enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary rur, 

That our Devices ftill are overthrown, 

Our Thoughts are ours, their Ends none of our own. 
So thipk thou wilt no fecord Husband wed, 

But die thy Thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Queen. Nor Earth to give me Food, nor Heav’n Light, 
Sport and repofe lock me from Day and Night ; 

Each oppofite that blanks the Fice of Joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy, 
But here, and hence, purfue me lafting Strife, 
If once a Widow, ever I be Wife. 

Ham. If the thould break it now. 

King. ’Tis deeply {worn ;. fweet, leave me here a while 
My Spirits grow dull, a-d fain | would beguile : 
The tedious Day with fleep, 

Queen. Sleep rock thy Brain, , [ Sleeps 
And never come mifchance between us twain, Ex, 

Ham. Madam, how like you the Play ? 
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Hamlet, Prince of Den , Qary 


Queen. The Lady protefts :oo much, methinks. 

Ham, Oh but fhe’ll keep her word. 

King, Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of- 
fence in’t? 

Ham. No, no, they do bit jeft, poifon in jeft, no Of- 
fence i’ th’ World, 

King. What do you call the Play ¢ 

Ham. The Moufe-trap; Marry how? Tropically. This 
Play isthe Image of a Murther done*in Vienna, Gonxago 
is the Duke’s Name, his Wife Baptij?a, you fhall fee anon, 
tis a Knavith piece of Work; but what o° that? Your 
Majefty, and we that have free Souls, it teuches us not; 
let the gall’d Jade winch, cur withcrs are unwrung, 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, Nephtw to the King, 

Oph, You are a good Chorus, my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your Love; 
If I could fee the Puppets dallying. 

Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen, 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning, te take off my 
Edge. 

Oph. Still worfe and worf?. 

Ham. So you miftake Hu bands, 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and begis. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. 

Lac. Thoughts black, Hinds apt, Drugs St, and Time 

agreeing: 
Confederate Seafon, elfe no Creature feeing: 
Thou Mixture rank, of Midnight-Weeds collected, 
With Hecate’s Bane, thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On wholfome Life, ufurp immediately. 
[ Pours the Poifon in his Ears. 

Ham. He poyfons him i’th’ Garden for’s Eftate; his 
Name’s Gonzago; the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian, You thall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
Love of Gonzago’s Wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Ham. Whit, frighted with falfe Fire ¢ 

Queen. How fares my Lord? 
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2420) Hamlet; Prince of Denmark. 


Pol. Give oer the Play. 
King, Give me fome Light. Away. 
All, Lights, Lights, Lights. | Exeunt. 
Manent Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham, Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep, 
The Heart ungalled play: 
For fome muft watch,. whilft fome muft fleep; 
So runs the World away. 
Would not this, Sir, and a Foreft of Feathers, if the reft 
of my Fortunes turo Turk with me; with two Provincial 
Rofes on my rac’d Shooes, get me a Fellowfhip in .a cry of 
Players, Sir. 
Hor. Half a Share. 
Ham. A whole one Tf. 
For thou doft know, oh Damon dear, 
This Realm difmantled was 
Of Fove himfelf, and now reigns here 
A very very Pajock. 
Hor, You might have Rim‘d. 
Ham. Oh good Horatio, Piltake the Ghoft’s word fora 
thoufand Pounds. Didft perceive $ 
Hor. Very well, my Lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the Poifoning? 
Hor. 1 did very well note him. 
Enter Rofeneraus avd Guildenftern. | 
Ham. Oh, ha! come fome Mufick. Comethe Recorders, 
For if the King like not the Comedy ; 
Why then belike he likes it not perdy, 
Come, fome Mufick. 
Guild, Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with you. 


Ham. Sir, a whole Hittory. 
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Guild, The King, Sir 

Ham, Ay Sir, what of him? 

Guild. Is in his retirement, marvellous diftemper’>d—— 

Ham. With Drink, Sir? 

Guild, No, my Lord, rather with Choler. 

Ham. Your Wifdom fhould thew’it felf more rich to fig- 
nifie this to his Doctor; for me to put him to his Purgaticn, 
would perhaps plunge him into far more Choler. 

Gxild. Good my Lord, put your Difcourfe into fome 
Frame, and ftart not fo wildly from my Affair. 

Ham. 
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Ham. I am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guild. The Queen your Mother, io moft great affliction 
of Spirit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this Courtefie is not of the 
right breed. It it fhall pleafe you to make me a whol- 
fom Anf{wer, 1 will do your Mother’s Commandment; 1 
not, your Pardon, ad my return fhall be the end of my 
Bufinefs. 

Ham. Sir, 1 cannot. 

Guild, What, my Lord ? 

Ham. Make you awholfome Anfwer: my Wit's difeas’d. 
But, Sir, fuch Anfwers as I can make, you fhill com- 
mand; or rather you fay, my Morher ---«therefore no 
more but to the matter-————-my Mother, you fay———-—— 

Rof. Then thus fhe fays; your Behaviour hath ftruck 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that can foaftonith a Mother, 
But is there no fequel at the Heels of this Moth:r-admi- 
ration ¢ 

Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her Clofet e’er you 
go to Bed. 

Ham. We fhail obey, were fhe ten times our Mother 
Have you any further Trade with us¢ 

Rof. My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham, So I do ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers, 

Rof; Good my Lord, what 1s your Caufe of Diltemper ? 
You do freely bar the Door of your own Liberty, if you 
deny your Griefs to your Friend, 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. 

Rof:: How can that be, when you have the Voice of the 
King himfelf, for your Succeffion in Denmark @ 

Ham. Ay, but while the Grafs grows, the Proverb is 
fomething mufty. 

Enter one with a Recorder. 
O the Recorders, let me {etone. To withdraw with you—— 
why do you go about to recover the Wind of me, as if you 
would drive me into a toil? 

Guild. O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my Love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. \do not well underftand that. Will you ply upon 
this Pipe? = | Guile, 


o 





a’ S33 - 
-" Fta- ~ tS <== 
— ee = ; 
= = ae ig > - 
ee = ier Flin emg nat ee a ae 
to ny aie OO ES ee - 


<P> 
eee 


Ay 

ti 
al 

Nh, 
\ 


Se 





2422. tdamict, Prince of Denmark. 


Guild.t9 Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. \ pray you. 

Guild, Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 do befeech you. 

Guild. I know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham, ’7Tisas eafi¢ as lying ; govern thefe Ventiges with 

our Finger and Thumb, give it Breath with your Mouth, 
and it will difcourfe moft excellent Mufick. 
Look you, thefe are the ftops. 

Guild. Butthefe cannot | command to any utterance of 
Harmony, [ have not the Skill. 

Ham. Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me; you would play upon me, you would feem 
to know my ftops; you would pluck out the Heart of my 
Myftery, you would found me from my loweft Note, to the 
top of my Compals, and there is much Mufick, excellent 
Voice, in this little Organ, yet cannot you make it. Why 
do you think, that I am eafier to be plaid on than a Pipe ? 
Cali me what Inftrument you will, though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upon me. God blefs you, Sir. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol, My Lord, the Queen would {peak with you, and 
prefently. 

Ham. Do you fee that Cloud, that’s almoft in fhape like 
a Camel? 

Pol. By. th’ Mafs, and it’s like a Camel indeed, 

Ham, Methinks it is like a Wezel. 

Pol. It is bak’d like a Wezel, 

Ham. Or \ike a Whale ? 

Pol. Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my Mother by and by; 
They fool me to the top of my Bent. 

I will come by and by. 

Pol. i will fay fo. [ Exit. 

Ham. By and by is eafily faid. Leave me, friends: Exe. 
Tis now the very witching time of Nighr, 

When Church-yards yawn, and Hell it felf breaths out 

Contigion to this World. Now could I drink hot Blood, 

And do fuch bitter Bufinefs as the Day 

Wou'd quaketo look on. Soft, now to my Mother-——— 
| Oh 
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Oh Heart, lofe nor thy Nature; let noc ever 
The Soul of Wero enter this firm Bofom; 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
I will {peak Daggers to her, but ufe none. 
My Tongue and Soul in this be Hypocrites 5 
How in my words fomever fhe be thent, ; 
To give them Seals, never my Soul confent. [ Exit. 
Enter King, Rofeneraus, ana Guildenftern. 
King. 1 like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us, 
To let his Madnef$ range. Therefore prepare you ; 
{ your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to England fhall along with you. 
The Terms of our Eftate may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 
Guild. We will our felves provide ; 
Moft holy and religious Fear it is 
To keep thofe many Bodies fafe, that live 
And feed upon your Majelty. 
Rof. The fingle and peculiar Life is bound 
With all the Srrength and Armour of the Mind, 
To keep it felf from noyance; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whofe Spirit depends and refts 
The Lives of many; the ceafe of Majcfty 
Dies not alone, bur like a Gulf doth draw 
What’s near it, with it, it isa mafly W heel 
Fixt on the Summit of the higheft Mount, 
To whofe huge Spoaks, ten thoufand leffer things 
Are mortiz’d and adjoin’d; which when it falls, 
Each {mall annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boiftrous Ruin, Never alone 
Did the King figh, but with a general groan. 
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this fpcedy Voyages 
For we will Fetters put upon this Fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Both. We will hafte us. [ Exeunt Gente 
Enter Polonins. 
Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his Mothei’s Clofet; 
Behind the Arras I'll convey my felf 
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2424 fil Pris:ce of Denmark. 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
°Tis meet that fome more Audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, fhould o’er-hear 
The Speech of Vantage. Fare you well, my Liege, 
Pi call upon you e’er you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know, [ Exit. 
Kings Thanks, dear my Lord. 

Oh my Offence is rank, it fmells to Heav'n, 
It hath the primal eldeft curfe upon’t ; 
A Brother’s Murther. Pray f cannor, 
Though Inclination be as fharp as Will: 
My ftronger Guilt defeats my {trong Intent, 
And like a Manto double Bufinefs bound, 
I ftand in pawfe where I fhall firft begin, 
And both negle&; what ifthis curfed Hand 
Were thicker than it felf with Brother’s Blood, 
Is there not Rain efough in the fweet Heav’ns 
To wath it white as Snow? whereto ferves Mercy 2 
But to confront the vifage of Offence? 
And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold Force, 
To be fore-ftalled e’er we come to fall, 
Or pardon’d being down ? Then [’!l look up, 
My Faule is. paft. But oh, what Form of Prayer 
Can ferve my turn? Forg: ve me my foul Murther, 
That cannot be, fince 1 am fill poffeft 
Of thofe Effects for which I did the Murther, 
My Crown, mineown Ambition, and my Queen. 
May one be pardon’d, and retain th’ offence? 
In the corrupred Currents of this World, 
Offences gilded Hand may fhove by Jutftice, 
And oft ’tis feen, the wicked prize it felf 
Buys out the Law; but ’tis nor fo above, 
There is no fhuffling, there the AGion lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felves compell’d, 
Even to the Teeth and Fore-head of our Faults, 
To give in Evidence. What then? what refts? 
Fry what Repentance can. What can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 
Oh wretched State! oh Bofom, black as Death! 
Oh limed Soul, that ftrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd! Help Angels, make affay: 

Bow 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmasx— 2445 
Bow ftubborn Knees, and Heart with ftrings of Steel, 
Be foft as finews of the new-born Babe, 
All may be well, | The King kneels. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, 
And now I'll do’t-——and fo he goes to Heavy’, 
And fo am I reveng’d : that would be fcann’d,—— 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
I his fole Son, do this fame Villain fend , 
To Heav’n——O this is Hire and Sallery, not Revenge. 
He took my Father grofsly, full of bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blown, as freth as Jay, 
And how his Audit ftands, who knows, fave Heav’n ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of Thought, 
“Tis heavy with him. And am I then reveng’d, 
To take him in the purging of his Soul, 
When he is fit and feafon’d for his paflage ? No. 
Up Sword; and know thou a more horrid time 
When he is drunk afleep, or in his rage, 
Or in th’inceftuous pleafure of his Bed, 
At gaming, {wearing, or about fome act 
That has no relith of Salvation in’t, 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at Heav’n, 
And that his Soul may be as damn’d and black 
As Hell, whereto it goes, My Mother ftays, 


This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly days. LE xit. 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 
Words, without thoughts, never to Heav’n go. | Exit 


S CEN E WY. The Queen's Apartment 


; 
Enter Queen, and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come ftraight ; look you lay home.to him, 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath {cireen’d, and ftood between 
Much heat and him. I'll filence me e’en here 5 
Pray you be round with him. 

fam. within, Mother, Mother, Mother. 

Queen, Vl warrant you, fear me. not, 

Withdraw, I hear him coming. 


[Polonius bides-himfelf behind the Arras. 
Vor. V. Aa Enter 
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2476 maamict, Prince of Denmark. 

i, Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, Mother, what’s the Matter ? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my Father much offended. 

Queen. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you queftion with an idle tongue. 

Queen. Why how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham, What's the matter now 2 

Qucen. Have you forgot me 2 

Ham. No, by the Rood, not fo; 

You are the Queen, your Husband’s Brother’s Wife, 

But would you were nor fo. You are my Mother. 
Queen. Nay, then I'll fet thofe to you that can fpeak. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you down, you fhall not 

budge : 

You go not ‘till I fet you up a Glafs, 

Where you may fee the inmoft part of you 2 
Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murther me? 

Help, help, ho. 

Pol. What ho, help, help, help. | Behind the Arras. 

Ham. Yow now, a Rat 2 dead for a Ducate, dead. 

Pol. Oh I am flain. | Kills Polonius. 

Queen. Oh me, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I know not, ts it the King 2 

Queen. Oh, what a rath and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. A bloody deed, almoft as bad, good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with his Brother. 

Queen. As kill’d a King 2 

Ham. Ay Lady, ’<was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafk, intruding Fool, farewel, 

I took thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be teo bufie, is fome danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fir you down, 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 

If it be made of penetrable ftuff ; 

If damned Cuftom have not braz’d it fo, 

That it is proof and bulwark againft Senfe. 


Quecn, What haveI done, thatthou dareft wae thy roneue 
In noife fo rude againft me 2 & ANY Long 


Ham. Such an AG, 
That blurs the Grace and bluth of Modeity, 
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Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the fair Fore-head of an innocent love, 
And makes a blifter there ; makes Marriage vows 
As falfe as Dicers Oaths. O fuch a Deed, 
As from the Body of contraction plucks 
The very Soul, and fweet Religion makes 
A rhapfody of words. Heav’n’s Face doth glow, 
Yea, this folidity and compound maf;, 
With triftful vifage as againft the doom, 
Is thought-fick at the ad. 

Queen. Ay me, what 24, 
That roars fo loud, and thunders in the Index? 

Ham. Look here upon this Piture, and on chis, 
The counterfeit prefentment of two Brothers: 
See what a Grace was feated on his Brow, 
Hyperion’s Curles, the front of Fove himfelf, 
An Eye like Afars, to threaten or commands 
A Station like the Herald Adercury 
Now lighted on a Heav’n kifling Hill; 
A Combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every God did feem to fet his Seal, 
To give the World affurance of a Man. 
This was your Husband. Look you now what fullows. 
Here is your Husband, like a Mildew’d Ear, 
Blafting his wholefome Brother. Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on his Moore ? Ha! have you Eyes? 
You cannot call it Love ; for at your Age, 
The hey-day in the Blood is tame, it’s humble, 
And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this ? What Devil was’r, 
That thus hath cozen’d you at Hoodman-blind 2 
O Shame! where is thy blufh 2 Rebellious Hell, 
If chou canft mutiny in a Matron’s Bones, 
To flaming youth, let Virtue be as Wax, 
And melt in herown fire. Proclaim no fhame, 
When the compulfive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froft it felf as a@ively doth burn,. 
As Reafon panders Will, 

Qucen. O Hamlet, {peak no more. 
Thou turn'ft mine Eyes-into my very Soul, 

. Aa 2 And 
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2498 Plamlet, Prince of Denmark. 


And there I {ce fuch black and grained {pots 
As will not leave their Tine. 

Ham, Nay, but to live 
Inthe rank fwest of an inceftuous Bed, 
Stew’d in Corruption ; honying and making love 
Over the naftv Sry. 

Queen. Oh fpcak to me no more, 
Thele words like Daggers enter in mine Ears. 
No more, {weet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murderer, anda Villain! 
A Slave, that is net twentieth part, the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a fhelf, the precious Diadem ftole, 
And put it in his Pocket. 

Queen, No more. 





Enter Ghoft. 
Ham. A King of fhreds and patches 
Save me! and hovero’er me with your Wings [Starting wp. 
You Heav’nly Guards! What wouid you, gracious figure 2 
Queen, Alas he’s mad. 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy Son to chide, 
That laps’d in Time and Paffion, lets go by 
Th’ importing aGing of your dread command? Oh fay, 
Ghoft. Do not forget: this Vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 
But look! Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
© ftep between her, and her fighting Soul, 
Conceit in weakeft Bodies, ftrongeft works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you, Ledy ? 
neen. Alas, how is’t with you 2 
That thus you bend your Eye on vacancy, 
And with the Corporal Air do hold difcourfe. 
Forth at your Eyes, your Spirits wildly peep, 
And.as the fleeping Soldiers in th’Alarm, 
Your Bedded Hairs, like life in Excrements, 
Start up, and fland an end. © gentle Son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy Diftemper 
Sprinkle cool Patience. Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. On him ! on him !---look you how pale he glares 


His 
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His form and caule conjoin’d, preaching to Stones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look upon mes 

Left.with this pitious action you convert 

My ftern effects; then what have to do, ey 

Will want true colour; Femeerens for Blood. 

. To whom do you peak this 
me Do gah fee es Shere [Pointing to the Ghoft. 
Queen, Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear 
Oucen. No, nothing but our felves. 
Ham. Why look you uk a how it fteals away ! 
Father in his habit, as he livea. , 

Toad where he goes even nov out at the Portal. [ Exit. 
Queen. This is the very Coinage of your brain, 

This bodilefs Creation ecftafiz is very cunning 18. 

Ham. Ecftafie? 

My Pulfe, as yours, doth tenperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful Mufick. It is not madnefs 

That I have uttered; bring me to the Teft 

And I the matter will re-word; which midnefs | 

Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Graee, 

Lay not a flattering Unction to your Soul, 

That not your trefpafs, but my madnefs {peaks = 

It will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 

Whilft renk Corruption running all within, 

Infeéts unfeen. . Confefs your felf to Heav’n, 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what 1s to. comes 

And do not fpread the Compoft on the Weeds, | 

To make them ranker, Forgive me this my Virtue, 

For in the fatnefs of thefe purlie times, 

Virtue it felf, of Vice muft. pardon beg, 

Yea, curb, and wooe, for le:ve to do him good. — at 
QOneen. Oh, Hamlet! thou halt cleft my H.art in ¢ vair, 
Ham. O throw away theworfer part of it, 

And livethe purer with theother half. : 

Good Night; but go not tomine Uncle’s Bed, 

Affume a Virtue, if you have it not 

That Monfter Cuftom, who all Senfe doth eat 

Of Habit’s Devil, is Angel yet in this; 

That to the ufe. of A@ions far and good, 


He likewife gives a Frock or Bye! That 
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That aptly is put on: refrain to Night, 

And that fhall lead a kind of eafinefs 

To the next Abftinence, the next more eafie; 

For ufe can almoft change the ftamp of Nature 

And mafter the Devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous Potency. Once more, good Night; 

And when you are defirous to be bleft, 2 

Vil blefling beg of you. For this fame Lord, [ Pointing 20 Pol. , 
Ido repent: but Heav’n hath pleas’d it fo, 

To punifh me with this, and this with me, 

That I mult be their Scourge and Minifter. “4 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 

The death I gave him; fo again, good Night. 

I muft be cruel, only to be kind; 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind: 

Oucen. What fhall I doe 

Ham. Not this by no means that I bid you do, 
Let the blunt King tempt you again to Bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kiffes, 

Or padiing in your Neck with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I effentially am not in madnefs, 

But mad in craft. *Twere good you let him know, 
For who that’s but a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dear coxcernings hide? Who would do fo? 
No, in defpight of Senfe and Secrecy, 

Unpeg the Basket on the Houfes top, 

Let th: Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 

2 otry conclufions, in the Basket creep, 

And break your own Neck down, 

Oucen. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of Breath, 
And breathe of Life: I have no Life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me, 

Elam. I mult to England, you know that ? 

Oueen. Alack, I had forgot; ’ Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. This Man thall fet me packing; 

Pil lug the Guts into the Neighbour Room; 
M ither, good Night. Indeed this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecvet, and moft erave, 


Who 
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Who was in Life a foolifh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward aa end with you. 
Good Night, Mother. [Exesnt Hamlet zugging in Polonius. 
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SCENE A Royal Apartment. 


Enter King and Queen. 
mi Ses matters in thee fighs, thefe profound heaves; 
You mutttranflate, “tis fit we underftand them. 
Where is your Son¢ 
Queen. Ab, my good Lord, what have I feen to Night? 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
Queen. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier; in his lawlefs fit 
Behird the Arras, hearing fomething ftir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainifh apprebenfion, kills 
The unfeen good old Man. 
King. Oh heavy deed! 
It had been fo with us, had we been there: 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your felf, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfwer’d ? 
It will be laid to us, whofe providence 
Should have kept fhort, reftrain’d, and out of haunt, 
This mad young Man. But fo much was our love, 
We would not underftand what was moft fit, 
But like the Owner of a foul Difeafe, 
To keep it from divulging, lets it feed 
Even on the pith of Life. Where is he gone ? 
Queen. To draw apart the Body he hath kill’, 
O’er whom his very Madnefs, like fome Ore 
Among a Mineral of Metals bafe, 
Shews it felf pure. He weeps for what is done, 
King. Oh Gertrude, Come away: 
The Sun no fooner fhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will hip him hence, ard this vile deed, 
We muft, with all our Majefty and Skill, 
Both countenance, and excufe. Ho! Guildenftern! 
Aa 4 Enter 
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Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenftern. 
Friends both, go join you with fome further aids 
Hamlet in madnefs hath Polonius flain, 
And from his Mother’s Clofet hath he drage’d him: 
Go feek him out, {peak fair, and bring the body 
Tnto the Chappel. I pray you hafte in this. [ Ex. Rofiand Guild. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wifeft Friends, 
To let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done. Oh come away, 
My Soul is full of difcord and difmay. | Exennt. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely ftowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 

Ham, What noife? who calls on Hamlet? 

Oh here they come. 
Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenftern. 

Rof. What have you done, my Lord, with the dead Body? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto ’tis kin. 

Rof. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 

And bear it to the Chappel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Rof. Believe what? 

Ham, That I can keep your Counfel, and not mine own, 
Befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what replication fhould 
be made by the Son of a King. 

Rof. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord? 

Ham. Ay, Sir, that fokes up the King’s Countenanee, his 
Rewards, his Authorities; but fuch Officers dothe King beft 
fervice inthe end; be keepsthem like an Ape in the corner of 
his Jaw, firft mouth’d to be laft fwallowed, when he needs 
what you have ghean’d, it is but fqueezing you, and Spunge 
you fhall be dry again. 

Rof. L underftand you not, my Lord, 

Haw. 1 am glad of it; aknavith Specch fleeps in a foolith Ear. 

Rof. My Lord, you mufttell us where the Body is, and go 
with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing —— 

Guild. Athing, my Lord? 

Ham. Ofnothing ? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all after. 


| Excunt. 
Enter 
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Enter King. 
King. 1 have fent to feek him, and to find the Body; 

How dangerous is it that this Man goes loofe! 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him ; 
He’s lov'd of the diftracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgmenr, but their Eyes: 
And where ’tis fo, th’ Offender’s feourge 1s weigh’d, 
But never the Offence. To bear all fmooth, and even, 
This fudden fending him away, mutt feem 
Deliberate pawfe: Difeafes defperate grown, 
By.defperate Appliance are relieved, 
Or not at all. 
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Enter Rofeneraus. 
How now?2 what hath befal’n? 

Rof. Where the-dead Body is beftow’d, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof.. Without, my Lord, guarded to know your Plea- 
fure. 

King. Bring him before us, 

Rof. Ho, Guildenftern! bring in my Lord. 

Enter Hamlet, and Guildenftern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, whcre’s Polonins ? 

Ham. At Supper. 

King. At Supper? Wiéere ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a -cér- 
tain Convocation of Worms are e’en at him. Your Worm 
is your only Emperor fir dict. We fat all Creatures elfe to 
fat us, and we featur felves for Maggots. You fat King 
and your lean Beggar is but variable Service, two Dithes, 
but to one Table, that’s the end. 

King. What doft thou mean by this ? 

Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may goa 
Progrefs through the Gut of a Beggar, 

King. Where is Polenixs? 

Ham. \n Heav’n, fend thither to fee. 1f your Meffen- 
ger find him not there, feck him i’ch other place your felf; 
but indeed, if you find him not this Month, you fhall Nofe 
him as you go up the Stairs into the Lobbey. 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. He will ftay *till ye come. 


Kings 
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King. Hamlet, this Deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence 
With fiery Quicknefs; therefore prepare thy felf, 

The Bark is ready, and the Wind at help, 
Th’Affociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England? 

King. Ay, Hamlet, 

Ham. Good, 

King. So is it, if thou knew’ {ft our Purpofes. 

Ham, | fee a Cherub that fees them; but come, for Ex- 
gland. Farewel, dear Mother. 

Kisg. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My Mother: Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife; Man and Wife is one Flefh, aid fo my Mother. 
Come, for England. | Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, tempt him with fpeed aboard: 
Delay it not, Pil have him hence to Night, 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leans on th’ Affair; pray you make hafte, 
And England, if my Love thou hold’ft at oughr, 
As my great Power thereof may give thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 

After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe 

Pays homage to us; thou may’ft not coldly fee 
Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports at full, 

By Letrers conjuring to that effe@, 

The prefent Death of Hamlet. Do it England, 
For like the He@ick in my Blood he rages, 

And thou muft cure me; ’cill I know ‘tis done, 
Fiow e’er my Haps, my Joys were ne’er begun. 


SCENE Il. A Camp. 


_ 


Exter Fortinbras with an Army. 
For. Go, Captain, from me to the Dani fh King, 
‘Fell him that by his Licenfe, Fortiubras 
Claims the Conveyance of a prcmis’d March 
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Over this Kingdom. You know the Rendevouz; 
If that his Majefty would ought with us, 
We (hall exprefs our Duty in his Bye, 
And let him know fo. 
Capri 1 will do’t, my Lord. 
For. Go foftly on, [ Exit Fortinbras. 
Enter Hamlet, Rofeneraus, oc. 
Ham. Good Sir, whofe Powers are thefe ? 
Capt. They, are of Norway, Sir. 
Ham. How propos’'d, Sir, J pray yous 
Cipt. Againft fome part of Poland. 
Ham, Who commands them, Sir? 
Capt. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinobras. 
Ham. Goes it againft the main of Poland, Sir, 
Or for fome Frontier? 
Capt. Truly to fpeak, and with no Addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of Ground 
That hath in it no profit but the Name, 
To pay five Duckets, five I would not farm it, 
Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be fo in Fee. 
Ham. Why then the Pollock never will defend it. 
Capt. Nay, “ts already garrifon'd. 
Hum. Two thoufand Souls, and twenty thoufand Duckee 
Will not debate the Queftion of this Straw; 
This is th’impofthume of much Wealth and Peace, 
That inward breaks, and fhews no caufe without 
Why the Man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
Cap. God b’w’ye, Sit. 
Rof. Wil't pleafe you go, my Lord? 
Ham. Vilbe with you ftraight, goa little before. [Exes 
Mazet Hamlet. 
How all occafions do inform againft me, 
And {pur my dull Revenge? What is a Man, 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to fleep and feed? a Beaft, no more. 
Sure he that made us with fuch large Difcourfe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capabiliry and God-like reafon 
To Rut in us unus’d; now whether it be 


Beftial Oblivion, or fome craven Scruple a. 
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Of thinking too.percifely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarter’d hath but one part wifdom, 
And ever three parts coward: I donot know 
Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to do, 

Sith 1 have caufe, and will, and ftrength, and means 
Fo do’t; examples grofs as Earth exhort me, 
Witnefs this Army of fuch mafs and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

W hofe Spirit with divine Ambition pufe 

Makes Mouths at the invifible Event; 

Expofing what is mortal and unfure 

To all that Fortune, Death, and Danger dare, 
Even for an Ege-fhell. Rightly to be great 

Is not to ftir without great Argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw, 

When Honour’s at the Stake. How ftand I then, 
That have a Father kill’d, a Mother ftain’d, 
Excitements of my Reafon and my Blood, 

And let all fleep, while to my Shame I fee 

‘The eminent Death of twenty thoufand Men; 
That for a fantafie and trick of Fame 

Goto their Graves like Beds, fight for a Plot 
W hereon the Numbers cannot try the Caufe, 
Which is not tomb-enough and continent 

To hide the flain?, O from this time forth, 

My Thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 


SCENE UL. -/A Palace. 


Enter Queen, Horatio, ard Attendants. 

Queen. { will not {peak with her. 

Hor,’ She is importunate, 
Indeed diflra&; her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would the have?2 

Hor. She {peaks much of her Father; fays fhe hears 
There's trick’s i’ th’ World, and hems, and beats her Heart, 
Spurs eavionfly at Straws, fpeaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half Senfe: Her Speech is nothing, 
Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth move 
The Hearers to Collection; they aim at it, 
And both the words up fit to their own Thoughts, 
Which as her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them, 
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Indeed would make one think there would be Thoughts; 
Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen. ’T were good fhe were {poken with, for fhe may 
Dangerous Conjectures in ill-breeding Minds. | ftrow 
Let her come 10, 

To my fick Soul, as Sin’s true Nature iS, 
Each toy feems Prologue to fome great amis, 
So full of artlefs Jealoutie is Guilt, 
It {pills it {elf in fearing to be fpilt. 

Enter Ophelia diftratted. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Majefty of Denmark? 

Queen, How now, Ophelias 

Oph. How fhonldl your true Love know, from another one? 
By his cockle Hat and Staff, and his fandal Shaon, [ Singing. 

Queen. Alas, {weet Lady; what imports this Song? 

Oph. Say you? nay, pray you mark. 

He is dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his Head a Grafs-green Turf, at bis Heels a Stone. 
Enter King. 
Queen, Nay, but Ophelia. 
Oph. Pray you mak. 
White bis Shrowd as the Mdountain- Snow, 
Queen. Alas, look here, my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with feet Flowers: 
Which bewept to the Grave did not go, 
With Tx ue-love Showers. 

King. How do ye, pretty Lady? 

Oph. Well, God dil’d you. They fay the Owl. wasa 
Baker’s Daughter. Lord, we know what we arc, but know 
not what we may be. God be at your Table. 

King. Conceit upon her Father. 

Oph. Pray you let us have no words of this; but when 
they ask you what it means, fay you this; 

To morrow is St. Valentine’s Day, all in the morn betime, 
And I a Maid at your Window, to be your Valentine. 
Then up he role, and don'd his Cloths, and dupt the Chamber door 5 
Let in a Maid, that out a Adaid never departed more, 
King, Pretty Ophelia! 
Oph. Indeed la? without an Oath, I’ll make an end on’t. 
By Gis, and by S« Charity; 
ig Alack, and fie for fhames 
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loans Mien will do’t, if they come tot, 
By Cock they are to blame. 
Quoth fhe, before you tumbled mey 
You promis’d me to wed: 
So would I ha’ done, by yonder Sun, 
dnd thou hadft not come to my Bed. 
Kng. How long hath fhe been thus¢ 
Oph. 1 hope all will be well. We mult be patient, but 
I cannot chufe but weep, to think they fhould Jay him i’th’ 
cold Ground; my Brother fhall know of it, and fo Ithank 
you for your good Gounfel. Come, my Coach; goodnight. 
Ladies; goodnight, {weet Ladies ; goodnight, goodnight. 
| Exit. 
King. Follow her clofe, give her good Watch, I pray you; 
Oh this is the Poifon of deep Grief, it {prings 
All from her Father’s death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrade! 
When Sorrows come, they come not fingle Spies, 
But in Battalions. Firft, her Fath: r flain, 
Next your Son gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his own juft Removes; the People muddied, 
Thick and unwhoifome in their Thoughts and Whifpers, 
For good Polonius death; and we have done but greenly, 
In hugger mugger to inter him ; poor Ophelia 
Divided from her felf, and her fair Judgment, 
Without the which we are Pictures, or mere Beatts: 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, 
Her Brother is in fecret come from Fraxce, 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps him{clf in Clouds, 
And wants not Buzzers to infect his Ear 
With peftilent Speeches of his Father’s Death? 
Where in neceflity, of matcer beggar'd, 
Will nothing ftick our perfons to arraign 
InEar and Ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering Piece in many places, 
Gives me fuperflaous Death. [A Neife within. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Queen. Alack, what Noife is this? 
King. Where are my Ssitzers? Let them guard the Door. 
What xs the matter? 3 
Mef: Save your felf, my Lord, 
The Ocean, over peering of his Lift, 
Eats 
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Eats not the Flats with more imperious hafle, 
Than young Laertes, in a rioto¥s Head, 

O’er-bears your Officers; the Rabble cail him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgar, Cuftom ‘not known, 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

They cry, chufe we Laertes for our King. 

Caps, Hands, and Tongues, applaud it tothe Clouds. 
Laertes fhali be King, Laertes King. 

Queen. How cheartully on the falfe Trail they cry, 
Oh this is Counter, you falfe Danifh Dogs. {| Noife within. 

Enter Laertes. 

King. The Doors are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King ? Sirs! Stand you all without. 

All, No, let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

All, We will, we will. 

Laer. I thank you; Keep the Door, 

O thou vile King, give me my Father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Luertes. 

Laer. That drop of Blood that calms, proclaims me Be 

{tard: 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, br.nds the Harlot 
Even here between the chafte uofmitched Brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What isthe Caufe, Laertes, 

That thy Reellicn looks fo Giant-like? 

Let him go, Gertrade; do not fear our Perfon: 
There’s fuch Divinity doth hedge a King 

That Tresfon can but peep to whar it would, 

Ad&s little of his Will. Tell me, Laertes, 

Why are you thus incenft ? Let him go, Gertrude. 
Speak Man. 

Laer, Where’s my Father? 

King. Dead. 

QOuxeen, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead? Vil not be jugel’d with 
To Hell Allegiance; Vows to the blackeft. Devil; 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit; 

I dare Damnation; to this point I ftand, 
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That bd e Worlds [ give to negligence, 
Let cone what comes; only I'll be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 
King. Who thell ftay you? 
Daer, My Will, not all the World. 
And for my means, I’ll husband them fo well, 
They thall go far with little. 
King. Good Laertes : 
If you defire to know the certainty 
Of your dear Father’s death, if’tis not writin your Revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Lofer. 
Laor. None but his Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then ? 
Laer. Tohis good Friendsthus wide V’ll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 
Repaft them with my Blood. 
King, Why now you fpeak 
Like a good Child, and atrue Gentleman, 
That I am guiltlefs of your Father’s death, 
And am moft fenfible in Gricf for it, 
It fhall as level to your Judgment pierce, 
As Day does to your Eye, 
| 4 Noife within. Let her come in, 
Enter Ophelia fantaftically dreft with Straws and Flowers. 
Laer. How now? what noile is that? 
O heat dry up my Brains, tears feven times falr, 
Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine Eye, 
By Heav’n thy madncfs fhall be patd by weight, 
*Till our Scale turnsthe Beam. O Rofe of May! 
Dear Maid, kind Sifter, {weet Ophelia! 
© Heav’ss, is’t poflible, a young Maid’s wits, 
Should be as mortal asan old Man’s Life? 
Nature is fine in love, and where ‘tis fine, 
It fends fome precious inftance of ir felf 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beer. 
Hey non noney, noney, hey noney: 
And on his Grane rains many a Tear, 
Fare you well, my Dove, 


Laer. 
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Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did{ft perfwade Revenge, 
Tt could not move thus. 

Oph. You muft fing down a-down, and you call him a 
down-a- © how the Wheels become ic 2 Itis the falfe 
Steward that ftole his Mafter’s Daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance ; 

Pray Love remember ; and there’s Pancies, that’s for 

Thoughts. 
taer. Adocumentin madnefs, thoughts and remembrance 

fitted. 

Oph. There’s Fennel for you, and Columbines; there's 
Rue for «you, and here’s fome for me. We may call it 
Herb-Grace a Sandays : O you muft wear your Rue witha 
difference, There’s a Dafie, I would give you fome Vio- 
lets, but they withered all when my Father dy'd :. Chey 
fay, he made a good end; 

For bonny [weet Robin is all my joy- 

Laer. Thought, and AffliGion, Paffion, Hell it felf, 

She turns to favour, and to prettinefs. 

Oph. dnd will he not come again 

And will he not come again ¢ 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-bed, 

He never willcome again. 

His Beard as white as Snow, 

All Flaxen was his Pole: 

He is gone, he is gone, and we calt away none, 

Gramercy on his Soul. 

And of all Chriftian Souls, I pray God. 

God b’w’ye, {Exit Ophelia. 
Laer, Do you fee this, you Gods? 
King. Laertes, 1 mult commune with your Grief, 

Or you deny me right : Go but a-part, 

Make choice of whom your wifett Friends you will, 

And they fhall hear and judge “twixt you and me ; 

If |by dire& or by Collateral Hand 

They find us touch’d, we will our Kingdom gives 

Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call ours, 

To you in fatisfa@ion, But if not, 

Be you content to lend your Patience fo us; 
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Atid we thal! joiitly labour with your Soul, 
To give it due content. 
Luer. Let this be fo: 
His méans of Death, his obfcure Burial; 
No Trophy, Sword, for Hatchmicnt o’ef his Bones, 
No noble Rite, nor formal Oftentation, 
Cry to be heaid, as “twére frefh Heav’n to Bai thy, 
That I mult call in qteftion, 
King. So you hall: 
Atid where th’ offence is, Ist the @¥eat Ax falls 
1 pray you go with me. | Exennt. 
Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 
Hor. What ate they that would fpeak with me ¢ 
Ser. Sailors, Sit, they fay they have *Letters for you. 
Hor. Let thém come in, 
I do not know from what part of the Werld 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Havlet. 
Enter Sailor. 
Sail. God biefs you, Sir, 
Hor. Let him blefs thee t65. 


Sail. He fhall, Sir, an’c pléafe him. There’s a-Letter for | 


you, Sir : It comes from th’Ambaffadér that was bound 
for England, if your Natne be Horatio; 48 I am ict to 
know it is. 


Reads the Letter. 


Oratio, when thou fhalt have overlook'd this, give thefe 

Fellows fome means to the King: They have Letters for 
him. Everwe were two Days old at Sea, a Pirate of very 
Warlike appointment gave us Chace. Finding our felves 100 
flow of Sail, we put on a compelled Valour, In the Grap- 
ple, I boarded them: On the infant they got clear of our 
Ship, fo J alone became their Prifoner. They have dealt with 
me, like Thieves of Adercy, but they knew what they did. 
Lam to do 4 good turn for them. Let the King have the Let- 
ters I have fent, and repair thou to me with as much hafte 
as thou woulaft fly Death. I have words to [peak in your 
Ear, will make thee dumb, yet are they much too light for 
the bore of the Adatter. Thefe good Fellows will bring thee 
where £ am, Rofeneraus and Guildenftern hold their 
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courfe for England. Of them I have as much to tell shine, 


Farewel. | 
He that thou knoweft thine, Hamlet 


Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, 
And do’t the fpeedier, that you may direct me 
To.him, from whom you brought them. [Excunt. 
Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now mutt your Confcience my Acquittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your Heart, for Friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing Ear, 
That he which hath your noble Father flain, 
Purfued my Life. 
Laer. It well appears. But tel! me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats, 
So. crimeful and fo capital in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wifdom, all things elfe, 
You mainly were ftirr’d up ? 
King. O for two {pecial Reafons, 
Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfinewd, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen, his Mother, 
Lives almoft by his Looks ; and for my felf, 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She’s fo conjun@tive to my. Life and Soul ; 
That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her, The other Motive, 
Why to a publick count I might not go, 
Is the great Love the general Gender bear him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their Affection, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrows 
Too flightly Timbred for fo loud a Wind, 
Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I had aim’d them. ; 
Laer. And fo have fa noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperate Terms, 
Whofe worth, if praifes may go back again, 
Stood Chalienger on mount of all the Age 
For her PerfeGions. But my revenge will come, 
King. Break not your fleeps for that, you muf{ not think 
That we are made of ftuff fo flac and dull, 
| | Bb 2 That 
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That we can let our Beard be fhook with danger, 
And think it paftime. You fhortly fhall hear more, 
I lov’d your Father, and we love your felf, 
And thit I hope will tcach you to imagine ——— 
Enter Adeffenger. 
How now ? What News ¢ 
Mef. Letters my Lord, from Hamlet. This to your 
Majefty : This to the Queen. 
King. From Hamlet ¢ Who brought them ? 
Mef. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, I faw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv 'd thems 
King. Laertes, you fhall hear them : 
Leave us. [Exit Meffenger. 
High and Mighty, you fhall know I am fet naked om your 
Kingdom. To Morrow fball 1 beg leave to fee your King- 
ly Eyes. When I fhatl, firft asking you Pardon thereunto, 
recount th Occafions of my [udden, ‘and more firange re- 
turn, Hamlet. 
What fhould this mean’? Are all the rcft come back? 
Or is it fome abufe ? Or no fuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the Hand ¢ 
King. "Lis Hamlet's Character, naked, and in a Poftfeript 
here he fays alone : Can you advife me ? 
Laer. \'m loft in it, my Lord, but let him come, 
It warms the very ficknefs in my Hearr, 
That I hall live and tell him to his Tceth 5 
Thus diddeft thou. 
King. Vf it be fo, Laertes, as how fhould it be fo?-——— 
How otherwife? will you be rul’d by me? 
Laer. If fo, you'll not o’er-rule me to a peace. 
Kings To thine own Peace : If he be now return’d, . 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it; I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my Device, 
Under the which he fhall act chufe but fall: 
And for his death no ‘wind of blame fhall breathe, 
But even his Mother fhal! uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident. 
Laer. My Lord, I will be rul’d, 
The rather 1f you could devife it fo 
That I might be the Inftrumenc.. 
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King. ‘It falls right : 
You have been talke of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine; your fum of parts 
Did not together pluck fuch envy from him, 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft Siege. 
Laer. What part is that, my Lord? 
King, A very Feather in the-Cap of Youth, 
Yet necdful too, for Youth no lefs becomes 
The light and carelefs Ltvery that ic wears, 
Than fetled Age his Sables, and his Weeds, 
Importing Heslth and Gravenefs - Two Months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normanay 5 
I’ve feen my felf and ferv’d againft the French, 
And they ran well on Horfe-back; but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft. in’t, he grew into his Seat; 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 
As he had been encorps’d and demy-natur’d 
With the brave Beaft; fo far he paft my Thought, 
That I in forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
Come fhort of what he did. 
Lier. A Norman was't ? 
King. A Norman. 
Laer. Upon my Life, Lamound, 
King. The very fame. , 
Laer. I krow him well, he is the brooch indeeds 
And Gem of all the Nation. 
King. He made confeffion of you, 
And gave you fuch a mafterly report, 
For art and exercife in your defence 5 
And for your Rapier moft efpecially, 
That he cry’d out, *twould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but wifh and beg, 
Your fudden coming over to play with him 5 
Now out of this 
Laer, Why out of this, my Lord 2 
King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ¢ 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A Face without a Heart ? Bb 3 Laer. 
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Laer. Why ask you this? 

King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is:begun by Time; 

And that | fee in Peflages of proof, 

Time qualifies the {park and fire of its 

There lives within the very flame of Love 

A kind ef wick or {nuff that will abate i, 

And nothing ts ata like Goodnefs fill; 

For Goodnefs growing to a Pleurifie, 

Dies in his own too much, that we would do, 

We fhould do when we would; for this wonld changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 

As there are Tongues, are. Hands, are Accidents, 
And then this Should is like a Spend-thrift-figh, 
That hurts by eshte; but to the quick of th’ Ulcer, 
Hamlet comes back,’ what would you undertake. 
To thew your felf your Father’s Son in deed, 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his Throat ith’ Church. 

King. No place indeed fhould murther fanGuarife; 
Revenge fhould have no bounds; bur, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep clofe within your Chamber? 
Hamlet return’d, thall know you are come home: 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your Excellence, 

And fet a double Varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager en your Heads. He being remifs, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not perufe the Foils; fo that with eafe, 

Or with a little thi fling, you may chufe 

A Sword unbaited, and in a pafs of Pra@ice, 

Requit¢ him for your Father. ; 

Lacr. U will do’t; 

And for that purpofe V'l. anoint my Sword: 
Lbought an Un@ion of a Mor ntebank, 

So mortal, that but dipa Knife ia ir, 

Where it draws Blood, no Catsplafm fo rare, 
Collected from a!l Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave'ithe thing from death; 
That is butferatch’d withal; I'll touch My point, 
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With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, 
It may be death. 
King. Let’s further think of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our fhape. If this fhould fail, 
And that our drift look’d through our bad performance, 
-Twere better not aflay’d; therefore this Project 
Should havea Back, or fecond, that might hold, 
If this fhould blaft in proof. Soft-——-let me fee———— 
We'll make a folema Wager on your Cunnings, 
That——when in-ycur Motion you are hot and drys . 
As make your bouts more violent to the end, 
And that he calls for drink; I'll have prepar’d him 
A. Chalice for the nonce; whereon bur fipping, 
If he by chance efcape your venom’d Tuck, 
Our purpofe may hold there; how now, {weet Queen ? 
Enter Oucen. 
ueen. One Woe dothtread upon another’s Heel, 
So fait they'll follow: Your Sifter’s drown’d, Laertes. 
Laer, Diown’d! O where ¢ ? 
Queen. There isa Willow grows aflant a Brook, 
That thews his hoar leaves in the glaffie Stream: 
There with fantaftick Garlands did fhe come, 
OF Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples, 
That liberal Shepherds give a grofler name to; 
But our cold Maids do dead Mens Fingers call them? 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet Weeds 
Clambring to hang, an envious {liver broke? 
When down the weedy Trophics, and her felf, 
Fell in the weeping Brook, her Cloaths fpread wide, 
And Meremaid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time the chaunted fnatche$ of old Lunes, 
As one incapable of her own diftiets, 
Or like a Creature Native, and deduced 
Unto that Element: But long it could not be, 
‘Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
Pull’d the poor Wretch from her melodious lay, 
To muddy death, 
Laer. Alas then, is fhe drowa'd? 


Oxneen, Drown’d, drownd. 
5 b 4 ELAers 
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Laer. Too much of Water haft thou, poor Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my Tears: But yet 

It is our trick, Nature her cuftom holds, 

Let fhame fay whit it will; when thefe are gone, 

The Woman will be out:, Adieu, my Lord, 

1 have a fpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 

But that this folly drowns it. [Exit 
King. Let’s follow, Gertrude: 

How much | had to do to calm his Rage? 

Now fear I th’s will give it ftart again, 

‘T heréfore let’s follow. [ Exeunt. 





Fa ee Gites Sadie wie Oe sae ia sue: & 
SCENE ACharch. 


Enter two Clowns, with Spades and Mattocks. 


1 Clown. YS fhe to be buried in Chriftian Burial, that wil- 
BM fully feeks her own Salvation? 

2 Clown. I tell thee, fhe is, and therefore make her Grave 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chrifti- 
an Burial. 

1 Clown. How can that be, unlefs the drowned her (elf 
in her own defence? 

2 Clown. Why ’tis found fo. | 

1 Clown, It mult be Se offendendo, it cannot be elf. For 
here lyes the point; if I drown my felf wittirgly, ic argues 
an Act; and ap AG hath three Branches. It is an A@ to 
do, and to perform; argal the drown’d her felf wittingly. 

2 Clown. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. 

1 Clown, Give meleave; here lyes the Water, good: 
here ftands the Man, good: if the Man go to this Water, 
and drown himfelf; it is will he, nil he, he goes; mark 
you that: But if the Water come to him, and drown him : 
he drowns not himfelf. _ Argal, -he that is not guilty of his 
own Death, thortens not his own Life. : 

> Clown. But is this Lawe 


1 Clowy 


en 
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1 Clown, Ay marry 1st, Crowneér’s Queft Law. 

2 Clown. Wilk you’ha the truth on’t: if thif had not 
been a Gentlewoman; fhe fhould’*havé been buried out of 
Chriftian burial. 

1 Clown. Why there thou fay’? >* And the more pity that 
great Folk fhould have Countenance ia.this World todrown 
or hang themfelves, more than other, Chriftians., Come, 
niy Spade, there is. no aactent Gentlemen bue_Gardi- 
neis, Ditchers. and Grave-makers;, they. holdup .ddam’s 
profeflion. 

a Clow». Was he a Gentleman? 

t Clown. He was the farit that ever bore Arms. 

2 Clown. Why, he had none. 

1 Clown, What, art a Heathen? how doft thou un. 
derftand the Scripture? the Scripture fays, Adam dige’d; 
could he dig without Arms? Pil put another Queftion to 
thee; if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, ‘confefs thy 
felf: 

2 Clown. Go to. 

t Clow, What is he that builds ftronger than’ either the 
Mafon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter? 

2 Clown, The Gallows-maker, for that Frame out-lives 4 
thoufand Tenants, | 

t Clown. UT hike thy wit well in good faith, ‘the Gallows 
does well; bur how does it well? it does'well to thofe that 
do ill: now thou doft ill to fay the Gallows is built Rroneer 
than the Church; Arga), the Gallows may do well to thee, 
To't again, Come. 

2 Clown. Who builds ftronger thanaMafon,a Ship- wright, 
or a Carpenter? 

t Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clown, Marry, now I can tell. 

t Clown. To’t. 

2 Clown. Maf:, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet azd Horatio at a diffance. 

t Clown. Cudgel thy Brains .no more about it; for your 
dull Afs will not mend his pace with beating; and when you 
are ask’d this queftion next, fay a Grave-maker: the Houfes 
that he makes, laft ’till Daom’s-day: go, get thee to Youshan, 
fetch me a ftoup of Liquor, | Exit 2 Clown, 

He 
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He digs and Sings, 
lu Youth when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very fweet, 
To contratt O the time for a my behove, 
O methought there was nothing mect. 


Ham. Has this Fellow no feeling. of his bufinefs, that he 
fings at Grave-making ? 
Hor. Cuftom hath made it in him a property of eafinefs. 
Ham. ’Tis een fo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe. 
Clown fings. 
But Age with his frealing fleps, 
Hath caught me in his clatch: 
And hath fhipped me intill the Land, 
As if I never had been fuch. 


Ham. That Scull had atongue in it, and could fing once; 
how the Knave jowles it to th’ ground, as if it were Cyin's 

aw-bone, that did the firft murther : it might be the Pate 
of a Politician which this Afs o’er-oflicess one thar could 
circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good Merrow 
{weet Lord ; how doft thou, good Lord ? this might be my 
Lord fuch a one, that prais’d my Lord fuch a ones Horfe, 
when he meant to beg it; might it not ¢ 

Hor. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Why ¢’en fo sand now ’tis my Lady Worm’s, Chap 
lefs, and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sexton’s Spade, 
here’s fine Revolution, if we had the trick to fee’. Did 
thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but to play at Log- 
gers with em ? mine ake to think on't. 


Clown fings. 
A Pick-axe and a Spade, a Spade, 
For and a fhrowding fheet ! 
O a Pit of Clay for to be made ; 
For {uch a Gueft is meet. 


Ham. There’s acother : why mighe not that be the Scull 
of a Lawyer % where be his Quiddits now? his Quillets 2 
his 
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his \Cafes? his Tenures, and his Tricks ? why does me fuffer 


this rude Knave now -to:knock him about the Sconce 
with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his A &ion of 
Battery? hum. Tena eliow might bein’s time a great buyer 
of Land; with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fines, 
his double Vouch ers, his Recoveries: Is this she fine of Ais 
Fines, and. che recovery of his Reecoveries, to have his fine 
Pate full of fine Dive? wiill-his Vouchers vouch himno more 
of his Purchafes, iand eer ones too, than the dength and 
breadth of a pair of Indentures? the very conveyances of his 
Lands will hard! iy ply re ja this Box; aad muft the Inheritor 
himfelf have nx fore? ha? 

Hor. Not a jot : more, my Lord. | 

Ham, {s not Parciment made of Sheep=skins ? 

For. Ay my Lord, an d of Calve-skins too, 

Ham. They are Sheep and Calves that feek out affurence 
inthat. I will {peal k to this Fellow’: whofe “Grave's this, 
Sir 2 

Clown. Mine, Sir 

O a pit of Clay far 10 be made, 
For [ach a Ghoft is meet, 

Ham, 1 think it be thine indeed: for thou Lieft in’¢, 

Clown. Y ou lie out or > Sir, and therefore it j isnot yours $ 
for my part I do not lie in ‘t, and yet itis mine, 

Ham. Thou doit hie in’t, to be in’t, ard fay” tis thine, 
"tis for the dead, and not for the quick, therefore thou ly ft. 

Clown, “Lis a quick lie, Sir, ’twill away again from me 
to you. 

Flam, Wat Man doft thou dig it for? 

Clown, For no Man, Sir. 

Ham. What Woman then? 

Clown. - For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried un’t?2 

Clown. One that wasa Woman, Sir; but reft her Soul, 
flie’s dead, 

Ham. How ¢ gpfolugs the Knave is? ne mult {peak by the 
Card, or equivec:tion will follow us: by. the L sed, Fforatio, 
thefe three years 51! have taken note of it, the Age is grown 
fo picked, and the toe of the Peafant comes fo. neav the ‘heel 
of our Courtier, he palls his Kibe. How long haft thou 
been a Grave-maker 2 





Clow it. 
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Clown. OF all the edayst’ th’ Year, Yicame to’e that day that 
our laft King Hamlet o’ercame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that finceé 

Clown, Cannot you tell that? every vol can tell that: It 
was the very day that young Hamlet was: born, he that was 
mad and fent Into ao 

Ham. Ay marry, why was he fent into > England? 

Clown. Why, becaufe he was mad} he hall recover his 
Wits there; or if he do not, it’s no great matter there. 

Ham, Wiy? : 

Clown. ’T will not be feen in him, there the Men are 
as mad_as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Clown. Very ftrarifiely, they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ¢ 

Clowa. Faith een. with lofing his Wits. 

Ham. ek Be what Ground ? 

C.owy. Why, here in Denmark. Thave been Sexton here, 
Man and Boy, thirty Years. 

Ham. How long will aMan lie ith’ Earth e’er he rot? 

Clown. Vfaith, 1f he. be not-rotten: before he dye, (as 
we have mary pocky Coarfes now adays, that will fcarce hold 
ihe laying in) he will laft you fome eight year, or nine year, 
A Tanner will laft you nine years. 

Ham. Why hes. more than another? 

Clown. Why Sir, his Hide is tann’d with his Trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while. And your water 
is a fore Decayer of your whorefon dead body. Here's a 
Scull now: this Scull has Jain in the Earth three and twenty 
Years. 

Ham. Whofe was it? 

Clown. A whorefon mad Fellow’s it was; 

W hofe do you think it was? 

Haw. Nay, 1 know not. 

Clown. A peftilence on him for a mid Rogue, a pour’d 
a Flagon of Renith on my Head once. This fame Scull, 
Sir, this fame Scull, Sir, was Yorick's Scull, the Kine’s Fetter. 

Ham. This? = 

Clows. E’en that. 

Haw. Letmefee, Alas poor Yorick ! [knew him, Horatio*® 

a Fellow of infinite Jeft; of moft excellent fancy, ‘he hath 

born 
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born me on his back a thoufand times: Acd how abhorred 
my imagination is now, my gorge rifes at it. Here hung 
thofe Lips that-I have kifs'd 1 know not how oft. Where 
be your Gibes now 2. Your Gambals¢ Your pones? Your 
fathes of Merriment that were wont to fee the Table ona 
Roar? No one now to mock your own. Jeering? Quite 
chop fall’n? Now get you to my Lady’s Chamber, and tell 
ber, let her paint an inch thick, to. this favour fhe muft 
come; Make her laugh atthar. Prithee, Heratio, teil me 
one thirg. 

Hor. What's that, my Lord? 

Ham. Do thou chink Alexander loo do’ this falhion 
i’ th’ Earth 

Hor. E’en fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo, Pub? | Sselling to the. Scult. 

Hor. E’en fo, my Lord. 

Ham, Vo what bafe ufes we may reture, Horatio; Why 
may not imagitation trace the noble Duft of dlexander, ull 
he find it ftopping a bung-hole ¢ 

Hor. ’T were to confider too curioufly, to confider fo, 

Ham. No faith, snota jot. But to follow him thither 
with modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it 5 as thus, 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 
into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we meke Lome, and 
why of that Lome whereto he was converted, might. they 
not {top a Bear-barrel ? 

Imperial Ce/ar, dead and turn’d to clays 

Might ftop a hole to keep the wind away. 

Oh, that that Earth, which kept the World in awe, 

Should patch a Wail, t? expel the Winter's flaw. 

But foft! but foft! afide here comes the Kings 

Enter King, Queens Laeites anda Coffin, with. Lovas ana 
| Priefts Attendant. 

The Queen, the Courtiers. What is’t that they follow, 

And with fuch maimed Rights? This doth beroken, 

The Coarfe they follow, did with-defperate hand 

Fore-do it’s own Life; “twas fome Eltates 

Couch mea while, and mark. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle? 

Ham. That is Laertes; a very noble Youth: Mark-——= 

Laers What Ceremony elles 
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PrieJF Fir Obfequies have been as far enlarg’d, 
As we have warranty; her death were doubrful, 
And but tha: great command o’er-{ways the order, 
She fhould in ground unfancified have lodg’d, 
Tillthe laft Trumpet. For charttable Prayer, 
Shatds, Flin:s, andPebbles, fhould be thrown on her ; 
Yet here fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 

Her Maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of Beil and Burial. 

Laer. Mut there no more be done? 

Priefz, N» more be done 
We thould prophane the fervice of the dead, 

To fing fage Requiem, and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Souls. 
Laer. Lay her i’ th’ earth, 
And from her fair and unpolluted jfleth, 
May Violet: fpring. I tell chee, churlith Prieft, 
A miniftriog Angel fhall my Sifter be, 
When thou lieft howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen, Sweets, to thee iweet, farewel, 
I hop’d thou would’ft have been my Hamlet’s W tie ; 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deck’d, fweet Maid, 
And not t’ lve ftrew’d thy Grave. 

Laer. O terrible wooer! 
Fall rentimes treble woes on that curs’d head, 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft ingenious fenfe 
Depriv’d thee of.. Hold off the Earth a while, 
*Till I have caught her once more in my arms, 

[Laertes leaps into the Grave 

Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead, 
° Till of this flit a Mountain you have made, 
To o’er-topold Pelion, or the skyifh head 
Of blue Olyzpus. 

Ham, ‘Nhat is he, whofe griefs 
Bear fuch anEmphafis? whofe phrafe of forrow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? Thisis I, 

[Hamlet leaps inzo the Grave: 

Haniet the Dane. 
Laer, The Devil take thy Soul, [Grappling with bime 
Ham. 


PAE 
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Ham, Thou pray’ft not well, 

I prithee take thy fingers from my throat 

Sir, though I am not {pleenative and rath, 

Yet have I fomething in me dangerous, 

Which let thy. wifenefs fear, Away. thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. [The sdttendants part thet. 
Ham. Why, {will fight with him upon his Theme, 

Until my Eye-lids will no longer wag. 

Qucen, Oh my Son! what theme? 

Him. Ulev'd Ophelia; forty thoufand Brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Makeup my Sum. What wilt thou do for her? 

King. Oh he 18 mad, Laertes. 

Queen, For love of God forbear him. 

Ham. Come fiew me what thou’lt do. 

Woo't weep? woo’t fight? woo’r cear thy fell! 

Woo't drink up Efile, eat a Crocodile? 

1} do’t. Do’ it thou come hither to whine; 

To out-face me with leapirg into her Grave? 

Be buried quick with her; and fo will [; 

And if chou prate of Mountains; let them throw 

Millions of Acres on us, “till our ground 

Sindging his pare againft the burning Zone, 

Mik: Offa like a wart. Nay, atid thou’lt mouth, 

[ji rant as well as thou. 

King. Vhis is mere madnefs 5 

And thus a while te fit will work on him: 

Anon as Patient as the female Dove, 

When that her golden Cuplets are difclos’d, 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you Sir 

What is the reafon that you ufe me thus? 

I lev’d you ever ; but itis no matter -————— 

Let Hercules himfzlf do what he may, 

The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day. | Exit. 
King. I pray you good Horatio, wait upon him. 

Strengthen your patience in our laft Night's Sxeech, 

| To Laertes. 
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We'll put the nfattér to the prefent pufh. 
Good Gertrade fet fome watch over your Son, This 
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This Grave fhall have a living Monument: 
An Hour of quiet fhortly hall we fee; 
*Till then in patience cur proceeding be. l Exeunt. 


SC Bee. Ee Dh oa ee 


Exter-Hamlet and Horatios 


Hum. So much for this, Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You do remember. all the circumftance, 

Hor. Remember it, my Lord? 

Ham. Sir, inmy Heart there wasa kind of fighting, 
That would not let me fleep; methoughe [ lay 
Worfe than the mutinecrs inthe Bilboes; rathly, 
(And prais’d be rafhnefs for it) let us know 
Our Indifcretion fometimes ferves us- well, 
When our dear Plots do pall; and that fhould teach us, 
There’s a Divinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moft certain. 

Ham. Up from my Cabin, 
My Sca-Gown fcarft about me, in the dark, 
Grop’d I to find out them; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own Room again, making fo bold, , 
My Pears forgetting Manners, to uofeal 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh Royal knavery/ an exact command, 
Larded with many feveral forts.of reafon, | 
Importing Denmark’s Health, and England's toc, 
With hoo, fuch Buegs and Goblins in my lhifc, 
That on the fupervize, no leifure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
My Head fhould be ftruck off. 

Hor. Is’t poflible? 

Ham. Here’s the Commilffion, read it at more leifure ; 
But wilt thou hear how I did proceed? 

Hor. \ befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E’er I could make a Prologue to my Brains, 


Hamlet, Prince of Denm? 
They had begun the Play. I fate me down, 
Devis'd a new Commiflion, wrote it fair: 
I once did hold it as our Statifts do, 
A bafenefs to write fair; and Jabour’d much, 
How to forget that learning ; But, Sir; now 
It did me Yeoman’s fervice; wilt thou know 
The effeG@s of what I wrote? 

Hor. Ay, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, 

As love between them, as the Palm fhould flourifh, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ftand a Comma ‘tween their amitiess 

And many fuch like -4s’s of great charge, 

That on the view and know of thefe contents, 
Without debatement further, more or lefs, 

He fhould the bearers put to fudden death, 

No thriving time allowed. 

Hor. How’ was this feal’d 2 

Ham. Why even in that was Heav’n ordinate ; 
I had my Father's Signet in my Parle, 

Which was the Model of that Danifh Seal: 

I folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subfcrib’d it, gave th’ Impreffion, plac’d it fafelys 
The Changeling never know : Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent, 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So, Gwildenftern and Rofencraus, gO to'te 

Ham. Why Man, they did make loveto this employment 
They are not near my Confcience ; their debate 
Doth by their own infinuation grow : 

Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes 
Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why, what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think’{t thou, ftand. me now upon 
He that hath kill’d my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in between th’election and my hopes, 

Thrown out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch cozenage; is’t not perfect Canfcience; 

To quithim with his arm? And ist not to be damn ds 
Vou, Y. | G< 
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To let this Canker of our Nature come 
In further evil ? 

Hor. I muft be fhortly known to him from England, 
What is the iffue of the bufinefs there. 

Ham. It willbe thort. 
The Juterim’s mine, and a Man’s Life’s no more 
Than to fay one: but I am very forry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes 1 forgot my felf; 
For by the Image of my caufe 1 fee 
The Pourtraiture of his; [ll court his favours s 
But fure the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towring Paffion. 

Hor. Peace, who ‘comes here ? 

Enter Oftick. 

Orf; Your Lordhip is right welcome back to Denmark, 

Ham. Uhumbly thank you, Sir. Doft know this water-fy: 

Hor. No, my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy {tate is the more gracious; for “tis a Vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile ; let a Bealt 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall ftand at the King’s 
M-fle; ’tisa Chough ; but as | fay, {pacious in the poflefli- 
on of dirt. 

O/r. Sweet Lord, if your friendthip were at leifure, I 
fhould impart a thing to you from his Majelty. 

Ham. 1 will receive it with all diligence of Spirit 5 put 
your Bonnet torhis right ufe, ’tis for the Head. 

O/r. 1 thank your Lordthip, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold, the wind 1s Nor- 
therly. 

O/r. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is very fultry, and hot for my Com- 
plexion. 

O/7. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very fultry, as "cweres 
I cannot tell how: but, my Lord, his Majefty bid me fig- 
nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this is the matter 

Ham. 1 befeech ‘you remember, 

Or. Nay in good faith, for mine cafe in good faith: Sit, 
you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at his 
weapon. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 
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Ofr. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his Weapons ; but well. 

Ojr. The King, Sir, has wag’d with him fix Barbary 
Horfes, againft the which he impon’d, as I take it, fix 
French Rapiers and Poniards, with their Affigns, as Girdle, 
Hangers, or fo: Three of the carriages in faith are very dear 
tofancy, very refponfive to the hiles, moft delicate carriages, 
and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

O/r. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham. The Phrafe would be more germane to the matter, 
if we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would it might 
be Hangers "till then; but on, fix Barbary Horfes, egainkt 
fix French Swords, their Affigns,and three liberal conceited 
carriages, that’s the French ; but againt the Danifb, why is 
this impon’d, as you call ir 2 

O/r. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paffes 
between you and him, he fhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath laid on twelve for nine, and that would come to 
immediate trial, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the 
Anf{wer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no? erfon 

Ofr. 1 mean, my Lord, the Oppofition of your P 
in trial. 

Ham. Sit, I will walk here in the Hall; if it pleafe his 
Majefty, ’tis the breathing time of day with me ; let. the 
Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the King 
hold his purpofe; 1 will win for him if I can: if not, Pil 
gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd hits. 

Ofr. Shall I redeliver. you e’en fo ? 

Ham. To this effe&, Sir, after what flourifh your nature 
will. . 

O/r. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. [ Exit. 

Flam, Yours, yours; he does well-to commend it him- 
felf, there are no tongués elfe for’s turn. 

Hor, This Lapwing runs away. with the fhell on h’s 
Head. 

Ham, He did fo with his Dug before he fuck’d it: thus 
has he and nine more of the fame Beavy rhat I know the 
droflie Age dores on, only got the tune of the time, and 
outward habit of encounter, a kind of yefty Collection, 

a Sees Coz which 
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which carries them through and through the moft fond and 

winnowed Opinions; and do but blow them to their Trials, 

the Bubbles are out. 
Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Majefty commended him to you by 
young O/rick, wh» brings back to him that you attend him 
in the Hi, he fends to know if your pleature hold to play 
with Laertes, or that you will take lenger time ¢ 

Ham, (amconftant co my purpofes, they follow the King’s 
pleafure; if his firnefs fpeaks, mine ts ready, now or whel- 
foever, provided I beto able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are coming down. 

Ham. In happy time, 

Lord, The Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle entertaille 
ment to Laertes before you go to play. 

Ham. She well inftructs me. 

For. You will lofe this Wager, my Lord. 

Ham. \ do not think fo; {ince he went into France, | 
have been in continual PraGice; I fhall win at the odds} 
but thou wouldeft not think how all’s here about my Heart: 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but Foolery; but it is fuch a kind of gai 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey. I will fore- 
ftal their repair hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Nota whit, we defy Auguty; there's a {pecial 
Providence in the fall of Sparrow. If it be now, “us nok 
to come: if it be nor to come, it will be now: if it be 
not now, yet it will come; the readincfs is alls fince no 
Man has ought of what ire leaves, what is’e to icave bes 
times? 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords, with other Atten 
dants with Foils, and Gantlets, a Table and Flagons of 
Wine on it. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this Hand from me. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I’ve done you wrongs 
Bur pardon’t, as you are a Gentleman, 

This Prefence knows, and you muft needs have heard 

How. T am punifhed with fore diftraction. 

W hat I have done 

That 
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That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception 
Roughly awake, [ here proclaim was madnefs: 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? Never Hamlet. 
If Hamlet from himfelf be ta’en away, 

And when he’s nox | imfelf, do’s wro: g Laertes ; 
Then Hamlet do’s it not, Hamlet denies it: 
Whoa does it then? His madnefs. If't be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d, 

Fis madnefs is poor Hamlet's Enemy. 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evil, 

Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts, 
That [ have fhot mine Arrow o’er the Houfe, 
And hurt my Mother, 

Laer. 1 am fatisfied in Nature, 

Whofe Motive, in this cafe, thould ftir me moft 

Yo my Revenge. But in my terms of Honour 

I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

‘Till by fome elder Mafters of known honour, 

I have a Voice, and prefident of peace 

To keep my Name ungore’d. But ’till that time, 
do receive your offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it, 

flam, 1 do embrace it freely, 

And will this Brother’s Wager frankly play, 
Gives us the Foils: Come on, 

Laer. Come one for me. 

Ham, Vil be your Foil, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your skill fall like a Star ith’ brighteft Night, 
Stick fiery off indeed, | 

Laer. You mock me, Sir. 

Ham. No, by this Hand, 

King. Give the Foils, young O/rick, 

Coufin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 

Ham. Very well, my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laid the odds o’th’ weaker fide, 
King. 1 do not fear it, I have feen you-both: 
But fince he is better’d, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, 

Let me fee another. 
Cc 3 | Ham, 
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Ham. This likes me well; 
Thefe Foils have all a length ¢ [ Prepares to play. 
O/r. Ay, my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: 
If Hamlet give the firft, or fecond hit, 
Or quit in anfwer of a third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King thall drink to Hamlet's better breath, 
And in the Cup an Union fhall be throw 
Richer than that, which four fucceflive Kings 
In Denmark's Crown have worn. Give me the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets {peak, 
The Trumpets to the Canoneer withour, 
The Cannons to the Heav ns, the Heav’n to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham. Come on, Sit. 
Laer. Come on, Sir. [ They play. 
Ham, One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. ‘Jadgment. 
Oj. A hit, avery palpable hit. 
Laer. Well———again—~— 
King. Stay, give me drink. Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here’s to thy health. Give him the Cup. 
[Trumpet found, Shot goes off: 
Ham. V'll play this bout farft, fet it by a while, 
Comeczzzgnother hit——what fay you? [They play again 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confefs. 
King, Qur Son fhall win. 
Queen. He's fat, and {cant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam——— 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Oueen. 1 will, my Lord; I pray you pardon me. 
King. It is the poifon’d Cup, it is too late. [ Afde. 
Ham. 1 dare not drink yet, Madam, by and by.' 
Oucen. Come, let me wipe thy Face. . 


rr, 


Laer. My Lord, Vil hit him now. 
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King. 1 do not think’c. 
Laer, And yet’tis almoft ’gainft my Confcience. [ fide. 
Ham. Come, for the third. Laertes, you but dally, 
I pray you pafs with your beft violence, 
I am afraid you make g wanton of me. 
Laer, Say you fo? Come on, | Play. 
O/r. Nothing neither way. 
- Laer. Have at you now. 
[ Laertes sounds Hamlet, then in /cuffling they change Rapiers, 
and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 
King. Part them, they are incens‘d. 
Ham, Nay, come again—— 
O/r. Look to the Queen there, ho! 
Hor, Theyebleed on both fides.. How is’t, my Lord? 
O/r. How is’t Laertes? . 
Laer. Why, asa Woodcockto my Sprindge, O/ricks 
{ am juftly kill’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the Queen? 
King. She fwoons to fee them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink—— 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
I am poifon’d | Queen dies. 
Ham. Oh Villany! How ? Let the door be lock’d: 
Treachery! feek it out 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet. Hamlet, thou art flain, 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom'd: the foul practice 
Hath turn’d it felf on me. Lo, here I lye, 
Never to rife agains thy Mother’s poifon’d; 
I can no more the King, the King’s to blame. 
Ham. The point.envenom’d too, 
Then venom to thy work, | Stabs the King. 
All, Txeafon, Treafon. 
King. O yet defend me, Friends, 1 am but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceftuous, murd’rous, damned Daze, 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here? 
Follow my Mother. | King diese 
Laer, He is juftly ferv’d. 
Cc4 It 

















2444 amet; Prince of Denmark. 


It is a poifon temper’d by himfelf. 
Exahange forgivenefs with me, Noble Hamlet; 
Mine and my Father's Death come ‘not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. : { Dies, 
Ham. Weav’a make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio; wretched Queen, adieu. 
You that look pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this AC, 
Had I but time, as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is triG@ in his Arreft) oh I could tell you, 
But let it be Horatio, 1 am dead, 
Thou liv’ft, report me and my caufes right 
To the unfatisfied. 
Hor. Never believe it. 
I am more.an Antique Reman than a Dane; 
Here’s yet fome Liquor left. 
Ham. Asth’artaMan, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heav’a I'll hav’t. 
Oh, good Horatio, what 2 wounded name, 
Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall live behind meé 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy Heart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harth World draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my ftory. [ March afar off, and fbous within. 
What warlike noife is this? 
Enter Ofrick. 
Ofr. Young Fortinbras, with Conquelt come from Poland, 
To th’Ambaffadors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 
Ham. O, I dies; Horatio: 
The potent Poifon quite o'er-crows my Spirit, 
I cannotliveto hear the News from England. 
But I do prophefie th’ election lights 
On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, 
So tell him with the occurrents more or lefs, 
Which have folicited. The reft is filence,O,O,O. [ Dies. 
Hor. Now cracksa noble Heatt; good Night, fweet Prince; 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. ~ : 
Why do’s the Drum come hither ? 
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Enter Fortinbras and Englith Ambaffador, with Drum, 
Colours, and Attendants, 

Fort. Where 1s the fight? 

Hor. What is it you would fee 
If oughtof woe or wonder, ceafé your fearch. 

Fort, Vinis quarry cries on Havock. Ob proud death! 
What Feaft is toward in thine ecernal Cell, 
That thou fo many Princes at a fhoor, 
So bloodily baft ftruck ¢ 

Amb, The fight is ¢1f{mal, 
And our Affairs from Exgland come too late, 
The Ears are fenfelefs thac thou!d give us-hearing ; 
To tell him his Command’ment is fulfill’d, 
That Rofexeraus and Guildenftern are dead: 
Where fhould we have our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’ ability of Life to thank you: 
He never gave Command’ment for their Death. 
But fince fo jum> upon this bloody queftion, 
You from the Polack Wars, and you from England 
Are he:e arriv’d: Give order that thefe Bodies 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me {peak to th’ yet unknowing World, 
How thefe things came about, So fhall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgments, cafval flaughters, 
Of Deaths pit on by cunning, and fore’d caufe, 
And in this upfhor, purpofes miftook, 
Fall’n on the Inventors Heads. ATI this can I 
Truly delivcr. . 

Fort. Let us hafte to hear ir, 
And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 
For me, with forrow, I embrace my Forture, 
I have fome rights of Memory in this Kingdom, 
Which now to claim, my vantage doth 
Invite me. 

Hor. Of that I thall have alfo caufe to fpcak, 
And from his mouth whofe Voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even whi'es Mens minds are wild,left more mifchance 
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On plots, and errors happen. 
Fort. Let four Captains 
Bear Hamlet like a Soldier off the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
Fo have prov'd moft royally: and for his paflage, 
The Soldiers Mufick, and the rites of War 
Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the Body: Such a fight as this, 
Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs. 
Go, bid the Soldiers fhoot. 
fExeunt Marching: after which, a Peal of Ordnance are 
foot off. 
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EAR, King of Britain. 
t King of France. 

Duke of Burgundy. 

Duke of Cornwall. 

Duke of Albany. 

Earl of Glofter. 

Earl of Kent. 

Edgar, don to Glofter. 

Edmund, Baffard Son to Glotter. 

Curan, 4 Courtier. 

Doctor. 

Fool. 

Steward to Gonerill. 
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Gonerill, 
Regan, ‘Daughters to Lear. 
Cordelia, ze = 
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Knights attending on the King, Officers, Me(fen- 
gers, § oldiers and Attendants. 
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Enter Kent, Glofter, and Edmund tle Baffurd, 


mie. VN a 


Thought the King had more affeGed the 
Duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always fcem fo to us: But now 
in the Divifion of the Kingdom, it appears 
sot which of the Dukes he valuesmoft; for 
qualities are fo weigh’d, that curiofity ia 
neither, can make choice of either’s morety. 

Kent. is not this your Son, my Lord 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. Ihave 
fo often bluth’d to acknowledge him, that now 4 sm braz‘d 
tot. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellow’s Mother could; whereapon 
fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeec’, Sir, a Son for her 
Cradle, e’er fhe had a Husband for her Bed. Do you 


{mell a Faule? 
Kent. 1 cannot with the fault undone, the Iffue of it be- 


ang fo proper. 





Giles 
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Glo—tat Lhave a Son, Sir, by order of Law, fome Year 
elder thn this; who, yet is no dearer in my Account, 
though this Knave came fomewhat fawcily to the World 
before he was fent for: Yet was his Mother fair, there was 
good {po:t at his making, and the whorfon muft be acknow- 
ledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Eadmundé 

Baft. No, my Lord. 

Glo. My Lord of Kext; 

Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend. 

Baft. My fervices to your Lordihip. 

Kent. t muft love you, and fue to know you better. 

Ba/ff. Sir, 1 thall ftudy deferving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine Years, and away he fhall a- 
gain. The King is coming. | 
Enter Kisg Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Cor- 

delia,y and Attendants. 

Laer. Attend the Lords of France and Burgunay, Glofter. 

Glo. Ifhall, my Lord. | Exit. 

Laer. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe. 
Give me the Map here. Kaow, that we have divided 
Into three, our Kingdom; and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhak: all cares and bufinefs from our Age, 

Conferriig them on younger ftrengths, while we 
Unburtten’d crawl toward Death. Our Son of Cornwall, 
And you our no lefs loving Son of Albany, 

We have this hour a conftant will to publifh 

Our Daighters feveral Dowers, that future ftrife 

May be >reverted now. The Princes, France and Burguna), 
Great Rivals in our younger Daughter’s Love, 

Long in our Court, have made their amorous sojourn, 

And her: are to be anfwer'd. Tell me, my Daughters, 
Since now we will diveft us both of Rule, 

Intereft of Territory, Cares of State, 

Which f you fhall we fay doth love us moft; 

That we, our largeft bounty may extend 

Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Gozerill, 

Our elddt born, fpeak firft, 

Gon. Sir, 1 loye you more than word can wield the matter, 

Dearer than Eye-fight, {pace, and liberty, 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 

No lefs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty, Honour: 
As 


gotten 
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As much as Child e’er lov’d, or Father fc und. 
A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much I love you. 
Cor. Whiat fhall Cordelia {peak ? Love, and be filent. 
Lear, OF all thefe bounds, even from this Line, to this, 
With thadowy Forefts, and with Champions rich’d, 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads, 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Albany's flues 
Be this perpetual. What fays our fecond Daughter, 
Our deareft Regan, Wife of Cornwall? 
Reg { am made of that felf-metal as my Sifter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true Heart, 
I find fhe names my very deed of love: 
Only the comes too fhort, that I profefs 
My felfan Enemy to all other Joys, 
Which the moft precious {quare of fenfe profefics, 
And find { am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highnefs love. 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia! 
And yet not fo, fince | am fure my Love's 
More ponderous than my Tongue. 
Laer. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No lefs in {pace, validicy, and pleafure, 
Than that confer'd on Gonerill. Now our Joy, 
Although our laft and leaft; to whofe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Mik of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interelt: What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Sifters? fpeak. 
Cor, Nothing, my Loid. 
Lear. Nothing ? 
Cor. Nothing, . 
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, {peak again. 
Cord. Unhappy that I am, {cannot heave 
My Heart into my Mouth: I love your Majelty 
According to my Bond, no more nor lefs. | 
Leare How, how, Cordelia? Mend your fpeccha litle, 
Left you may mar your Fortunes. 
Cor. Good, my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me. 
I return thofe Duties back as are right fir, 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. Why 
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Why have my Sifters Husbands, if they fay 
They love you all? Happily when [ fhall wed, 
That Lord, whofe Hand muft take my plight, fhail carry 
Half my Love with him, helf my Care, and Duty. 
Sure I fhail never merry like my Sifters. 
Lear. But goes thy Heart with this? 
Gr. Ay, my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and fo untender 2 
Cr. So young, my Lord, and true. 
Lear. Let it be fo, the Truth then be thy dowre: 
For by the facred radiance of the Sun, 
The myftertes of Hecate, and the Night, 
By all the Operations of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be, 
Here I difclaim all mv paternal Care, 
Propinquity and property ef Blood, 
And as a Stranger to my H art and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The Barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his Generation, Mefles 
To gorge his Appetite, fhall to my Bofom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d, 
As thou my fometime Duughtcr. 
Kent. Good my Liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the Dragon and his Wrath; 
I lov’d her moft, and thought to fer my reft 
Onher kind Nurfery, Hence, and avoid my fight !---[ To Cor. 
So be my Grave my Peace, 2s here I give 
Her Father's Heart from her; call Fraece; who firs ? 
Call Burgundy Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digett the third, 
Let Pride, which the calls Plainnefs, marry her: 
I do inveft you jointly with my Power, 
Preheminence, and all the large Effects 
That troop with Majefty. Our {elf by monthly courfe 
With refervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be fuftain’d, fhall our abode 
Make with you by due turn, only we thall retain 
The Name, and all th’ addition toa King: the Sway 
Revenue, Execution of the reft, : 
Beloved Sons, be yours, which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. Kent, 
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Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour’d as a King, 
Lov’d as my Father, as my Matter foilow’d, 
And as my Patron, thought on in my Pray «rs——~ 
Lear, The Bow is bent and drawn, make from the Sha‘, 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork ‘invade 
The region 6f my Heart; be Kezt unmannerly, 
When Zear is mad; whit wouldft thou do, old Man? 
Think’(t thou that Duty hall have dread to foeak, 
When Power to Flartery bows ? 
To plainnéfs Honour’s bound, 
When Majefty falls to Folly { referve thy State 
And in thy beft confiderstion, check 
This hideous rafinefs ; anfwer my Life, my Judgment, 
Thy youngeft Dauehter do’s not love thee leaft, | 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reverb no hollownefs. 
Lear, Kent, on thy Life no more. 
Kent. My Life Y never held but as a pawn 
To wage again{t thine Enemies, ne’er fear to lofe ié, 
Thy fafety being Morive. 
Lear, Qut of my fight / 
Kent. See better, Lear, and let me {till remain 
The true Blank of thine Eye. 
Lear. Now by Apollo: 
Kent. Now by Apollo ; King, 
Thon fweareft thy Gods in vain. 
Laer, O Vaffal! Mifcreant!---[ Laying his Hand on his Sword; 
Alb. Corn, Dear Sir, forbear. 
Kent. Kill thy Phyfician, and thy Fee beftow 
Upon the foul Difeafe, revoke the Gift, 
Or waillt T can vent clamout from my Throat, 
Pil tell thee thou doft evil, 
Lear, Hear me Recreant, on thine Allegiance hear te ; 
That thou haft fought to make us break our Vows, 
Which we durft never yet ; and with ftrain’d Pride, 
To come betwixt our Seftence and olir Power, 
Which, nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 
Dur Potency made good, take thy Reward. 
"ive days we do allot thee for Provyifion, 
lo thield thee from difafters of the World, 
Vor, V aia Dd And 
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474) 
Anc-of the fixth to turn thy hated back F 
Upon our Kingdom; if the tenth Day following, I 


Thy banifht Trunk be found in our Dominions, Hy 
The Moment is thy Death, away. By Jupiter, | 
‘This fhall not be revok’d. hk 
Kent. Fare thee. well, Kirg, fith thus thou wilt appear, 7h 
Freedom lives hence, and Banifhment is here 5 k 
The Gods to their dear fthelter take thee, Maid, i 
That juftly thiok’ft, and baft moft rightly faid; ) 
And your large Speeches may your Deeds approves l 
That good Effe&ts may {pring from Words of Love: k 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, y 
He'll thape his old Courfe in a Country new. [ Exit. jh 
Enter Glofter, with France and Burgundy,and Attendants | \ 
Cor. Here's France and Burgandy, my noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lerd of Burgundy, I 


We firft addrefs toward you, who, with this King, I 
Hath rivali’d for our Daughter; what in the lealt 
Will you require in prefent Dowre with her, I 
Or ceafe your Queft of Loye ? q 


Bar. Moft Royal Majefty, l 
I crave no more than what your Highnefs cffer’d, hi 
Nor will you tender Icfs, i 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, iT 
When fhe was dear to us we held her fo, H 
But now her price is fali’n : Sir, there the ftands, 

If ought within that little feeming Subftance, \ 
Or all of it with-our difpleafure picc’d, 

And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, y 
She’s there, and fhe is yours. : 

Bur. \ know no Anfwer. 

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities fre owes, | 
Unpfriended, new adopred to our hate, i 
Dowr’d with our Curfe, and ftranger’d with our Oath, | 
Take leave, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon me, Royal Sir. ¢ 
Ele@ion makes not up in fuch Conditions. I 

Lear. Then kave her, Sir, for bythe Power that made mes )) 
I tell you all ber Wealth, For you, great King, 

I would not from your Love make fuch a fray, 
To match you where I hace 5 therefore befeech you 


T’a- 
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T’avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than ona wretch whom Nature is afham’d 
Almoft acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is almoft ftrange! . 

That the, who even but now, was your beft Obje, 
The Argument of your Praife, balm of your Age, 
The beft, the deareft, fhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantle 
So many folds of Favour ; fure her Offence 
Mult be of fuch unnatural Degree, 
As Monftrous ‘is ; or your fore-voucht affeCtion 
Could not fall into Taint; which to believe of her 
Muft be a Faith, that reafon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet befeech your Majefty, 

If for I want that glib and oily Art, 

To {peak and purpofe not, fince what I will intend, 
Dll do’t before I {peak, that you make known 

It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs, 

No unchafte A@ion, or difhonour’d ftep, 

That hath depriv’d me of your Grace and Favour, 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer, 
A {till folliciting Eye, and fuch a Tongue, : 
That I am glad I have not, though not to have it, 
Hath lof me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou hadft 
Not been born, than not t’have pleas’d me better. 

fra, Ys it but this 2 A tardinefs in Nature, 
Which often leaves the Hiftory unfpoke 
That it intends todo ; my Lord of Burgundy, 
What fay you to the Lady 2 Love’s not Love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ftands 
Aloof from th’ intire Point, will you have her? 
She is her felf a Dowry. 

Bur, Royal King, 

Give but that} Portion which your felf propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the Hand, 
Dutchefs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing ——- I have Sworn, J am firm. 

Bur. I am forry then you have fo loft a Father, 
That yon mutt lofe 'a Husband. 

Dd:2 Cor, 
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e—feace be with Burgundy, 
Since that refpe@i.and fortunes are his Love, 
I ihall not be his Wife. 
Fra. Fawelt Cordelia, that are molt rich being poors 
Mott choice forfaken, and moft-lov’d defpis’d, 
Thee andthy Virtues here’ 1 deizesupon, 
Be it lawful f take up what’s calt away. 
God:, Gods! ’ Tis fiange, that from their cold’ neglect 
My love thould: kindle: to-enflam’d refpea. 
Thy dowrelef, Daughter, King, thrown to my ¢ehance, 
Ts Qucen of usy-of: ours, and our fair Fraxceis 
Noc all the’ Dukes of watnith Burgundy, 
an buy tiris uppriz’d precious Maid -of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, thougheunkind, 
"Thou Icfeft here, a better, where to find. 
Lear. Thou bait her Fraxce,, let ber be chines: for we 
Have no fach Daughter, nor fhall ever fee 
That face of hers again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Bemzon: 
Come noble Burgundy. | Flouri fb. [ Exewnt. 
Fra. Bid farewel to your Silvers. 
Cor, The Jewels of our Father, with wafh’d: eyes, 
Cordclia leaves you, I know you whet you.are, 
Ana like a Sifter am moft Joath to call 
Your faults as they are named. Love wel! our Father: 
To your profefled Bofoms I commit him; 
Burt yet alas, {tood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place, 
So farewel to you both. 
Reg. Prefcribe not us our Duty. 
Gon. Let your Study 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv’d you 
At Fortunes Alms; you have Obedience fcanted; 
And wel! are worth the want that you have wanted. 
Cor. Time fhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers Faules, at laft with fhame derides. 
Well may you pioiper. 
Fra, Come, my fair Cordelia. [| Exennt France and Cor 
Gon. Suter, 1t-is not little I have to fay; - my: 
©! what moft nearly appercavns to us both, 
I think our Father will go hence to Night. 
~ Reg 
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Keg. That’s moft certain, and with yous next Month 
with us, 
Gon. You fee how full of Changes his Ave is, the obfer 


vation we have made of it hath been little ; he always lov’d 
our Sifter moft, and with what poor Jadgment he hath 


now caft her off, appears toa too grofly. 

Reg, *Tis the infirmity of his Age; 
but flenderly Bikes himfelf. 

Gon. The bel ws foundeft of his time hath been but 
rafh 5; then ae we look from his Age, to receive ast alone 
the Imperfe€tions of long engraffed Cot 1di ion, | 
withal the unruly waywardn fs, that 1 aes nd chole ick 
Years bring with them. 

Reg. Such uncon iftane ftarts are we like to have from him, 
as this of Kent s Banifhment, | 

Gon, There isfurther Complement of leave taking, be- 
tween France and’ him; pray you lect us fit 
Father carry Rathority with fuch D ifpef 
this laft furrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We fhall further think of ie 

Gon. We muft do fomething, and ivch’ Hearn | Excunt 


1 


Enter Baftard with a Letter. 3 


Bat. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, to thy Law 
My Services are bound ; wherefore fhould I 
Stand in the Plague of Cutt mM, and permit 
The curiofity of Nations to deprive me, 
For that 1 am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonfhines, 
Lag of a Brother 2 Why Raftard ?- wherefore : 
W hen my Dimenfic ions are as well com! pact, 
My ! = id as renerons, 2? - my Shape as tre 
As honeft M:d bamn’s: [fie 2 Why brand they thus 
With Bate te agen Raftirdy 2? Bale, Bate 
Who in the lufty ftealth of Nature, take 
More C ompofition, and fferce qual ty, 
That doth, within a ie me Rate tired Bed 
Go to th’ creating a whole Tribe of Fops, 
Got’tween a flecp, sith wake ? Well the 
Legitimate Edpar, Tomuft have your kusnd 
Qur Father’s Love is to the Baftard Kapaa: 
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iw, King Lear. 


As to th’legitimate; fine Word——legitimate——— m 

Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter {peed, , 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 

Shall to th’legitimate I grow, I profper ; 

Now Gods, ftand up for Baftards, ’ 

Exter Glofter. ' 

Glo. Kent banith’d thus! and France in Choler parted! | 

And the King gone to Night! Prefcrib’d his Power, 

Confin’d to Exibition! All this gone 

Upon the Gad! Edmund, how now? what News? 
Baft, So pleafe your Lordthip, none. [Putting up the Letter. 
Glo. Why fo earneftly {eek you to put up that Letter? . 
Baft. 1 know no News, my Lord, 
Glo. What Paper were you reading ? ; 
Baff. Nothing, my Lord. ; 
Glo. No! what needed then that terrible Difpatch of it 

into your Pocket? the quality of nothing, hath not fuch 4, 
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need to hid it felf. Let’s fee; come, if it be nothing, [ 4; 








hall not need Spectacles. 


° 
Baft. 1 befeech you, Sir, pardon me 5 itis a letter from |, 
my Brother, that | have not all o’er-read; and for fo much }, 
is 1 have perus’d, find it not fit for your o’er-looking. , 
Glou, Give me the Letter, Sir. | 
Baff. I thall offend, either to detain, or give it; | 
The Contents, as in part | underftand them, 
Are to blame. 

Glo. Let’s fee, let's fee. 

Bajff. 1 hope for my Brother’s Jfuftification, he wrote 
this but as an Eflay, or tafte of my Virtue. 

Glo. reads. | This Policy, and Reverence of ge, makes 
ihe World bitter tothe beft of our times; keeeps our Fortunes from 4 
4s, “Vill our oldue{s cannot relifhthem. I begin to find an idle ’ 
and fond Bondage, in the oppreffion of aged Tyranny, which 
fvays, not as it hath Pawer, but as it is fuffered, Come to 
we, that of this I may [peak more. If our Father weuld fleep 
"ill I wak'd him, you fhould enjoy half his Revenue for every 
and live the beloved of your Brether.. Edgars Hum!---Con- 
{piracy ! Sleep ‘till I wake him you fhould 
Enjoy half bis Revenue my Son Edgar! had he 
9 Hand to write this! A Heart and a Brain to breed it in! 
When came thisto you? who brought ir? . 


Bafi. 
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Baft. It was not brought me, my Lord; there’s the 
cunning of it, 1 found it thrown in at the Cafement of my 
Clofet. 

Glo. You know the CharaGer to be your Brother's? 

Baft. If the matter were good, my Lord, ( durft fwear 
it were his; but in vefp.@ of that, 1 would fain chink it 
were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Bat; It is his Hand, my Lord, 1 hope his Heart is not 
in the Contents. 

Glo. His he ever before founded you ia this Bu finefs? 

* Baft. Never, my Lord. But I have heard him oft main- 
tain it to bé fit, that Sors at perfe@t Age, and Father's de- 
clin’d, the Pather fhould be as Waid to the Son, and the 
Son manage his Revenue. 

Glo. O Villain, Villain! his very Opinion in the Let- 
ter. Abhotred Villain! unnatural, derefted, bruitifh Villain | 
worfe than bruitifh! Go, firrah, feck him; I'll apprehend 
him, Abominable Villain! where is he? 

Baf?. J do not well know, my ford; if it fhell pleafe 
you to fufpend your Indignetion apainft my Brother, ’’till 
you can derive from him better Teftimony of his Intent, 
you fhould run a certain Courfe ; where, if you violently 
proceed againft- him, miftaking his Purpofe, tt would make 
a great pap in your Honcur, and fhake in pieces the Heart 
of his Obedience. I dare pawn down my Life for him, 
that he hath writ this to feel my AffeCtion to your Honour, 
and to no other pretence of Danger. 

Glo. ‘Think you fo ? 

Baff, 1f your. Honour jadge it mect, I will place you 
where you fhall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
Affurance have your Satisfaction, and that without any 
further delay, than this very Evening. 

Glo. He caznot be fuch a Monfter. Edmund, feek him 
out; wind me into him, I pray you; frame the B finefs 
after your own Wifdom. I would unitate my felf, to be 
ina due refolution, 

Bafts I will feek him, Sir, prefertly; convey the Rufinefs 
as I fhall find means, and acquaint you withal, 

Gla, Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moon portend no 
good to us; though the Wifdom of Nature’ can reaion it 

| Dd 4 thys, 
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ww yet Wature finds it felf: feourg’d: by the fe- 


quent Effects. Lave cools, Friendthip falls off, Brothers 
divide. In Cities, mutinics; in Countries difcord ; in 
Palaces, Treafon; and the Bond crack’d, twixt Son and 
Father. This Villain of mine cemes under the Prediction; 
there's Son againft Father, the King falls from biafs of \Na- 
ture, there’s Father agzinft Child. We have feen the beft of 
our time. Machinations, hollownef:, treachery, and all 
ruinous Diforders foliow us difquietly to our Graves. Find 
out this Villain, Edmund; it fhall lofe thee nothing, do it 





earefully— and the Noble and true-hearted Kent bahifh’d! 
his offence, honefty. “Fis firange Exit. 


Baft. This is the excellent ‘foppery of the World, that 
whea we are fick in Fortune, often the Surfeits of-our own 
Behaviour, we make euilry of our Difafters, the Sun,» the 
Moon, and Stars; es if we were Villains on pecéflity, 
Fools by Heav’nly Compulfion, Knaves; Thievis, and 
Freachers by Spherical Predominanery’ Drunkards; Lyars, 
and Adulterers by an inforc’d Obedience of Planetary > in- 
fluence; and “all that we are evil.in, by a divine thrufting 
one Aa admirable Evafion of Whore-mafter-Man,. to lay 
his Goatith difpofition on the charge of a Star; My: Father 
compounded with my Mother under,the Dragon’s Tail, 
and my Nativity was under Ur/a AZajor, fo that it follows, 
I am rough and lecherous. I fhould have been thar I am, 
had the Maidenlieft Star in the Firmament twinkled on my 
Battardiziog, 

Enter Edgar. 
Pat / he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Co- 
medy; my Cue is villainous Melancholy, with a figh like 
Tomo’ Bedlam O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe 
Divifions! Fa, Sol, La, Me 

&adg. How -now, Brother Edmand, whx ferious Con- 
templation are you in? 

Baft. 1 am-thinking, Brother, of a PrediGion I read this 
other Day, -whatthould follow thefe Eclipfes. 

Edg. Do you bufie your felf with thate 

Baji. 1 promife you the Eff.@s he writes cf, fucceed un- 











happily. | 
When faw you my*Father laft 2 
Edg. The Night gone by, 


B aft : 
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Baft. Spake you with him? 

Edg. ‘Ay, two hours together. 

Baft, Parteé you in good Terms, found you no difplea 
{ure in him, by Word, nor Countenance 3 

Edg. None at all, 

aft. Bethink your felf wherein you. have offended him: 
And at my entreaty forbear his pre i until fome litrle 
time hath quelified the heat of his difpleafuse ; which at this 
inftant fo rageth in him, that with the Mifciher of your Per- 
fon, it would {carcely allay 

Edg. Some Villain hath done me wrong. 

Baff. That’s my fear; I pray. you havea continent for 
bearance ‘till tae {peed of his Rage goes flower: And as 
fay, retire with me to my Lodging, fro m whence twill ftly 
bring you to hea r my Lord {peak : Pra you ge, there's my 
Key: If you do ftir abroad, go arm’d. 

Edg. A: m’d, Brother ! 

Baft. Brother, I advife youto the beft, I am no honeft 
Man, if there be asy good meaning toward you: Ihave 
told you what I have (eon and heard; but faintly; nothing 
like the a page and Horror of it; pray you away. 

Edg. Sha HE hear from you anon é | Evite 


Baft. 1 do f fe C rss | aang Benet, ; 


Whote Nature is fo pre; from Noite sons 
That he hafpeds i on whofe foolith Honefts 


My Practices ride eafic: I fee the Bufinefs 
Let me, ifnot by Birth, have Lands by Wit, 
All with me’s meer, that I can fafhion fit, | Exiz, 
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‘On every Trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not {peak with him, fay I am Sick, 

If you come flick Of former Services, 

You fhall do well, the fault of ic Tl anfwer. 

Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary Negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Fellows: I'd have it come to queftion: 
If he diftafte it, let him to my Sifter, 

Whofe Mind and mine I know in that are one. 
Remember what I have faid. 

Stew, Well, Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights have colder Looks among you: 
What grows of ic no matter, advife your Fellows fo, Pil 
write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe: Prepare for 
Dinner. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Kent difguis d. 

Kent. Vf but as well I other Accents borrow, | 
Ard can my Speech difufe, my good intent 
May carry thro’ it felf to that full Iffue 
For which I raz’d my likeuels. Now,banifht Kent, 

If thou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 

So may it come, thy Malter whem thou lov’f, 

Shall find thee full of Labours, 
Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not ftay a jot for Dinner, go get it ready: © 
How now, what art thou? 

Kent. A Man, Sir. 
Lear. What doft thou profefs?) What wouldft thou with 
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us ? 
Kent. I do profefs to be no lefs than I feem-; to ferve 
himtruly that will put me intruft, to love him that is ho- 
neft, to converfe with him that is wife, and fays little, to 
fear Judgment, to fight when I cannot chufe, and to eatno 
Fith. 
Lear. What art thou? 
Kent. A very honeft-hearted Fell 
King. : 
Lear. If tnou beelt 2s-poor for a Subje@, as he’s for 2 i 


King, thou art.poor enough, What wouldft thoue | 


t 


ow, asd as poor as the |, 


Kent. 
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Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom wouldf thou ferve? 

Keat. You. 

Lear. Doft thou know me, Fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your Countenance, 
which I would fain call Mafter. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What Services canft thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honeft Counfels, ride, run, marr a curf- 
ous Tale in telling it, and deliver a plain Meffage bluntly : 
That which ordinary Men are fit for, 1 am qualified in, and 
the beft of me, is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thoué 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a Woman for finging, 
nor fo old to doat on her forany thing. If have Years on 
my Back forty eight, 

Lear. Follow me, thou fhalt ferve me; if I like thee no 
worfe after Dinner, I wilf not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, Dinner----where’s my Knavef my Fool? go you andcall 
my Foo] hither. You, you, Sirrah, where’s my. Daughter? 

Enter Steward. 





Stew. So pleafe you [ Exit. 

Lear. What faysthe Fellow there ? Call the Coltpole back : 
Where’s my Fool? Ho?----I think the World's afleep, how 
now? where’s that Mungrel ¢ 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is noc well. 

Lear.. Why came not the Slave back to me when I cahi'd 
him @ . 

Knight. Sit, heanfwered is the roundeft manner, he would 
note 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
to my Judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain’d with 
that Ceremonious Affe@tion as you were wont; there's a 
great abatement of kindnefs appears as well.in the genc- 
ral Dependants, as in the Duke himfelf alfo, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear. Ha! faift thou fo? 

Kuicht. I befeech you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 

= miftakens 
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miftaken; for my Duty cannot be filent, when Ithink your 
Highnefs is wrong’d. 

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of my own Concepti- 
on, I have perceiv’d a moft faint negleét of late, which 
I have rather blamed as my own Jealous Curiofity, than asa 
very pretence and pu:pofe of unkindnefs; I will look fur> 
ther into’t; but where’s my Fool? I have not feen him this 
two Days. 

Knight. Since my young Lady’s going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, IT have noted it well; go you 
and tell my Daughter, 1 would {peak with her.. Go you 
call hither my Fool; O you Sir, come. you hither, Sit, who 
am I Siré 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. My Lady’s Father. 

Lear. My Lady’s Father? my Lord’s Knave, you whor- 
fon Dog, you Slave, you Cur. 

Stew. Lam none of thefe, my Lord; 

] beleech your pardon. 
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you Rafcal? 
| Striking him. 
Stew. Vil not be ftrucken, my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript.neither, you bafe Foot-ball player. 
| Tripping up his Heels. 

Lear. 1 thank thee, Fellow. 

Thow ferv’ft me, and I’ll love thee. 7 

Kent. Come, Sir, arife, away, Pil teach you Differences: 
Away, aways if you willmeafure your Lubbers length again, 
tarry; but away. goto; have you Wifdom, fo. | 

Lear; Now my friendly Knave I thank thee, therc’s ear- 
peft of thy Service. | 

Exter Fool, 
Fool. Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcomb. 
| Giving his Cap. 

Lear. How now my pretty Knave? how doft thou? 

Fool. Sirrab, you were beft take my Coxcomb. 

Kent. Way, my Boy? 

Fool. Why ? for taking one’s part that is out of Favour; 
nay, and thou ¢anft not {mile as the Wind fits,thoul’t catch 
gold thorily, tacre take my Coxcomb; why,this Fellow has 
banifh’d 
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Ki 2485 
banifh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third a Ble«ffing a 
gainft his will; if thou follow him, thou muft needs wear 
my Coxcomb. How now Nuncle¢ would I had two Cox- 
combs, and two Daughters, 

Lear. Why, my Boy? 

Fool. If I give them all. my living, Vil keep my Coxcomb 
my felf; there’s mine, beg another of thy Daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a Dog muft to kennel, he muft be whip’d 
out, when the Lady Brach may ftand by th’ Fire and ftink. 

Lear. A peftilene gall to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a Speech, [| To Kent 

Lear. Do. 

Fool, Mark it, Nuncle ; 
Have more than thou fhoweft, 
Spek Icf{s than rhou knowett, 
Lend lefs than thou owett, 
Ride more than thou goeft; 
Learn more than thou troweft, 
Set lefs than thou throweft : 
Leave thy Driok and thy Whore, 
And keep in Door, 
And thou fhalt have more, 
Lhan two tens to a {core. 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. 

Fool, Then it islikethe Breath of an unfee’d Lawyer, you 
give me nothing fort, can you make no ule of nothing, 
Nuncle 2 3 

Lear. Why no, Boy, 
Nothing can be made out of ncthing. | 

Fool. Prithee tell him, fo much the Rent of his Land comes 
to, he will not believe a Fool. | Zo Kents 

Lear. A bitter Fool. 

Fool. Doft thou know the difference, my Boy, between 
a bitter Fool and a {weet one? 

Lear. No Lad: teach me. 

Fool. Nuncle, give me an Egg, and I'll give thee two 
Crowns. 

Lear. What two Crowrs fhall they be? 

Fool. Why, after I have cue the Egg i*th’ middle, and 
eit up the Meat, the two Crowns of the Ege: When thou 
clovelt 
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cloveft thy Crown i’ th’ middle, and gav ft away both parts, 
thou bor’ft thine Afs onthy Back o’erthe Dirt; thou hadit 
little Wit in thy bald Crown, when thou gav’ft thy golden 
one away: If 1 {peak like my felf in this, Ict him be whipt 
that firft finds it fo. 

Fools had ne'er le[s Grace in a Tear, | Singing. 

For Wifemen are grown foppi fh, 

And know not how their Wits to wears 

Their Afanners are fo apifb. 

Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs, Sirrah? 

Fool. I have ufed it Nuncle, e’er fince thou mad’ft thy 
Daughbtersthy Mothers; for when thou gav'ft them the Rod, 
and put’ft down thine own Breeches, then they 

For fudden “Foy did weep, [ Singing, 
And f for Sorrow [ungs 
That [uch a King fbould play bo peep, 
And go the Fools among. 
Prithee Nuncle keep a School-Mafter that can teach thy Fool 
to lie; I would fain learn to lie, 

Lear. And you lie, Sirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

Fool, I marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are: 
theyll have me whipt for fpeaking true, thou'le have me 
whipt for Lying, and fometimes I am whipt, for holding 
my Peace. I had rather be any kind o’ thing than a Fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou haft pared thy 
Wit o’both fides, and left nothing i’th’ middle; here comes 
ene o’ the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, Daughter? what makes that Frontlet on? 
You are too much of late ith’ frown, 

Fool. Thou walt a pretty Fellow whenthou hadft nonced 
to care for her frowning; now thou art an O witheut a Fi- 
gure; I am berter than thou art now, I am Fool, thou art 
nothing. Yes forfooth{ will hold my Tongue, fo your Face 
bids me, tho’ you fay nothing. 

Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor Cruft, nor Crum, [ Singing. 
Weary of all, foali want fome. 
That’s a fheal’d Pefcod, 
Gon, Not only, Sir, this, your all-licenc’d Fool, 


But 
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~ Ring Lear. 7 
But other of your infolent Retinue, 
Do hourly Carp and Quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank, and not to be endured Riots, Sir. 
I had thought by making this well known unto you, 
To have found a fafe redrefs; but now grow fearful 
By what your felf too late have {poke and done, 
That you prote@ this courfe, and put it on 
By your Allowance; which if you fhould, the fault 
Would not {cape Cenfure, nor the Redrefles fleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholfome weal, 
Might in their working do you that Offence, 
Which elfe were fhame, that then neceflity 
Will call difcreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you know, Nuncle, the Hedge-{parrow fed the 
Cuckoo fo long, that it had its Head bit off by it’s young 
fo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear, Are you our Daughter? 

Gon. I would you would make ufe of your good Wifdom, 
W hereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Thefe Difpofitions, which of late tran{port you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an Afs know when the Cart draws the 
Horfe ? Whoop Jug I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me? This is not Lear: 

Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his Byes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 

Are Lethargied——.Ha! waking! Tis not fo; 

Who is it that can teli me who lam? 

Fool. Lear’s Shadow. 

Lear. Your Name, fair Gentlewaman? 

Gon. This Admiration, Sir, is much o’th’ fayour 
Of other your new Pranks. I do befeech you 
To underftand my purpofes aright: 

You, as you are Old and Reverend, fhould be Wife. 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo diforder’d, fo deboth’d, and boid, 

Thatthis ovr Court, infected with their Manners, 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicurifm and Luft 

Make it more like a Tavern ora Brothel; 

Than a erac’d Palace. The Shame it felf doth fpeak 
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By her, that elfe will take the rhing fhe begs, 
A little to difquantity your Train; 

Aad the remainders that fhall ftill depend, 

Xo be fiich Men a8 may befort your Age, 
Which know themfelves, and you. 

Lear. Darknefs and Devils! 

Saddie my Horfes, call my Train toeether———— 
Degenerate Baftard! Vil not trouble thee; 
Yet have [left a Daughter. 3 

Gon. You {trike my People, and your diforder’d Rabble 
make Servants of their Betters, 

Enter Albany. 
ear. Woe! that too late repents 
fs ic your will, f{pcak, Sir? Prepare my Horles---- [To Alb, 
Ingratitude! thou Marblehearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ‘fhew’ft thee in a Child, 
Than the Sea-montter, 

Alb, Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detefted Kite! thou heft. [ To Goneril. 
My Train are Men of choice and rareft, parts, 
That all particulars of Duty know, 

And in the moft exa& regard, fupport | 
The worthips of their Names. O moft {mall Fault! 
How ugly didft thou in Cordelia thew? 

Which /ike an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place; drew from my Heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 

Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 

And thy dear Judgment out. Go, go, my People. 

“ll, My Lord, I am guiltlefs, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. lt may be fo, my Lord 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddefs, hear! 
Sufpend thy Purpofe, ifthou didft intend 
To make this Creature fruitful: 

Isto her Womb convey fterility, 

Dry up in her the Organs of Increafe, 

And from her derogate Body, never {pring 
A Babe to honour her. Lf fhe muft teem, 
Creare her Child ef Spleen, that it may liye, 
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And be a thwart, difnatur’d torment to her; 
Let it ftamp wrinkles in her Brow of Youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chanels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mothe er’s Pains and Benefits 
To Laughter and Contempt ; that the may feel, 
How fharper than-a Serpent’s Tooth it 1s, 
To have a thanklefs Child. Away, away-——— 

Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 
Whereof comes this ? 

Gon. Never affli@ your felf to know of it: 
But let his Difpofition have that Scope 
As dotage gives it, 

Exter Lear. 


Lear: What, fifty of my Followers at a clap ¢ 


Within a fortnight § —_—_—— 
Alb. What's the matter, Sir 2 





Lear. Yl tell thee-——— Life and Death, I am afham’d. 


That thou haft power to fhake my Manhood thus, 
That thefe hot Tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee werth them ---- Blafts and Fogs upon thee ; 


Th’ untented Woundings of a Father’s Curfe 


Pierce every Senfe about thee. Old fond Eyes, 


Beweep her once again, Pil pluck ye out, 
And caft you with the Waters that you lofe 
To temper Clay. Ha! Let it be fo 
1 have another Dat ghters 

Who I am fure is kind a and c: omfortable ; 





When fhe fhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flea thy wolvifh Vifage. Thou fhalt find, 
That [ii refume the thape which thou doft think 
[ Ex jit Lear ana Attendants, 


I have cat off for eve: 
Gon. Do vou mark a ? 
Alb. I cannot be fo partial, Goxerill, 
To the prear Love I | Eva VOU. 
Gon. Pray you b 


Fool. Ni incle Lear, Nuncle fogs 
Tarry, take the Fool with thee 
A Fox, when one has caught ae 
And fuch a Daughter, 
Should fure to the Slaughter, 

Vor. V. 2 © 


xe content. Whist Ofwwald, ho ! 
You, Sir, more Knave than Fool, after your Matter. 


ff 
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lf my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Fool follows after. [ Exit. 
Gon. This Man hath had good Counfel, a hundred 


Knights j 





*Tis politick, and fafe to let him kee 
At point a hundred Knights; yes, that on every Dream, 
Each buz, esch Fancy, each Complaint, Ditlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their Powers, 
And hold our lives in Mercy. Ofwald, I fay. 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far 5 
Gon. Safer than truft too far ; 
Let me ftill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear fill to be taken. Iknow his Heart; 
What he hath utter’d, [have writ my Sifter ; 
If the’! fuftain him, and hishundred Knights 
When I have fhew’d th’unfitnefs . 


Enter Steward. 








How now, Ofwald? 
What, have you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 

Stew. Av, Madam. 
> Gon. Take you fome Company, and away to Horfe, 

Inform her full of my particular Fear, 
And thereto‘add fuch Reafons of your own 
As may compa& it more. Get you gone, . 
And haften your return. No, no, my Lord, 
iy | Exit Stewards 
This milky Gentlenefs, and courfe of yours, 
Though I condemn not, yet under Pardon 
You are much more at Task for want of Wi'dom, 
Than prais’d for harmlcfs Mildnefs. 

Alb. How far your Eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 

Gon. Nay then 

Alb. Well, well, the ’vent. [Excante 

Exter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Glofter with thefe Letters; ac- 
quaint my Daughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her demand out of the Letter, if your di- 
ligence be not fpeedy, I fhall bethere ‘afore you. 
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Kent. I will not fleep, my Lord, ’till I have delivered 
your Letter. [ Exit. 

Fool. If a Man’s Brains were in his Heels, wer’t not in 
danger of Kibes ? 

Lear. Ay Boy. 

Fool, Then I prethee be merry, thy Wit fhall not ‘go 
flip-fhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha; ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will ufe thee kindly ; 
fer though the’s as like this, as a Crab’s like an Apples yet 
I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What canft telly Boy 2 

Fool, She will tafte as like this, as a Crab do’s toa 
Crab ; canft thou tell why ones Nofe ftands i’th’ middle 
on’s Face 2 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep ones Eyes of either fide one’s Nofe; 
that what a Man cannot fmell out, he may {py into. 

Lear, I did her wrong. 

Fool, Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his Shell ? 

Lear. No: 

Fool, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snail has a 
Houfe, 

Lear. Why ? 

Fool. Why to put’s Head in, not to give it away to his 
Daughters, and leave his Horns without a Cafe. 

Lear. 1 will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father! Be 
My Horfes ready ? 

Fool, Thy Affes are gone about ’em ; the reafon why the 
feven Stars are no more than feven, is a pretty Reafon. 

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight. 

Fool, Yes indeed ; thou wouldft make a good Fool. | 

Lear. To take’t again perforce ——+Moniter ingratitude! 

Fool. \f you were my Foo), Nuncle, I'd have thee deat: 
en for being old before thy time: 

Lear. How’s that? 

Fool. Thou Mhouldft not have been Old, till tHou hadft 
been Wife, 3 

Lear. O let me fot be mad; not mad; fweet Heavy’! 
cep mein temper; I would not be mad, How now, are 
the Horfes ready ? 
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Gent. Rady, my Lord, 

Lear. Come, Boy. 

Fool. She that’s 2 Maid now, and laughs at my departure, 
Shall not bea Maid long, unlefs things be cut fhorter. 


| Exeunt, 
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SCENE 4 Caftle belonging to the Earl of 
Glotter. 


Enter Baftard, and Curan, feverally, 


Ba/t. AVE thee, Caran, 
Cur. And you, Sir, Lhave been 
With yourFather, and given him Notice 
That the Duke of Cornwall, and Reian his Dutchefs 
Will be here with him this Night, 

Baft. Hew comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not; you have heard of the News a- 
broad, I nean the -whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kifling Arguments, 

Baff. Not 13 pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of .no likely Wars toward, 

-Fwixt the Dukes of Cormwall and Albany? 

Baff. Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then in tithe, 

Fare you well, ‘Sir. [ Exit. 

Baff. The Duke be here to Night! the better, beft, 
This weave’ ic felf perforce into: my Bufinefs. 

My Fatherhath fee Guard to take my Brother, 
Asd I have one thing of a queazy Queftion 
Which I nuft 44 ;. bricfoefs, and Fortune work, 
Enter Edgar. AY 
Brother, a word, defcend, Brother, I fay, 
My Father watches; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intclligenceis given where you are hid; 
You have tow the good advantage of the night——— 
Have you rot fpoken. *gainkt the Duke of Cornwall 2 
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He’s coming hither, now ith’ Night, ich’ hatte, 
At id R e7an wit th him 3 have you nothing iE qd 
‘mee ; +7 a 
Upon bis Party "gal nit the Duke of Alban a) e 
Advise your elf. 
Edz. t am fure ov’t, not a word, 
Bajr. 1 hear my Father coming, pardon meé —_—.. 


In cunning, I muft draw my Sword upon you--——~ 
Draw, fecm to defend your felf. 

Now quit you well 
Yield ———come before my Father ——light hoa, here, 
Fly, Brother Torches! ---fo farewel ---- [£ xit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget Opinior 
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top, ftop, no help ¢-- 
_ Enter Glofter, ana Servants with Torches. 
Glo, Now Edmund, where’s the Vailain ¢ 
Baft. Leis ftood he in the dark, his fharp Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, coojuring the Moon 
To ftand his aufpicious Miftre(s. 
Glo. But where is he? 
Baft. Look, “ate : bleed. 
Glo. Where is the. Villain, Eamund ? 
Baft. Fled this tray, Sir, when by no means he could ---- 
Glo. Purfue him, ho ! go.after. By no meats, what ?---- 
Bajt. Perfwade me to the Musther of your Lord{hip ; 
But that I told him the revenging.Gods, 
‘Gainfi Parricides did all the Thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and firong a Bord 
The Child was bound to th’ Father. ‘Sir, in fine, 
St eing how lothly oppofite I flood 
To his unnatural purp fe, in fell Motion 
Maes his p repatec.S Swo ard, he charges home 
+ ietovided Body, launcht mine Arm 5 
A ”; when he faw my. beft alarmed Spirits, 
Boldin the Quarrels right, rouzd to th’ encount ef, 
Or whether gafted by the Noife 1 made, 
FS fudde aly Be Bod 
Gl Lict him fly far; 
h ot in this Land fhall he remain uncavgar 


_ 
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And found; Difpatch, the Noble Duke, my Mafter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to Night, 
By his Authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him fhall deferve our Thanks, 
Bringing the murtherous Coward to the Stake: 
He that conceals him, Death. 
Bafe. When I diffwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curft Speech 
I threatned to difcover him; he replied, 
Thou unpoffefkng Baftard, doft thou think, 
If I would fland againft thee, would the Repofal 
Of any Truft, Virtue, or Worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d 2, No, by what I fhould deny, 
(As this f would, though thou didft produce 
My very Chara&ter) I'd turn it all 
To thy Suggeftion, Plot, and damned Practice; 
And thou muft make a dullaid of the World, 
If they not thought the Profits of my Deat 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
To make thee feek it. [ Trumpets within, 
Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villain! 7 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he? 
Hark, the Duke’s Trumpets! I know not why he comes---- 
All Ports Vl] bar, the Villain fhall not fcape, ~ 
The Duke muft grant me that; befides his PiGture 
I will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have dute Note of him; and of my Land, 
Loyal and natural, Boy, Vil work the Means 
To make thee capable. 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 
Coru. How now, my noble Friend? fince I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard ftrangenefi. 
- Reg. If it be true, all Vengeance comes too fhore 
Which-can purfue th? offender; how does my Lord ? 
Glo. O Madam, my_old Heart ts erack’d, it’s crack’d. 
Reg. What, did my Father’s Godfon feek your Life? 
He whom my Father nam’d, your Edgar? 
zo. O Lady, Lady, fhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not Companion with the. riotous Knights 
That tended upon my Father ? * 
Gh. 
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Glo. L know pot, Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad. 
Buf. Yes, Madam, he was of that Confort. 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill-affetted; 
Tis they have put him on the old Man’s Death, 
To have th’expence and wafte of Revenues; 
I have this prefent Evening from my Sifter 
B-en wel! inform’d of them, and with fuch Cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my Houfe, 
ll not be there. 
Corn. Nor I, affure thee, Regan ; 
Edmund, 1 hear that you have thewn your Father 
A Child-like Office. 
Baff. tc is my Duty, Sir. 
Glo. He did bewray his Pra@tice, and receiv’d 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he purfued # 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord. 
Corn. If he be taken, be fhall never more 
Be fear’d of doing harm, make your own purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe; as you for, Edmund, 
Whofe virtue and obedience doth, this inftanr, 
So much commend it felf, you fhall be ours; 
Natures of fuch deep truft, we fhall much need : 
You we firft feize on. 
Baff. 1 fhallferve you, Sir, truly, how ever elle. 
Glo. For him I thank your Grace. 
Corn. Youwknow not why we came to vifit you———_. 
Reg. Thus out of feafon,thredding dark-ey’d night 2 
Occafions, noble Gloffer, of fome Prize, 
Where in we muft have ufe of your Advice——= 
Our Father he harh writ, fo hath our Sifter. 
Of Differences, which I beft thought it fic 
To anfwer fiom our home; the feveral Meffengers 
From hence attend Difpatch. Our good old Friend 
Lay Comforts to your Bofom, and beftow 
Your needful Counfél to our Bufineffes, 
Which crave the inftant ufe. 
Glo. 1 ferve you, Madam. 
Your Graces are right welcome. [ Exvewnte 


Ee 4 Enter 
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Enter Kent, and Steward, feverally. 

Stew. Good dawring to thee, Friend, art of this Houfe? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew, Where may we fet our Horfes 2 

Keat. Vth’ Mire. 

Stew. Prithee if thou low{t me, tell me, 

Kent, I love thee not. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me, 

Stew, Why doft thou ufe me thus? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, 1 know thee. 

Stew. What doff thou know me for 2 

Kent. A: Knave, a Rafcal, an eater of broken Meats, a 
bafe, proud, fhallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hundred pound, 
filthy Wooftded-ftocking Knave, a Lilly-livered, A@ion- 
taking, whorfon Glafs-gazing, Super-ferviceable — finical 
Rogue, one- Trunk-inheriting Slave ; one that wouldft be q 
Bawd-in way of good Service, and art nothing ‘but the 
compofition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Son and Heir of a Muneril Bitch; ore whom ! will beat 
into clamours whining, if thou deny’ft the leaft Syllable 


Stew. Wh hat a monfirous Fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 


| 
thee e 

Keut. What a brazen-fac’d Varlet art thou, to:deny thou 
knoweft me ? Is it two Days fince I tript up thy Hels, 
and “beat thee before. the King? Draw you Rogue, for 
though it be Night, yet the Moon fhines ; I'll make a Sop 
oth’ Moonfhine of you, you whorfon Culleinly Barber- 
monger, draw. | Drawing his Sword. 

Srew. Away, Ihave nothing to do with thee. 

Kent, Diaw, you Rafcal; you come with Letters againft 
the King, and take Vanity the puppet’s part, again{ft the 
Royalty of her Father ; draw, you Rogue, or I‘ll fo carbc- 
nado your Sharks —~draw, you Rafcal, come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho! Murther ! help‘? 

Kent. Strike you Slave; ftand, Rogue, ftand you neat 
Slave, ftrike. | Beating him. 

Ste. 
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Stew. Help ho! Murther, murther !————— 


Enter Baftard, Co Wally Regan, Glotter, and Servants. 





afte Hi »w now, what's the Matter? Pa:t 

Kent. With you, goodman Boy, if you pleafe, come, 
Pll fleih ye, come on young Matter. 

Glo. “We apon’s? Arms? what's the Matter here? 

Corn. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that {trikes a- 
gain, what is the Matter 3 

Reg. The Meffengers from our Sifter, and the King? + 

Corn. eo Is yo ur differ ence ¢ {pe ak. 

Stew. I am {carce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftir’d your Valour, you 
cowa rdly Rafeal, Nature difclaims allfharein thee: A Tailor 
made thee. 

Corn, Thou art a ftrange Fellow, a Tailor make a Man2 

Kent. A Tailor, Sir? aStone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not have made him foall, tho’ they had been but two Years 
o th’ Trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel ° 

Stew, The ancient Ruffian, Sir, whofe Life I have {par’d 
at fute of ‘his gray beard 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zed/ thou unneceflary Lette; ! my 
Lord, if you wili give me até, I will tread this unbolted 
Villain into Mortar, and daub the Wall of a Jakes with him. 
Spare my gray Beard, you wept 
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Corm. Peace, Sirrab! 
You beaftly Knave, know you no Reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, iu but anger hath a privilege. 

Corz. Why a t thou angry 2 

Kent. That fach a Slave as this fhould wear a Sword, 
Who wears no Ho: nelly: Such fmiling Rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the ho! y Cords a- tit 
apiece: unloofe: Smooth every. Paflion 
» Natures s of their ais rebel, 

“4 


e e 
Renege, affirm, and } turn ae ir ; Hilevon beaks 
With every gale, and vary of their Matters, 
Knowing rought, like Dogs, but following: 
A piague upon your Epileptick Vilage, 
Smile 
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Smile you my Speeches, as I were a Fool ? 

Goofe, if I had you upon Sarum Plain, 

I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 
Corn, What art thou mad, oid Fellow? 
Glo. How fell you ott, fay that< 
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Than I, and fuch a Knave. 

Corn, Why doft thou call him Knave % What ts his Fault 2 
Kent. His Countenance likes me hot. 

Cofn. No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor hets.. 
Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain, 

I have feen better Faces in thy time, 

Than ftisds on any Shoulder that I fee 

Before Me, at this iftant. 

Corz. This is fome Fellow, 

Whio having been praisd for bluntlefs, doth affect 

A fawecy toughnefs, and conftrains the garb 

Oiuite from bis Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 

An honeft Mind, and plain, and he muft {peak truth, 

And they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain, 

Thele kind of Kiaves I know, which in this, plainnefs, 

Harbour more Craft, and more corrupter Ends, 

Thea twenty filly ducking obfervants, 

That ftretcht their Duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 

Under th’ allowance of your great Afpect, 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant Fire, 

Or flicking Phedus front 
Corn. What mean’ by this? 

King. To go out of my Dialect, which you difcommend 

f much; f know, Sir, fam no Flatrerer, he that beguil'd 

you ina plain Accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 

part L will not be, though I fhould win your difpleature to 
intreat Me to’r. 
Corn. What was th’ Offence you gave him? 
Stew. I never gave him any: 

Tt pleas’d the King his Matter, very lately, 

To {trike at me upon his MifconftruGion, 

When he compz&, and flittering. his Difpleafure, 

Tript me behind; being down, infulted, rail’d, 
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And put upon him fuch a deal of Man, 

That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting, who was felf-fubdued, 

And in the flefthment of this dead Exploit, 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards, 
But jax is their Fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Brapeart, 
We'll teach you. 

Kent. Sir, 1 am too old to learn: 

Call not your Stocks for me, I ferve the King; 

On whofe imployment I was fent to you. 

You fhall do {mall Refpe@s, fhew too bold Malice, 

Againft the Grace and Perfon of my Matter, 

Stocking his Meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Srocks; 

As I have Life and Honour, there fhall he fit ‘till Noon, 
Reg. *Vill Noon! til! Night my Lord, and all Nigh. too, 
Kent, Why Madam, if f were your Father’s Dog, 

You fhould not ufe me fo, 
Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. | Stocks brought Ont. 
Corn. This isa Fellow of the felffame Colour, 

Our Sifter {peaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks: 
Glo, Let me befeech your Grace, not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter needs muft take it ill, 

That he’s fo flightly valued. in his Meffenger, 

To have him thus reftrained, 

Corz. I'll anfwer thet. [ Kent és put in the Stocks, 
Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worfe, 

To have her Gentleman abus’d, affaulted. 

Gorn, Come, my Lord, away. (Exit. 
Glo, fam forry for thee, Friend,’tis the Duke’s pleafure, 

Whole Difpofition all the World well knows 

Will not be rubb’d nor ftopr, I'll intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray do nor, Sir, I have warch’d and-travel’d hard, 

Some time I fliall fleep out, the ref€ Til whiftle: 

A good Man’s fortune may grow out at Heels; 

Give you good Morrow. 

Glo, The Duke’s to blame in this, ’twill be ill taken. | Exie. 
Kens. 
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Kent. Good King. that muft approve the common Saws 
Thou out of Heav’ns Benedi@ion com'it 
To the warm Sun. 
Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 
That by thy comfo “able I Beams [ may 
Perufe thi 5 letter. Nothing a al Imoft fees Miracles 
But.Mifery. © I know “tis from Cordelia, : 
Who hath moft fortunately been inform’d . 
Of my obfcuredcourfe, I fhall find time 
For this enermous State, and feck to give 


ofies Lemedies. A I weary and o’er-watch: d, 
Take vantage heavy Eyes, not to behold , 
This fhametut Lodging. Fortune, good Night, | 


; 
Smile once more, turn thy Wheel. | He fleeps. 
| Enter Edgar. 
Edg. I have heard my felf proclaim’d, 
And | by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Efcap’d the hunt. . No Port is free, no Place 
That ¢ guard, and moft unufual Vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. W hiles I may {cape 
I will prspeys e my felf: And am pecheng) if 
To ta ke the bafe it an id moait poorelt Shape 
That ever penury in contempt of Man, | 
Brought ne a to Bealt: M fy Face Pll crime with filth, 
Blanker't my Loin = put ail my. Hair in knots, | 
And with prefented Nakednefs out-face 
The Wir ds and per rfecutions of the Sky. 
The Country. pives me proof and prefident ; 
Of Bedlam Bege arsy who with Toaring Voices 
Strike 1a their numm’d apa mortified Arms, 
Pins, wooden baci Nails, Sprigs of Rofemary 5 
And with this horrible O% et, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting \ iigaes: Shee s-coats, and Mills, 
So netimes sith Lunatick Bans, fometimes with Prayers, 
Inforce their Charity: Poor Tar/yged, poor Tom, 
That’s fomething yct: Edgar I nothing am. [ Exit. 
Borer Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 
Lear. ’ Vis {trange that they fhould fo depart from hem?, 
And not fend back my Me fe et 
Gent. As I learn’d, | 
The Night before, there was no purpofe in them | 
Of 
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Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to i” Noble Mafter. 

Lear. Ha, mak ft thou this Shame thy Paftime? 

Kent. No, ae Lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; Horfes are ty’d 
by the Heads, Dogs and Bears by th’ Neck, M ke evs b 
th’ Loins, and Men by th’ Legs; when a Man is over-luft 
at L egs, then he wears w oden nether Stocks, 

Lear. What’s he, that hath fo much thy place miftook, 
To fet thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and fhe, 

Your Son and Daughter. 

Lear. No. ~*~ 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay. 

Kent, I fay, yea 

Lear. By Fupiter, Lf{wear no. 

Kent. By Funo, \ {wear ay. 

Lear, They durft not do’t; 

They could not, would not do’t; “tis worfe than Murther, 
To do upon refpe@ fuch violent outrage: 

Refolve me with all modeft hafte, which way 

Thou mich’t deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from us? 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highnefs Letters to them, 

B’er 1 was rifen from the Place, that fhewed 
My Duty Kne cling, came there a reeking Poft, 
Stew’d in his haftc, half breathlefs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his Mi iftrefs, Salutation ; 

Deliy 7er »d is e she rs Aout © f intermiflion, 

W] hich Dreé ently } ey re ad: of thofe Contents 

They oats no nd up their meiny, ftraight took Horfe, 
Galieanded i me to follo’ W and attend 

The leifure of their Anfwer, gave me cold Looks, 

A nd me eting here e th e other Mz -ffen DSers 

Whofe welcome I perceiv’d had poifon’d mine, 

Being the very Fellow which of late 

D; (ols y'd fo fawcily apainit yor r Highnefs, 


J 
Having more Man than Wit about me, I drew; 
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He rais’d the Houfe, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Son and Daughter found this Trefpafs worth 
The Shame which here it fuffers. 

Fool, Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild Geefe fly that way, 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that bear Bags, fhall fee their Children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant Whore, ne’er turns the Key to th’ Poor, 
But for all this thou fhale have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canft rell in a Year. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwells up toward my Heart! 
Hyfterica pafie, down thou climbing Sorrow, 
Thy Element’s below; where is this. Daughter? 
Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not, {tay here. [ Exit. 

Gen. Made you no more Offence, 
But what you {peak of. 

Kent. None 5 
How chance the King comes with fo fmall'a. Number? 

Fool. And thou hadft been fer i’ th’ Stocks for that Quefti- 
on,. thon’dft well deferv’d it. 

Kent. Why, Fool? 

Fool. Weil fet thee to Scheol to an Ant, to teach thee 

here’s no Jabouring Pth’ Winter. All that follow their 
Nofes, are led by their Eyes, but blind Men; and there’s not 
a Nofe among twenty, but can {mell him that’s ftinking-— 
Let go thy hold, when a great Wheel runs downa Hill, left 
it break thy Neck with following; but the great one that 
goes upward, let him draw thee after. When a wife. Man 
gives thee better Counfel, give me mine again; I would have 
none but Knaves follow it, fince a-Fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ferves.and feeks for Gain, 
And follows but for Form; 
Will pack when it. begins to Rain, 
And leave thee in a Storm, 
And I will tarry, the Foo! will ftay, 
And let the wife Man fly: 
The Knave turns Fool that runs away, 
The Fool no Knave perdy. 
Enter Lear and Glofter, 
Kent. Where learn’d you this, Fool? 
Fool. Not ith’ Stocks, Fool). 


Lear 





King Lear. 2503 


Lear, Deny,to, fpeak with me? they are fick, they are 
(weary ? 
They have travell’d alhthe Night? meer fetches, 
The Images of revolt and flying oe. 
Fetch me a better Anfwer-——__— 
Glo. My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery quality. of the. Duke, 
How unremoveable and &xt he is, 
In his own courfe. 
Lear, Wengeance! Plague! Death! Confafion!——.- 
Fiery ? what quality.?, why. Gloffer, Glofter, 
I'd {peak with the Duke of Cormwail, and his Wife. 
Glo. Well, m y good Lord, L have: inform’d: them fo. 
Lear. Inform’d them? deit thou underftand me, Man2 
Glo. Ay» my gocd. Lord, 
Lear. The King would: {peak with Cornwall, the: dear-Fa- 
(ther 
Would with his Daughter fpeak, Command tends Service, 
Are they inform’d of this? My Breath and: Blood! 
Fiery? the fiery, Duke, tell, the hot. Duke that 
No, but not yet, may. be he is. not.well, 
Infirmity doth fill negl<ct all Office, 
Whereto otr Health is bound; weare not our, felves, 
When Nature be cing oppreft, commands the Mind 
Yo fuffer with the Body; Ti forbear, 
And am fall’n out with my more. headier will, 
To take the indifpos’d, and _fickly. fit, 
For the found Man. Death on my State; wherefore 
Should he fit here? This. A@ perluades me, 
That this remotionof the Duke and her 
Is practice only, give. me my Servant forth; 
Go, tell the Duke and’s Wite, I’d {peak with them : 
Now prefently Bid them, come,forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber Door I'll beat. the Drum, 
Till it cry Sleep to.Death. 
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. | Exite 
Lear. Oh me, my Heart! my rifing Heart! but. down, 
Fool. Cry to ity Nuncle, a3 the Cockney did to the.EBels, 
when he put them 1th’ Pafte alive, he knept ’em.o’ th’ Coxs 
combs witha Stick, and cry’d, down wantons, down; ” ain 
il$ 
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his Brother, that in pure kindnefs to his Horfe buttered his 
Flay. 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glofter, and Servants. 
Lear. Good Morrow to you both. 
Corn. Hail to your Grace. [ Kent és fee at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnels. 
Lear. Regan, 1 think you are, I know what reafon 
I have to think fo, if thou fhouldft not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefs, O, are you free 2 | Ta Kent. 
Some ether time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sifter’s naught: Oh Regan, the hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a Vulture, here; 
I can fcarce {peak to thee, thou’lt not believe 
With how deprav’d a quality=--Oh Regan! 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You lefs know how to value her defert, 
Than fhe to fcant her Duty. 
Lear. Say? How isthat?—— 
Reg. J cannot think my Sifter in the Jealt 
Would fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance 
She have reftrain’d the Riots of your Followers, 
*Tis on fuch Ground, ard to fuch wholefom end, 
As clears her from all blame. 
Lear. My Curfes on her. 
Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ftands on the very Verge 
Of her confine; you fhould be rul’d ard led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your State 
Better than you your felf: Therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sifter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong’d her. 
Lear. Ask her forgivenefs? 
Do you but mark how this becemes the Houfe? 
Dear Daughter, I confefs that [ am old; 
Age is unneceflary: Cn my KncesI beg, 
That you'll vouchfafe me Raiment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg. Good Sir, no more; thefe are unlightly Tricks: 
Return you to my Sifter. 
Lear. Never, Regan: 


She hath abated me of half my Train; 





Look’d 
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Look’d black upon me; ftruck me with her Tongue 
Mott Serpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ftor’d vengeances of Heav’n fall 
On her ingrateful top: Strike her young boness 
You taking Airs, with Lamenefs. 
Corn. Fie, Sir! fie! 
Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her fcornful Eyes: Infe@ her Beauty, 
You Fen-fuck’d Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fall, and blifter, 
Keg. O the bleft Gods ! 
So will you wifh on me, when the rath mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou thalt never have my curfe: 
Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not give 
Thee o’er to harfhnefs ; Her Eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. ’Tis not in thee 
To grudge my Pleafures, to cut off my Train, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, 
And in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my coming in. Thou better know’ft 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 
Effets of Courtefie, and Dues of Gratitude 
Thy half o’th’ Kingdom haft thou not forgor, 


4 


Wherein I thee endow’d, 
Reg. Good Sir, to th’ purpofe. | Trtsmpet within, 
Lear, Who put my Man i’th’ Stocks ? 

Enter Steward. 
Corn. What Trumpet’s that ? 
Keg. I know’t, my Sifter’s : This approves her Letter, 

Thar the would foon be here, Is your Lady come? 

Lear, This is a Slave, whofe eafie borrowed pride 

Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows. 

Out Varler, from my fight. 

Corn, What means your Grace ? 
Enter Goneril). 
Lear. Who ftockt my Servant ? Regan, I have g:od hope 

Thou did not know on’t. 
ho comes here? O Heav’ns / 

If you do love old Men ; if your fweet {way 

Allow Obedience ; if you your felves are old, 

Make it your caufe: Send down and take my part. 


Vou V, Art 
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Att not afham’d to look upon this Beard é 
O Regan, will you take her by the Hand? — 
Gon, Why not ‘by th’ hand, Sir? How have I offended? 
All’s not offence that indifcretion finds, 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear. © fides, you aretoo tough ! Will you yet hold ? 
How came my Man rth’ Stocks ? 
Corn, Lfet him there, Sirs But his own Diforders 
Deferv’d much leis advancement. 
Lear. You ? Did you? 
Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, feem fo. 
If, ‘till the expiration of your Month, 
You will rerurn and fojourn with my Sifter, 
Difmiffing half your train, come then to me, 
I am now from home, and out of that provifion, 
Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her ? and fifty Men difmifsd ¢ 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufe 
To wage againft the enmity o’th’ Air, 
To bea Comerade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceflity’s fharp pinch Returns with her¢ 
Why ? The hotebloody’d France, that Dowerlefs took 
Our youngelt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like Penfion beg, 
To keep bafe Life a-foots return with her ? 
Perfwade me rather to be Slave and Sumpter 
To this detefted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. 
Lear. 1,prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad, 
T will not. trouble thee, my Child. Farewell: 
We'llno more meet, no more fee one another, 
But yet thou art my Flefh, my Blood, my Daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that’s in my flefh, 
Which I muft needs call mine ; Thou art a Bile, 
A plague-fore, or imbofled Carbuncle 
In my corrupted bleod; but Til not chide theee 
Let fhame come when it will, Ido not call it, j 
1 do not bid the Thunder-Bearer fhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging ‘Jove. 
Mend when thou canft, be. better at thy leifure; 
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I can be patient, I can flay with Regax, 
ITand my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not altogether fo, 
[ look'd not for you yet, nor am p: ‘ovids d 
For your fit welcome ; give car, Sir, to my — 
For thofe that mingle reafon wich your paffion 
Muft be content to think you old, and fo 
But the knows what fhe does. 
Lear. Is this well {pcken ? 
Reg. | dare avouch it, Sir; what, fifty followers 3 
Is it not well? What fhould you need « of more ? 
Yea, or io many ?Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speak *gainft fo great a number : How in one houfe 
Should many = ple, under two commat ids; 
Hold amity ?’Tis hard, almoft im) poffib! e 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendanee 
From thofe tha st thé calls fervants, or from mine ¢ 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? If : ‘hen athey chanc’d to flack ye 
We could controll them; if you will come to me, 
For now I fpy a da angers I intreat yo 
To bging but five and twenty , to no more 
Will I give | place or notice. 
Lear. I gave ‘you all 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear, Made you my Gua dians; my Depefitari¢s, 
But keep a refervation to be followed 
With hicks number ; What niuft. I come e to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you fo ? 
Reg. And fpeek’c again, my Lord, no more with me: 
Lear, Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look weil- favourd 
When others are more wicked; not being the wortt 
Stands in fome rank of pratfe; Til go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth.double five and twenty ; 
And thou art twice her Love, 
Gon, Hear me, my L rah 
What need you five and twenty 2? Ten ? Or five? 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fo mavy, 
Have.a command to tend you ¢ 
Reg. What need one é 
Lear. © rzafon not the need: Out bafeft Bézgars 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous 5 
F fz | Allow 
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Allow not Nature; more than Nature needy, 
Man’s Life is cheap is Beafts. Thou art a Lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs 10t what thou gorgeous wear’ft, 
Which fcarcely keep: thee warm 5 but for true need, 
You Heav’ns, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You fee me here, you Gods, a poor old Man, 
As full of Griefas Age, wretched in both, 
If it be you that ftir thefe Daughvers hearts 
Againft their Father, fool me not fo much, 
To bear it tamely -: Touch me with noble Anger, 
And let not Women: weapons, water drops, 
Stain my Man’s checks. No, you unnatural Hags, 
I will have fuch revenges on you both, 
That all the World thall I will do fuch things, 
What they are yet, | know not, but they fhall be 
The terrors of the Earth ; you think I'll weep, 
No, I'll not weep, . have full caufe of weeping. 
| Storm and Tempefte 
But this Heart fhall break into a hurdred thoufand flaws, 
Or eer I weep. O Fool, I fhall go mad. | Bucennt. 
Cron. Let us witkdraw, ’twill be a Storm. 
Reg. This Houfe ‘s little, the old Man and’s People 
Cannot be well beftow’d. 
Gon. Tis his owr blame hath put himfelf from reft, 
And muft needs taft: his folly. 
Keg. For his particular, Vil receive him gladly, 
But not one followe:. 
Gox. So am I putpos’d ; 
Where is my Lord of Gloffer ? 
Enter Glolier. 
Corn. Followed th: old Man forth ; he is return’d. 
Glo. The King isin high rage. 
Corn, Whither is he going 2 
Glo. He calls to Horfe, but will I k-ow not whither. 
Corn. * Vis beft to give him way, he leads himflf. 
Gon. My Lord, ittreat bim-by no means to flay. 
Glo, Alack, the Night comes on: and the high winds 
Do forely ruffle, formany Miles about 
There’s fcarce a Buff. 
Reg. O Sir, to wiful Men, 
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The injuries that they themfelves procure, 
Maft be their School-Mafters : Shut up your doors; 
He is attended with a defperate train, 
And what they may incenfe him to, being apt 
To have his Ear abus’d, Wifdom bids fear. 

Corm, Shut up your doors, my Lord, ’tis a wild Night, 
My Regan Countels weil : Come out oth’ Storm, | Exexnt. 
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‘SCENE 4@ Heath. 


A Storne is heard with Thunder and Lightning. Enter Kent, 
ana a Gentleman, feverally, 


Kent. Fo’s there befides foul weather 2 (quietlys 
\ Gent, One minded like the weather, moft un- 
Kent. I know you: Where’s the King? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful Elements; 
Bids the wind blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or fwell the curled Waters ‘bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceafe. 
Kent, But who is with him ? 
Gent, None but the Foo!, who labours to out~jeft 
His heart-{truck: injuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is diviGion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover’d 
With mutual cunning) “twixt -dlbany and Cornwall: 
ho have, as who have nor} that thei: great Stars 
Thron’d and fet high, Servants who feem no lefs, 
hich are to France the Spies and Specilations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath been feen, 
Either in fnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 
Againft the old kind King; or fomething deeper, 
hereof, perchance, thefe are but furoifhings—— 
Gent. 1 will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 


: Than 
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Than my out-wall; open this purfe, and take 
What it contains. If you thall fee Cordelia, 
As fear not but you fhall, thew her that Ring, 
And the will tel! you who this Fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fy on this ftorm, 
I will govieck the King. 

Gent, Give me your hand, 

Have you no more to fay? 

Kent. Few words, but to effc@ more than all yer; 
That when we have found the King, in which your pain 
That ways V’ll this: He chat farft lights on him, 

Flollow the other, | Exeunte 





Storm fill, Enter Lear and Fool, 

Lear, Blow Winds, and crack your Cheeks; Rage, blow * 
You Cataracts, and Surricano’s fpour, ' 
°Till you have drencht. our Steeples, drown the Cocks, ' 
You Sulph’rous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of -Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, | 
Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o th’ World, 

Crack Nature’s monlds, all.Germains {pill at once 
That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool. © Nuncle, Court-holy-water, in a dry Houfe, ts 
better than the Rain-water out odoor. Good Nuncle, is 
ask thy Daughter’s bleffing; here’s a Night. pities neither 
Wife-men, nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy Belly full, {pit Fire, {pout Rain; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire ere my Daughters; 

I tax not you, you Elements, with unkinanefs, 

I never gave you Kingdom, call’d you Children, 

You owe me no fubfeription. . Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure ;——Here 1. ftand your Slave, 


A poor, infirm, weak, and delpis’d-old Man: 
But yet I call you fervile Minitters, 
That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engende:’d Battels, ’gainft a head 
So old and white as this. O, ho! *tis foul. 
Fool. He that has a Houfe to put’s head in, has a good 
Head- piece: 
The Codpiece that will houfe, before the head has any: 
The head, -and he th:ll Lowfe; fo Beggars marry mapys 
That 
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That Manthat makes his toe, what he his heart fhould make, 
Shall of a'Corn ery woe, and turn his flcep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair Woman, but fhe made mouths 
in a Glafs, 
Futer Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all Patience, 
I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there? : 

Fool, Marry here’s Grace, and a Codpiece, that'saWife- 
man, and a Bool. 

Kent. Alas Sir, are you here? things that love Night, 
Love not fuch Nights asthefe: the wrathfal Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their Caves: Since I] was Man, 
Such fheets of fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard, Man’s Nature cannot carry 
Th’ affliGion, not the fear. 

Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful pudder o’er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juflice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Fhou Perjur’d, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceftuous; Caitiff, to pieces fhake 
That under covert and convenient feeming 
Has praGtis’d.on Man’s life. Clofe pent up guilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful Summoners grace. I ama Man, 
More finn’d againft, than finning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here 1s a Hovel, 
Some friendfhip will it lend you *gainft the tempeft: 
Repofe you there, while [ to this hard Houfe 
(More harder than the Stones whereof ’tis rais’d; 
Which even but new, demanding after you, 
Deny’d me to come in) return, and force 
Their feanted courtefie. 

Lear, My wits begin to turr. 
Come on my Boy. How doft my Boy? Art cold? 
I am cold my felf. Where is this Straw, my Fellow 
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The art of our Neceflities is ftrange, 
And can make vild things precious, Come, your Hovel; 
Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
‘That’s forry yet for thee, 
Fool. He that has and a Isttle tyne wit, 
With heigh ho, the Wind and the Rain, 
Mufti make Content with bis Fortunes fir, 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 
Lear, Truc Boy: come bring usto this Hovel. [Ewit. 
Fool. This is a brave Night to cool a Curtizan: 
Til {peak a Prophecy e’er i go; 
'W hen Priefts are more in words, than matter, 
When Brewers marr their Malt with Water; 
When Nobles are their Tailors Tutors, 
No Hereticks burn’d, but wenches Suitors, 
When every Cafe in Law is right, 
No Squire in Debt, nor no poor Knight, 
When Slanders do not live in tongues, 
Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs, 
When Uturers tell their Gold ich’ field, 
And Bawds and Whores do Churches build; 
Then fhall the Realm of /bion come to creat confufior, 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee’t 
That going fhall be us’d with feet. 
This Prophecy Azerlin thall make, 
For I do live before his time. [ Exit. 


SCENE IL Az Apartment in Glofter’s 
Caftle. 


Exter Glofter and Baftard. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, 1 like not this unnatural! deal- 
ing ; when I defired their leave that I might pity him, they 
took from me the ufe of mine own Houfe, charg’d me on 
pain of perpetual Difpleafure, neither to fpeak of him, entreat 
for him, or any way fuftain him. 

Baft. Moft favage unnatural. 

Glo. Gotoo; fay you nothing. There is divifion be- 
tween the Dukes, and a worfe matter than that: I have 
received a Letter this Night, “cis dangerous to be {fpoken, i 
have lock’d the Letter in my Clofet, thefe Injuries the King 
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now bears, will be revenged home; there is part of a Power 
already footed, we muft incline to the King. I will look 
him, and priv: y relieve him; go you and maintain talk with 
the Duke, that my Charity be not of him perceiv’d; if he 
ask for me, Lam all, and gone to Bed, if I die for it, as 


no lefs is threatned me, the King my old Mafter muft be 


relieved, There is ftrange things toward, Edmund, pray 
you be careful. | Exit, 


Baft. This Courtefie forbid thee, thall the Duke 
Inftantly know, and of thac Letter too; 
This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 
That which my Father lofes; no lefs than all, 


The younger rifes, when the old doth fall. (Exit. 
SC E N&R: Part of the Heath with 
dad Hovel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent, Here is the place, my Lord, good my Lord, enter, 
The Tyranny of the open Night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure, [ Storm fill. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear, Wilt break my Heart? 
Kent. I had rather break mine own; good my Lord enter, 
Lear. Thou think’{t ’tis much that this contentious ftorm 
Invades us to the Skin fo; *tis to thee; 
But where the greater Malady is fixe, 
The leffer is fcarce felt. Thou’dft thun a Bear, 
But if chy fight light toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou’dft meet the Bear i’th’ Mouth; when the Mind’s free, 
The Body’s delicate; the tempeft in my Mind, 
Doth from my Senfes take all feeling elfe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude! 
Is it not as this Mouth fhould tear his Hand 
For lifting food to’t? But I will punith home; 
No, I will weep no more——lIn fuch a Night, 
To fhut me out? Pour on, I will endure: 
In fuch a Night as this¢ O Regaiy Goneril, 
ie Your 
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Your old kind Father, whofe frank Heart gave all——— 
O that way-madnefs lyes, let me fhun that, 
No more of thar. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee go in thy felf, feek thine own eafe, 
This Tempeft will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more,. but I’ll go in, 

In Boy, go firft. You houfelefs Poverty 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then Vil fleep- 
Poor naked Wretches, wherefoe’er you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitilefs Storm, 
How fhall your houfelefs Heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop’d and window'd raggednefs, defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe? O Phave ta’en 
TFootittle care of this; take Phyfick, Pomp, 
Expofe thy felf to feel, what Wretches feel, 
That thou may’ft thake the Superflux to them, 
And fhew the Heav’ns more jaft, 

Enter Edgar, difguis’d like a Madman and Fool. 

Edg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half! poor Tom. 

Fool. Come not ia here Nuncle, here's a Spirit, help me, 
help me, 

Keut. Give me thy Hand, who's there? 

Fool. A Spirit, a Spirit, he fays his Name’s poor Jom. 

Kent. What art thou that do’lt grumble there ith’ Straw? 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through: the 
fharp Hawthorn blow the Winds. Humph, go to thy Bed 
and warm thee. 

Lear. Didft thou give all to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come to this? 

Edz. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirlpool, o’er Bog, and Quapmire, 
that hath Jaid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters in his 
Puc; fet Ratsbane by his Porredge, made him proud of 
Heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, over four arch’d 
Bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a Traitor, blefs 
thy five Wits, Tom's acold. O do, de, do, de, do, de, 
blefs thee from Whirle-winds, Star-blafting, and taking, do 


poor 





| Exit Fool, 
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poor Tom fome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes, 
There could I have him now, and there, and here acain, 
and there. | Storm “Fill, 

Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this pafs2 
Could’ft thou fave nothing ? would’ft thou sive ‘em all 2 

Fool. Nay, he edd Blanket, elfe we had been al] 
fham’d. 

Lear. Now all the Plagues that in the pendulous Air 
Hang fated o’er Mens faults, lieht on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Da jug sheers, Site 

Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have fubdu’d Nature 
To fuch a Lownefs, but his urkind Daughters. 

Isit the Fafhion, that difcarded Fathe 
Should have thus little mercy 01 their Flefh ? 
Judicious Punifhment, ‘twas this Flefh begot 
Thofe Pelican Daughters. 

Edz, Piilicock fat on Pillicock-hill, alow ; alow, lao, Toa, 

Fool, This cold Night will turn us all to Fools, and Mad- 
men. 

Edg. Take heed 0’ th’ foul Fiend, obey thy Parents, keep 
thy word, gh fice, fwear not, Commit not with Man’s 
fworn Spoufe; fet not thy Sweet t-heart, on proud array. 
Tom's 2 & Qi ld. 

Lear. What oh ft thou been? 

Edg. A Servingman, proud in Heart, and Mind: That 
curl’d my ae ‘wore Gloves in my Cap, ferv'd the Luft 
of my Miftrefs Heart, and did the act‘of darkaefs with her. 
Swore as many Oaths, as I fpake words, and broke them in 
the fweet Face of Heav’n. One, that flept in the contri- 
ving Luft, and wak'd to do it. Wine lovd I dearly; 
Dice dearly ; and in Woman, out-paramour’d the Turk. 
Falfe of Heart, light of Ear, bloody handed. Hog in floth, 
Fox in ftealth, W olf in greedinefs, Dog in madoeis, Lion in 
prey. Let not che cre oaks ng of Sines: por th ic ruftling of 
Silks, etray thy | poor Heart to W oman. Keep thy Foot 
out a Brothels, thy Hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul Fiend. Still chrough the 
Hawthorn blows the cold Wind: Says fuum, mun, nonny, 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Sefey: Let him tro: by. 

| Storm frill, 


Lear. 
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Lear. Vhou wert better in a Grave, than to anlwer with 
thy uncover’d Body, this extremity of the Skies. Is Man 
no more than this? Confider him well. Thou ow’ft the 
Worm no Silk, the Beaft no Hide, the Sheep no Wool, 
the Cat no Perfume. Ha! Here’s three on’s are fophiftica- 
ted. Thou art the thing it felf; unaccommodated Man, 
isno more but fuch’a poor, bare, forked Animal as thou 
art. Off, off you Lendings: Come, unbutton here. 

| Tearing off his Cloaths, 
Exter Glofter with a Torch. 

Fool, Prethee Nuncle be contented; ’tis a naughty Night 
tofwimin. Now alittle Fire in a wild Field, were hke 
an old Letchex’s Heart, a {mali Spark, and allthereft on’s Bo- 
dy colds look, here comes a walking Fire, 

Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at Cur- 
few, and walks at Firft Cock; he gives the Web and the 
Pin, fquints the Eye, and makes the Hair-lip; _Mildews 
the white Wheat, and hurts the poor Creature of the 
Earth. 

Swithold footed thrice the. old; 

Fé met the Night-AMlare, and ber Nine-fold, 
Bid her alight, and her troth-plight, 

And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. 

Kent. How fares your Grace ? 

Bear. What's he2 

Kent. Who's there? what is’t you feek ? 

Glo, What are you there? Your Names? 

Eag. Poor Tom, that eats the fwimming Frog, the Toad, 
the Tod-pol; the Wall-neur, and the Warer-neut; that in 
the fury of his Heart, when the foul Fiend races, Eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets; {wallowsthe old Rat, andthe Ditch- 
dog; drinks the g een Mantle of the ftanding Pool; Who is 
whipt fom Tyching to Tything, and flockt, punifh’d, and 
imprifon'¢: Who hath three Suits to his Back, fix Shirts 
to his Bedy; 

Fiorfe to ride, and Weapon to wear, 
Put Mice, and Rats, and fitch {mall Dear, 
Have been Tom’s food for feven long Year; 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend, 
Glo. What, bath your Grace no better Company? 


Edg. 
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Edg. The Prince of Darknefs is a Gentleman, JZodo he's 
call'd, and AZahu. 
Glo. Our Fiefh and Blood, my. Lord, is grown fo vile, 
that he doth hate what it gets. 
Ed. Poor Tom's a-cold. 
Gio, Goin with me; my duty cannot fuffer 
T’ obey in all your Daughters hard commands : 
Though their tnjunction be to bar my Doors, 
And let this tyrannous Night take bold upon you, 
Yet have I ventur’d to come to feek you our, 
And bring you where both fire and food ts ready. 
Lear. Firft let me talk with chis Philofopher ; 
What is the caufe of Thunder? 
Kent. Good, my Lord, take his cffer, 
Go into th Houfe. 
Lear. Vil talk a word: with.this fame learned Thedan: 
What is your Study? 
Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
Lear, Let us ask you one word 1 private. 
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 
His wits begin t’ unfertle. 
Glo. Canit thou blame him? | Storms ftild. 
His Dauehtcrs feck his death: Ah, that good Keut! 
He faid it would be thus; poor banifh’d Man, 
Thou fayeft the King grows mad, I'll tell thee, Friend, 
Lam almoft mad my felf, [had a Son, 
Now out-law’d from my Blood, he fought my Life 
But lately, very late; | lov’d him, Friend, 
No Father his Son dearer: True to tell thee, 
The grief hath craz’d my Wits. What a Night’s this? 
I do befeech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble Philofooher, your compaiy. 
Edg. Tom's a-cold. 
Glo, In, Fellow, there, into th’ Hovel; keep thee warms 
Lear, Come, let’s in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him; 
I will keep {till with my Philofopher. 
Kent. Good, my Lord, footh him ; let him take the Fellow. 


Glo, Take him YOu ONe 
Kent. 
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Kent. Sirrah, come on; Go along with us, 
Lear. Come, good Athenian, 
Glo. No words, no words, -hufh. 
Edg. Child Rowland to the dar« Tower came, 
His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fum, 
I {mell the Blood of a Briti fb Man. | Exennt. 


SCENE IV. Glofter’s Caftle. 


Eater Cornwall.and Baftard. 

Corn. \ wili have revenge, e’er 1 depart his Houfe, 

Baft. How, my Lord, I may be cenfur’d, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty, fomething fears me to think of, 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your Bro- 
ther’s evil Difpofition made him feek his Death: Buta 
provoking Merit feta work by a reprovable badnefs in him- 
felf. 

Baft. How. malicious is my Fortune, that I muft repent 
to be juft? This is the Letter which he {poke of; which 
approves him an intelligent party to the advantages of 
France. O Heavn’s! that this Treafon were not; or not 
i the Detector. 

Corn. Go with me to the Dutchels, 

Bajft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
mighty Bufinefs in Hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Gloffer: 
Seek out where thy Father is, that. he may be ready for 
oar apprehenfion, 

Baf?. \£1 find him comforting the King, it will ftuf 
his Sufpicion more fully. I will perfevere in my courfe of 
Loyalty, though the confli@ be fore between that and my 
Blood. 

Corn. I will lay truft upon thee; and thou fhalt find a 
dear Father in my Love. { Exeunt. 


SCENE V.. A Chamber. 


Enter Kent and Glofter, 
Glo. Here is better than the open Air, take it thankfully ¢ 
Twill piece out the comfort with what addition I can: I 
will not be long from you, eee 


Kents 
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Kent, All the power. of his Wits, have given way to his 
Impatience: The Gods reward your Kind: nef 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 

Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me ero isan Angler 
inthe Lake of Darknefs; Pray Innocent, and beware the 
foul Fiend. 

Fool, Prithee. Nuncle, tell me, whether a Madman be a 
Gentieman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear, A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he’s a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman: to his 
Scn:. For he’s a Yeoman that fees his Son a Gentleman be- 
fore him. 

Lear. To have a thoufand with red burning Spits 
Come hizzing 1n upon ’em, 

Edg. Blefs thy five Wits. 

Kent, O pity! Sir, where is the patience now, 

That you fo oft have boafted to remain ? 

Edg. My cars begin to take his part fo much 
They ms: my Counter rfeiting. | Ade. 

Leao. The little Dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet- heart 5 {ce, they bark at me 3 

Edy. Tom wilithrow his head at them; avaunt, you Curs? 
Be thy Mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that Poifons if it bite ; 

Maftiff, Gre Bebetind, eee grim, 

Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym; 

Or Bobtail tike, or Trundle tail, 

Tom will make him ‘weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus. my. Heads 

Dogs leap the hatch, aad all are sia 

Do, de, de, de: Sefe; come, march to Wakes and Fairs; 
And Market Towns; poor Tom, thy horn 1s dry. | Excite 

Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regan See what 
breeds about her Heart Is there avy catife in Nature 
that make thefe hard Hearts? You, Sir, ‘Lentertain for one 
of my hundred; only, I do not ihe the ffhion of your 
Garments... You will fay they are Perfanx; but let thembe 
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Enter Glofter. 
Kent. Now, good.my Lord, lye here, and reft a while. 
Lear. 
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Lear, Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Curtains: 

So, fo, well go to Supper ith’. Morning. 
Feol, And W’ll-go to Bed at Noon. 
Glo. Come hither, Friend; where is the Kingymy Mafter? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his Wits are gone, | 
Glo. Good Friend, 1 prithee take him in thy Arms; 

I have o'er-heard a Plot of death upon him: 

There is a Litter ready, lay him in’t, 

And drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou fhalt meet 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy Mafter. 

If thou fliould’{t dally half an Hour, his Life, 

With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 

Stand in affured lofs. . Take up, take up, 

And follow me, that will to fome provifion 

Give thee quick condu&. Come, comeaway.  { Exewnt. 


SCENE VI. Glofter’s Caffle. 


Emer Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baffard, and Servants 


Corn. Polt {peedily to my Lord your Husband, thew him 
this Letter, the Army of France is landed; feek out the 
Traitor Gloffer. 

_ Reg. Hang him inftantly, 

Gon. Pluck out his Eyes. 

Corn. Leave himto my difpleafare. Edmund, keep you 
our Sifter Company; the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traitcrous Father, are not fit for your beholding: 
Advife the Duke where you are going, to a moft feftinate 
Preparation; weare bound to the like. Our Pofts thall be 
fwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel dear Sifter, fare- 
wel my Lord of Giloffer. | 

Enter Steward. 
/How now? Where’s the King ? 
Stew. My Lord of Glofter had convey’d him hence. 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at Gate, 
Who, with {sme other of the Lords dependarits, | 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boaft 
To have well armed Friends. 

Corn. Get Horfes for your Miftref:, 
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Gom Farewel, fweet Lord, and Sifter. | Exeunt. 
Corn, Edmund farewe! - go feek the Traitor Gloffer, 

Pinion him like a Thief, tring him before us : 

though weil we may not pals upon his life 

Without the Form of Juflice; yet our power 

Shall do a courtfie to our wrath, which Men 

May blame, but not controul. | 

Enter Glolter Prifener, and Servantse 

Who's there 2 the Traitor ? 

Reg lngrateful Fox ! ’tis he. 
Corn. Bind fait his corky Arms. 
Glo. What mean your Graces 2 

Good my Friends, confider you are my Guetts : 

Do meno foul play, Friends. ; 
Corn, Bind him I fay. [They bind him. 
Keg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor! 

Glo, Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I’m none. 
Corn. To this Chair bind him, 

Villain, thou fhale find. 

Glo. By the kind gods, ’tis moft ignobly done 

To pluck me by the Beard. 

Reg, So white, and fuch a Traitor 2 
Glo, Naughty Lady, 

Thefe Hairs which thou do’ft ravith from my Chin 

Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 

With Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours 

Yeu fhould not rufle thus. What will you do% 

Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you late from France? 
Reg. Be fimple anfwer'd, for we know the truth, 
Corn, And what Confederacy have you with the Traitors 

Late footed in the Kingdom 2 

» Keg. To whofe hands 

You have fear the Lunatick King ? fpeak. 

Glo, Ihave a Letter gueflingly fee down 

Which came from one that’s of a neutral Heart, 

Aad nor from one oppos’d. 

Corn, Cunning 
Reg. And falfe. 

Corn, Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Gl. To Dover. i | 
Vor -V, Gg Reg. 
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Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Watt thou not charg’d at: peril ?——— 
Corn, Wherefore'to Dover ? Let him anfwer that. 
Glo. I am ty'd to th’Stake, 
And I mutt itand the Courte. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ¢ 
Gio. Becaufe I would not fe thy cruel Nails 
Pluck out his poor old Eyes; ner thy fierce Sifter, 
In his anointed Flefh, ftick bearith phangss 
The Sea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare Head 
In Hell-black-night indur’d, would have buoy’d up 
And quench’d the Steeled fires + 
Yee poor old Heart, he holp the Heav ns to rain. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howld that fter time, 
Thou fhouldf have faid, good Porter turn the Key ; 
All Cruels elfe fubfcribe - but I thall fee 
The winged Vengeance overteke fuch Children. 
Corn. See’t fhalt thou never... Fellows hold the Chair. 
Upon thefe Eyes of thine, Ill fer my. Foot. 
| Glofter is held down while Cornwall treads out one of his Eyes. 
Glo. He that will think to live, ’till he be old, 
Give me fome help, O cruel ! O you gods | 
Reg. One fide will mock another ; th other too. 
Corn. If you fee Vengeance——— 
Ser, Hold your hand, my Lord; 
IT have ferv’d you. ever fince 1 wes a Child : 
But better fervice have I rever done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How. now, you Dog ? 
Ser. If you did wear a Beard upon your Chin, 
I'd thake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ¢ 
* Corn. My Villain! [ Fight, inthe [cxffle Cornwall as womnileds 
Ser. Nay then come ony and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Give me thy Sword. “A Peafant ftand up thus? 
[ Kills him. 
Ser. Oh, Tam flain my Lord, you have one Eye left 
To fee fome mifchief on him. Oh { Dies. 
Corn, Left it fee more, prevent it ; Our vild gelly: ~~ 
Where is thy lufire. now 2 | Treads ont the other Bye. 
Glo, All dark and comfortlefs-——. 
Where’s my Son Edmand? 
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Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of Nature 
To quit his horrid act. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 

Thou cali’ft on him that: hates thee: It was he 
That made the Overture of thy Treafons to us: 
' Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my Follies! then Edgar was abus’d. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him. 

Reg. Go thruft him out at Gates, and let him fimell 
His way to Dover. | Exé with Glofter, 
How ist my Lord? How lock you? — 

Corn, I have recew'd a hurt ; follow me, Lady—— 
Turn out that Eyelefs Villain ; throw this Slave 
Upon the Dungh!i——- Rega, _[{ bleed apace, 

Untimely ‘comes this hurt. Give me yourarm. [ Exeznt, 





Bes RAVES eee 
SCENE & open Country. 


Enter Edgar. 


Edy. , better thus, and known to be contemnd, 
han ftill contemn’d ahd flacter’'d, to be worll: 
The loweft, and moft dejeG& thing of Fortune, 
Stands {till in efperance, lives not in fcar. 
The lamentable change is from the belt, 
The worft returns to laughter. Welcc me then, 
Thou unfubftantia! Air chat I embrace : 
The Wre:ch that thou baft blown unto the worft, 
Owes nothing to my blafts, 
Enter Glofter, led by an old ALan. 
But who comes here @ My Father poorly led ¢ 
World, Voild, O World! 
But that thy ftrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to Age. 
Old Adan. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
And your Father's Tenant, thefe fourfcore Years, 
Clo, Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
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Thy Comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may huri, 
ta Man. You Cannot fee your way. 

Glo, i have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
I ftumbled when I faw., Full oft ’tis feen, 
Our means fecure us, and our meer defe&s 
Prove our Commodities, O dear Son Edgur, 
The food of thy aoufcd Fathcr’s wrath : 
Might { but live co fie thee in my touch, 
I'd fay [ had Eyes again. 

Old Man. How now 2. whio’s there2 

Edg. O gods! who is’t can fay I am at the worft 2 
I am worfe than ¢’er I was, 

Old Mun. ’ Tis poor mad Jom. 


Edg. And worfe { may be yet: the worlt is not, 
So long as we can fay, this is the wortt. 
Old Man, Follow, where goett 2 
Glo. Is ita Beggar-man? 
Old Adan, Madman, and Beggar too. 
Glo. He has fome seafor, elle he could not beg. 
Veh’ Jaft Night’s ftorm, 1 {uch a Fellow faw; 
Which made me think a Mar, a Worm. My Son 
Came then into my mind, and yet my Mind 
Was then fcarce fiends with him; I have heard more Gince: = 
As Flies to th’ wauton Boys, are we to th’ gods, 
They kill us for their foore. 
Edg. How fhould this be 2 


Bad is the Trade thar mutt play the Fool to forrow, 
Anp’ring it ielf, and others. Blefs thee Matter. 
Glo. Is thar the naked Fellow 2 
Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 


Glo. Get thee away : if for my fake 
Thou wilt o’cr-take us hence a Mile or twain 
Ith’ way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring fome covering for his naked Soul, 
Which Vil intréar to Jead me. 

Old Man. Alack Sir, he is mad. 

Glo. °Tis the time’s plague, when Madmen lead the Blind: | 


Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure - 
Above the reft, be gone. y-Pitalure 5 
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Old Man. Vil bring him the beft ‘Parrel that I have, 
Come on’r, what will. [ Exit. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom’sa cold, TL cannor daub it further. 

Glo. Come hither Fellow. 

Edg. And yet I mutt; 

Biefs thy fweet Eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know ft thou*the way to Dover ? 

Eig. Both Stile, and G-te, Horfe-way, and Foot-path : 
poor Tom hat! beer fear’d out of his good wits,  Biels thee 
eood Man’s Sar, from the foul Fieid. 

Glo. Here takethis Purfe, thou whom the Heav’ns plagues 
Have humbled to a'l ftrokcs, that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : Heav’ns deal fo flill; 

Let the fuperfluous, asd the Luft-dieted Man, 

That flaves your Ordinance, that will not fee 

Becauf: he do’s not feel, feel your power quickly : 
$0 diftribution fhould undo excefs, 

And each Man have enough, Do’ft thou know Dover ? 

Edg. Ay Matter. 

Glo. There is a Cliff, whofe high and bending Head 
Looks fearfully on the confined Deep : 

Bring me bur to the very brim of tr, 

And ll repair the mifery thon do’ft bear 

With fomerhing rich about me : from that place, 
I fhall no lending need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm $ 
Poor Jom hall lead thee. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Ul. The Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Ener Gonerill, Baftard, and Steward. 
> Gon, Welcome my Lord, I marvel our mild Husband 
— Not met uson the way. Now, where’s your Mafter? 
: Stey Madam within, but never Man fo chang’d: 
T told h'm of the Army that was Landéd 5 
He {mil’d at it. I told him you were coming, 
» His anfwer was, the worfs. OF Glofter’s Treachery, 
| And cf the Loyal Service of his Son, 
| Whea I iaform’d him, then he call’d me Sot, 

G g 3 And 
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And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out: 
What moft he fhould diflike, feems pleafant to him; 
What like, offenfive. 
Gon. Then thall you go no further, 
It is the Cowith terror of his Spirit 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an anfwer; our wifhes on the way 
May prove effe@s.. Back Edmund tomy Brother, 
Haften his Mufters, snd conduct his Powers. 
I mutt chasge Names at home, and give the Diftaff 
Into my Husband’s hands. This trufly Servant 
Shall pafs between. us: e’er long you are like to hear, 
if you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A Mittreffes command. Wear this; {pare Speech, 
Decline your Head. This Kifs, if it durk {peak, 
Would ftretch thy Spirits up intothe Air: 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 
Baft. Yours in the ranks of Death, 
Gon. My molt dear Gloffer. [Exit Baftard, 
Oh, the difference of Mao, and Man! 
To thee a Woman's fervices are due, 
My Fool ufurps my Body. 
Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Enter Albany. 
Gon. I have been worth the whiflle. 
Alb. Oh Goxeril, 
You are not worth the duft which the rude wind 
Blows in your Face. 
Gon. Milk-liver’d Man, 
That bear’ft a Cheek for blows, a Head for wronps, 
Who haft not in thy brows an Eye difcerning 
The honour, from thy fuffering. 
Alo. See thy filf, Devil: 
Proper deformity feems not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in Woman. 
Gow. Od yain Fool, 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Alef. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cormwall’s dead, 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out 
The other Eve of Glofeer, 
Alb, Glofter’s Byes? 


Mef, 
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Adef. A Servant that he bred, thrill’d withtremorfe, 

Oppas’d again{t the act; bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter: who, thereat enrag’d, 
Flew on him, and amoneft them fiil’d him dead, 
But not without that hermful {treke, whica firce 
Hath pluck’d him after, 

Alb. This thews you are above, 

You Juftices, that thefe our nether crimes 
So fpeedily can venge. But O poor Glifter! 
Loft he his other Eye ? 

Mef; Both, bath, my/ Lord. 

This Letter, Madam, cravesa fpeedy Acfwer: 
Tis from your Sifter: 

Gon, One way. I like this well, 

But being Widow, and my Gloffer with her, 

May allthe building in my fancy pluck 

Upon my hateful life. Another way 

The News is not fo tart. I'll read, and anfwer. | Exit. 

Alb. Where wis his Son, when they didtake his Eyes? 

Mef, Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not here. 

Mef. No, my good Lord, I met him back again. 

Alb, Koows he the wickednefs! 

Mef; Ay, my good Lord, “twas he inform’d againft him, 
And quit the Houfe of purpofe, that their penifhment 
Mighrhave the freer courfe. 

_ Alb, Glofter, 1 live 

To thank thee for the love thou fhew’dit the King, 

And to reverge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 

Tell me what more thou kyow’lt, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Ui. A Camp. 


Enter Cordelia, Gentlemen and Solairs. 
Cor. Alack, ’tis he; why he was met even ROW 
As mad the vext Sea, finging aloud, 
Crown’d with rank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, - 
With Hardock:, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Darne], and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining Corn. A Century fend forta ; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown Field, 
aes Ge 4 And 
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And bring him to our Eye. What can Man’s wifdom 
In the reftoring his bereaved Senfe? He that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth, 

Gent. There are means, Madam: 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are many Simples operative, whofe power 
Will ciofe the Eye of Anguith. 
| Cord. All bleft Secrets, 
All you unpublifh’d Virtues of the Earth 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
In the good Man’s defire: feek, feek for him, 
Left his ungovern’d rage, diffolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Meffanger. 

Mef. News, Madam, 
The Britifh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. “Tis known before. Our preparation ftands 
In expeCation of them. O dear Father, 
It is thy bufincfs that I. go about: therefore great France 
My mourning, 2nd importun’d tears hath piticd. 
No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our Ag’d Father’s Right: 
Soon may [ hear, and fee him. [ Exeunt, 


S43 B7N EB Ty. Regan’s Palace. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 
Reg. But are my Brother’s Powers fet forth 2 
Stew. Ay Madam. 
Rege Him{cif in Perfon there ? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe 
Your Sifter is the better Soldier, 
Reg. Lord Edmand {pake not with your Lord at home? 
Stew. No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Sifter’s Letter to him? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he is pofted hence on ferious Matter, 
It was great ignorance, Gloffer’s Eyes being out 
To let him live; where he atrives, he moves 
All Heartsagatnttus: Edmund, I think, is gone 
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In pity of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life: Moreover to defcry 
The ftrength o'ti’ Esemy. 
Stew. I muft needs after him, Madam, with my Letter. 
Reg. Our Troops fet forth to morrow, ftay with us: 
The ways are dangerous. : 
Stew. | may not, Madam; 
My Lady chare’d my daty in this bufinefe. 
Reg. Why fhould fhe write to Edmund? 
Might not you tranfoort her purpofes by word? Belike, 
Some things, ! know not what——I’Il love theemuch 
Let me unfeal the Leteer. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather 
Reg. [know your Lady do's not love her Husband, 
Tam fare of that: and at her late being here, 
She gave flrange ceiliads, and moft {peaking looks 
To Noble Edmund. Yknow you ate of her bofom. 
Stew. 1, Madam? 
Reg. I {peak in underfanding: You're; I know’r; 
Therefore { do advife you take this Note, 
My Lord is dead; Edmuzd aid 1 have talk’d, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Lady’s: You may gather more: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Miftrefs hears thus much from you, 
I pray defire her ca!l her wifdom to her. 
So fare you well. 
If you do chance to hear of that blicd Traitor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off. 
Stev. Would I could meet hin, Madam, I fhould fhew 
What party I do follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well. [Excunt. 


SCENE V.. The Country. 


Exter Glofter and Edgar. 
Glo. When fhall I come to th’ cop of that fame Hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
| Glo. Methinks the ground is even. 
_ __ Edg. Horrible fteep. 
Hark, do you hear the Sea¢ 
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Glo. No truly. 
Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow. impeie® 
By your Eyes anguifh. 
Glo. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy Voice is alter’d, and thou {peak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter than thou didit. 
Edg. You’re much deceived : 10 nothing am I chang’d 
But in my Garments. 
Glo. Methinks you're better {fpoken. 
Edg. Come on, Sir, 
Here’s the place; ftand fill. How fearful™ 
And dizzy ’tis to caft ones Eyes fo low ! 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air 
Shew fearce fo grofs as Beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire 5 dreadful trade ’ 
Methinks he feems no bigger than his head. 
The Fither-men that walk upon the beachy 
Appear like Mice ; and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminith’d to her. Cocks her Cock, a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for ight. The murmuring Surges 
That on th’unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. © V'll look no more, 
Left my brain tura, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 
Glo, Set me where you ftand. 
Edg. Give me your hand : 
You are now within a foot of th’ extream Verge : 
For all beneath the Moon would not I leap upright. 
Gle. Lee go my hand: 
Edere Friend’s, another purfe, in it, a‘ Jewel 
Wel worth a poor Man’s taking. Fairies, and gods 
Profper it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to £0 
Glo. With-all my heart. 
Edz. Why do Ib trifle thus with his defpair ? 
*Tis done to cure it. 
Glo. O you mighty gods ! 
This World I dorenounce, and in your fights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
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To quarrel with*your great cppofelcfs wills, 
My foufi.and loathed part of Nature fhould 
Buen it felf out. If Edgar live, © dieis him. 
Now Fellow, fare thee weil. | He leaps and falls aloug. 
Edg..Good Sir, farewels 
And yet Lkacw sot how: coaceit.may rob 
The treafure of Life, when Lifeit felf 
Yields to the Theft. Had-te been where he thought, 
By this had thought been pait. Alivey of dead? 
Hoa, you Sir! Friend! here, you Sir! {peak ! 
Thus might he pafs indeed yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir? 
Glo. Away, and let me div. 
Edg. Had thou been cught butGozemore, feathers and Air, 
So many fathom down precipitating, 
noud’ft fhiver’d like an Ege: bac.thon doft breath; 
Haft heavy fubftence; bleed’ft not 5 fpeak, art found? 
Tea Mafts at leaft, make not the alticude 
Which thou haft-perpendicularly fallen; 
Fhy Life’sa Miracle. Speak yet again. 





Glo. But have [ fala, or no? 

Edg. From the dread Summet of this'Chalky) Botirn 
Look up, aheiglit, the fhrill gor'd Lark fo fir. 
Cannot be feen or heard: Do but look up. 

Glo. Aiack, I have no Eyes; 
Is wretchednefs depriv’d that bene fit 
To end it felf by death? ° Twas: yetfome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the Tyrant’s rage, 
And fruftrate his proud will, 

Ede. Give me your erm. 

Up, fom. How ist? Feel you your Lees? You ftand. 

Glo, Too well, too well, 

Edg. This is above:all ftrargenefs. 

Upon the Crown o’ti’ Clif, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 

Eag. As I ftood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Horns walk’d, and wav’d like the enraged Sa; 

It was fome Fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honours 
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Of Mens impofhbilities, have preferv’d thee. 

Glo. I do remember now: henceforth 171] bear 
AffliGion, ’till ic do ery out it felf 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you {peak of, 
I took it for a Man; often ’ewould fay 
The Fiend, the Fiend he led me to that place. 

Fag. Bear free and patient thoughts, 

Enter Lear. 





But who com«s here ? 
The fafer Senfe will ne’er accommodate 
His Mafter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for Coyning, I am the 
King himfelf. 

Edg. © thou fide+piercing fight! 

Lear. Nature’s above Art, in that refpeG. There’s your 
Prefs-mony. That’ Fellow handles his Bow like a Cow- 
keeper: draw me a Clothier’s Yard. Look, look, a Moufe. 
Peace, Peace, this piece of toafted Cheefe will dor—— 
There’s my Gauntlet, jl prove it on a Giant. Bring up the 
brown Bilis. O well flown Bird: i’th’ clout, ich’ clout: 
Hewgh. Give the word, 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Pals. 

Glo. I know that Voice. | 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill with a white Beard? They flatter’d me 
like a Dog, and told me I hed white Hairs in my Beard, 
er the black ones were there. To fay Ay; and No, to 
every thing that I faid Ay and No too, was no good Di: 
vinitv. When the Rain came to wet me once, and Wind 
to mike me chatter:. when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there [ found ’em, there I finelt *em out. Goa 
to, they are not Meno’ their words; they tola me I was every 
thing: *Tis a Lie, I am not Ague proof. 

Glo. The trick of that Voice, I do well remember: Is’c 
not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King. | 
When I do flare, fee how the Subj & quakes. 

I pardon that Man’s Life What was thy caufe? 
Adultery? thou fhalt not die; diefor Adultery ? 
No, the Wren goes to’c, and the fmall gilded Flie 
1D 22's letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thrive: 
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For Gloffer’s Baltard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Than my Daughters got ‘tween the lawful theers. 
To't Luxury pell-mell, for 1 lack Soldicrs. 
Behold yon fimpering Dame, whofe face, between her Forks, 
prefages Snow; that minces Virtue, and do’s fhake the Head 
to hear of Pleafures name. The Fitchew, nor the foyled 
Horfe goes to’t with a more riotous Appetite : down from 
the walte they are Centaures, though Women all above: 
but to the Girdie do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the 
hends. There’s Hell, there’s Darknefs, there is the fulphu- 
rous Pit, Burning, Scalding, Stench, Confumption: Fie, 
fie, fe; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce of Civer; good 
Apothecary {weeten my Imagination : There’s Mony for thee. 

Glo, O let me kifs that Hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firft, it {mells of Mortality. 

Glo. O ruin’d piece of Nature, this great World 
Shall fo wear out to naught. Do’ft thou know me? 

Lear, 1 remember thine Eyes well enough: dof thou 


iquiny at me? No, do thy worft blind Cupid, VM not love. : 


Lead thou this challenge, mark but the penning of ‘it. 

Gio. Were all thy Letcers Suns, I could not fee one, 

£dg. I would not take this from report ; 
Itis, and my Heart breaks at ir. 

Lear. Read, 

Glo. What. with this Cafe of Eycs? 

Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me? No Eyes in your 
Head, nor no Mony in your Purfe? Your Eyes arein heavy 
cafe, your Purfe in a light, yet you fee how this World 

Glo. I-fee it feclingly. 

Lear, What, artmad? A Man may fee how this World 
goes, with no Eyes. Look withthine Ears: See how yond 
Juftice rails upon yond fimple Thief. Hark in thine Ear: 
Change places, and Handy-dandy, which is the Juttice, 
which is the Thief: Thou haft feen a Farmer’s Dog Bark ac 
a Beggar ? 

Glo. Ay Sir. 

Lears And the Creature run from the Cur: there rhou 
might’ft behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloody 
Hand: why doift thou lath that Whore? Strip thy owa 
Back, the hotly luft'’t to ufe her in that kind, for poe. 

Chou 


Socs, 





a Fels 


he. 
1s 


#\) i 
7 aoe ‘ 
' > | Vy ’ 
Ths 9 ie 








Rs King Lear. 


thou whip’ft her. The Ufurer hangs the Cozener. 
Therough tatrer'd Cloaths, great Yiees co appears 
Robes, and furr’d Gowns hide all. | Place Sins with Gold, 
And the trong Laace of Jultice, hurelefs breaks : 

Arm itin Rages, and Pigmy’s Straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, 1 fay none, Til able *em; 

Take that of me my Fricad, who have the power 

To feal the Accufer’s lips.. Get thee Glafs Eyes, 

And like a {curvy Politician, foem 

To fee the things thou do’ft nor; 

Now, now, 00w, now. Pull off my Boots: harder, harder, fo. 

Edg. O matter, acd impertineney mixt, 

Reafon in Madnels. — 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my Eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy nameis Giofter 5 
Thou mutt be patient; we came crying hither: 

Thou know ft, the firft tine that we {mell the Air 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach 1o thee: Mark-——~ 
lo. lack, alack,,the day. 

Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are come 
To this great Stage of Fools. Thisa good block!~—— 
Ie were a delicate Stratagem to fhoce — 

A Troop of Horfe with felt; Vil put’c in proof, 
And when Ihave ftoll’n upon thele Son-in-Laws5 
Then kill, kill, kil), kill, kall, kel, 

Enter aGentleman, with Attendants. 

Gent. Obhere he iss lay hand upon him Sir, 

Your moft dear Daughter 

Lear. No refcue? what, a Prifonér? Tameven 
The natural Foo) of fortune. Ufe me well, 

You fhal! have ranfom, Let me have Surgeons, 

I am cut to th’ Brains. 
Gent. You hall have any thing. f 
Lear. No Seconds? All my felf? 

Why, this would make a Man, a Man of Sai; 

To ufe his Eyes for Garden-water=pots. I wil die bravely, 

Like.afmug Bridegroom, What? 1 will be Jovial: 

Come, come, Lam a King. Matters, knaw you that¢ 

Gent, You are a Royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there’slife in’t. ‘Come, and you get-tt, 


You hall get i by running: Sa, fa, fa, fa. | Exit. 
Gent. 
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Gent, A fight moft pitiful in the meaneft wretch, 
Paft {peaking of ina King, Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeems Nature from the general curfe, 
Which twain have brought her to, 
Edy. Hail, gentle Sir. : 
Gent. Sir, {peed you: what’s your will? 
Eig. Do you hear ought, Sir, of a Battel toward. 
Gent, Moit fure, and vulger : 
Every one hears that, which can diftinguifh found. 
Edg. But by your favour: 
Flo» neai’s the other Army ¢ 3 
Gent, Near, and on {predy foot: the‘main difcry 
Stands of the hourly thoaght. 
Edy, Ethank you, Sir, that’s all. 
Gent. Though that th: Queen on {pecial caufe is heres 
Her Army is mov’d on. [Exits 
Eag. 1 thank you, ‘Sir. 
Gio, You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirittempt me again 
lo die before you pleafe. 
Edg. Well pray you, Father. 
Glo. Now good Sir, what are you’ , 
Edg. A moft poor Man, made tame to Fortune’s blows, 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling forrows, 
Am pregnant to Sood Pity. Give me your hand, 
Ii lead you to fome biding. 
Glo. Hearty thanks ; 
The bounty, and the berizon of Heav’n 
To boot, and boot. 
Enter Steward. 
Stew. A proclaim’d prize; moft happys 
That Eyclefi Head of thine, was firft fram’d fletr, 
To raife my Fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
Briefly thy felf remember: the Sword is out 
That muft deftroy thee. 
Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrengch enough to’t, 
Stew. Wherefore, bo'd Peafant, 
Dar’ thou fupport a pudlifh’d Traitor? hence, 
Left that th’ infe@ion of his Fortune take 
Like holdvon thee, Let gohis Arm. 
| : | : Edg. 
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Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther *cafion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy’lt, 

Edg. Good Gentlernan, go your. gate, and let. poor 
volk pafs: and *chud ha’ becn zwagger'd out cf my Life, 
*cwould not ha’ been zo long as *tis, bya vorinight... Nay, 
come not near th’ old Man: Keep our che vor'ye, .or ice 
try whether your Coftsrd, or my Ballow be. the harder; 
chill be plain with you, 

Stew. Out Dunghill, 

Edg. Child pick your tecth Zir: come, no matter vor 
your foyns. [Edgar knocks him down, 
Stew. Slave thou haft flain me: Villain, teke my Purle; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my Body, 
And give the Letters which thou fird’ft about me, 
Lo Edmund Earl of Gloffer: fick him out 
Upon the Englifh Paity. Oh untimely death, death---| Dies. 
Edg. 1 know thee wel!, a ferviceable Villain ; 
As duteous to the Vices of thy Miftrefs, 
As badnefs would defire. 
Glo. What, is he dead ? 
Edg. Sit you down, Father: reft you. 
Let’s fee thefe Pockets; the Letters that he {peaks of 
May be my Friends: he’s dead; I am only ferry 
He had no other Deathfinan, Let us fee 
By your leave, gentle wax——-ard manners, blame us not, 
To know our Enemies micds, we rip their Harts, 
Their Papers are more lawful, 





Reads the Letter. 

ET our reciprocal Vows be remembred. You have many 
opportunities to cut him off: if your will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer’d. There is nothing done. If 
he return the Conqueror, then am I the Prifoner, and bis Bed, 
my Goal, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver me, and 

Supply the place of our Labour. | 
‘ Your (Wife, fo I would [4)) affectionate 


Servant, Goncrill, 


Oh indiftinguith’d fpace cf Woman’s will! 
A plot upon her virtuous Husband’s Life, 
And the exchange my Brother: herey in the Sands 


Thee 
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Thee I'll rake up, the Poft unfanctified 

Of murtherous Letchers : and in the mature time, 

With this ungracious Psper {trike the fight 

Of the death-praGtis’d Duke : for him ’cis well, 

That of thy death, and bufinefs, I can tell: 
Glo, The King is mad ; hew ftiffis my vile Senfe 

That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 

Of my huge Sorrows ? Better [ were diftrad, 

So fhould my Thoughts be fever’d from my Griefs. 

| Dram afar off. 

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lofe 

The Knowledge of themfelves, 
Edg. Give me your hand: 

Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 

Come, Father, Pil beftow you witha Friend. [ Exennt. 


SCENE _ VI. A Chamber. 


Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman, 
Cor, O thou good Kent, how fhall I live and work 
To match thy goodnefs 2? My Life will be too fhort, 
And every meafure fail me. 
Kent. To be acknowledg’d, Madam, is o’erpaid, 
All my reports go with the modeft trath, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 
Cor, Be better fuired, 
Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours : 
Iprethee put them off. 
Kent, Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known fhortens my made intent, 
My boon I make it, that you koow me rot, 
Till time, and I think meet. 
Cor, Then be't fo my good Lord, 
How do’s the King ? 
Gent. Madam, fleeps ftil!, 
Cor. O you kind gods! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th’ untun’d and jarring Senfes, O wind UD, 
Of this Child-changed Father. 
Vox, V. Hh Gent, 
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2638) King Lear, 
Gent. So pleafe your Majefty, 
That we may wake the King, he hath flcpt long ¢ 
Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
I’ch’ fway of your own will: is he array‘a ¢ 
Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servauts. 
Gent. Ay Madam; in the heavineis of fleep, 
We put frefh Garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
I doubt not of his Temperance. 
Cor. O my dear Father, Reftauration hang 
Thy Medicine on my lips, and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms, that my two Siiters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
Kent, Kind and dear Princefs! 
Cor. Had you not been their Father, thefe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this Face 


Tobe oppos’d againit the jarring winds 2 
Mine Enemies Dog, though he hod bit me, 
Should have flood that Night againft my fire : 
And watt thon fain, poor Father, 
To hovel thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, 
In fhort, and mufty Straw ? alack, alack, 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, fpcak to him. 
Gent. Madam, do you, ’tis fitteit. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord ? 
How fares your Majefty ? 
Lear. You do me wrong to take meout o’th’ Grave; 
That arta Soul in blifs, but Tam bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do {cald like molten Lead, 
Cor. Sir, do you know. me ? 
Lear. You are a Spirit I knows when did you die ? ’ 
Cor, Scill, fill, far wide-———— 
Gent. He’s fcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where have I been2 
Where am I ? fair day light 2 
I am mightily abus’d; 1 fhould even die with pity 
To fee another thus, I know not what to fay ; 
I. will not fwear thefe are-my hands: let’s fee, 
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I feel this Pin prick, would I were affur'd 
Of my condition, 
Cor, O look upon me, Sir, 
And hod your hand in benedi€tion o’er me, 
You mult not kneel. 
Lear. Pray do not mock me ; 
[ am avery foolifh fond old Man, 
Fourfcore and upward, | 
Not anhour more, nor lefs: and to deal plainly, 
I fear lam nor in my perfe& mind. 
Methinss I fhould know you, and know this Man, 
Yet I am doubrful : for Lam mainly ignorant 
What flace this is, and all the skill] I have 
Remembers not thefe Garments; nor I know not 
Where | did lodge laft Night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, asl am a Man, [ think this Lady 
To be ny Child Cordelia. 

Gr. And fo I am; I am——— 

Lear, Be your tears wet 2 Yes faith; I pray you weep fot. 
If you have Poifon for me, I will drink it ; 

{ know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
You hive fome caufe, they have not. 

Cer. No caufe, no caufe, 

Lear. Ara J in France ? 

Kent, In your own Kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in him: defire him to go in, 
Troubk him no more ’till further fettling. 

Cor, Will’t pleafe your Highnefs walk 2 

Lear, You muft bear with me ; 

Pray ycu now forget, and forgive, 
Zam old and foolith. [Exenat. 


Hh 2 ACT 
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ACT... 3G NS. 
oo ts ENE La Camp. 


Enter Baftard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


Baft. Gels of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold, 
Or whether fince he is advis'd by ought 
To change the courfe 5 he's full of alteratior, 
And {elf reproving ; bring his conftant pleafure. 
Rec. Our Sifter’s Man is certainly mifcarried, 
Baft. °Lis to be doubted, Madam, 
Reg. Now {weet Lord, 
You know the goodnefs [ intend upon you : 
Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth, 
Do you not love my Sifter ¢ 
Bajt. In honour’d Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brother’s way, 
To the fore-fended place ? 
Baft. No by mine Honour, Madam. 
Reg. I never hall endure her ; dear my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 
Baft. Fear not, fhe and the Duke her Husband 
Enter Albany, Goneril]l, and Seldiers. 
Alb. Our ve y loving Sifter, well be met : | 
Sir, this 1 heard, the King is come to his Davghter 
With others, whom the rigour of our Strate 
Forc’d to cry out. 
Reg. Why is this reafon’d % 7 
Gon. Combine together *gainft the Enemy : 
For thefe Domeftick, and particular Broils, 
Are not the queftion here. 
Alb. Let’s then determine with th’ancient of War 
On our proceeding. 
Reg. Sitter, you'll go with us ¢ 
Gon. No. 
Reg. ’Tis moft conventent, pray go with us. 
Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, [ will go. 
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King Lea. 
Manet Albany. Enter Edgar. 
Edg. If er your Grace had Speech with Man fo peor, 
Hear me one word. 
Alb. V\i overtake you, fpeak. 
Edg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter: 
If youhave Vidtory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it: wretched though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bufinefs of the World hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loves you. 
Alb, Stay ‘till 1 have read the Letcer. 
Edg. 1 was forbid it. 
When time fhall ferve, lee but the Herald cry, 
And I'll appear agate. | | Exit, 
Alb, Why fare thee well, I will o’erlook thy Paper. 
Enter Baftard, 
Baft. The Enemy’s in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the guefs of their true ftreneth and forces, 
By diligent difcovery, but your hafte 
Is now urg’d on you. 
Alb, We wili greet the time. [ Exit. 
Bat. To both thefe Sifters have I {worn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ftung 
Are of the Adder. Which of them thall I take? 
Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enjoy’d, 
If both remain alive: To take the Widow, 
Exafperates, makes mad her Sifter Gonerill, 
And hardly thall 1 cariy out my fide, 
Her Husband being alive. Now then, well ufe 
His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, devife 
His fpeedy taking «ff, As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 
The Battel done, and they within our powe: 5 
Shall never fee his pardon: for my State, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate, 
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[ Exit. 
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“Alarum within. Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Excunt. 


Enter Edgar and Glholter. 
Edg. Here Father, take the fhadow of this Tree 
For your good Hoft; pray that the right may thrive; 
If ever I return to you agains 
I'll bring you comfort. 
Glo, Grace be with you, Sir. [ Exit, 
[ Alavrum and Retreat within. 
Enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away old Man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter ta’ea, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo: No further Sir, a Man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men muft endure 
heir going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripenefs is all, come on. 
Glo, And that’s true too, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Ill. 4 Camp. 


Enter Baftard, Lear and Cordelia as. Prifoners, Soldiers, 
Captain, 

Bafte Some Officers take them away; good Guard, 
Until their greater pleafures firft be known 
‘That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We arenct the firft, 
Who with beft meaning have incurr’d the work: 
For thee, oppreffed King, I am caft down, 
My felf could elfe out-frown falfe Fortune’s frown. 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? 

Lear. No, 00, nO, No; come It’s away to Prifon; 
We two alone will fing like Birds rth’Cage: 
When thou do’ft ask me blefling, PH kneel down 
And ask of thee forgivenefs: So we'll live, 
And. Pray, and Sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues 

Talk 
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King Lear. 2543 
Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who lofes, and who wins? Who’sin, » ho’s out? 
And take upon’s the myftcry of things, 
As if we were God’s fpies. And well wéar out 
Ina wall’d Prifon, packs afd {cts af great one 
That ebb and flow by ta’ Moon. | 
Baft. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon fuch facrifices, my Coraediz, 
The Gods themfelves throw incenice. Have T caught thee? 
He that parts us, fhall bridg a &r. hd from Heav’n, 
And fire us hencé, like Foxes; wipe thine Eye, 
} 


The good. Years fhall devour them, fl-fh and fell, th ke 


B’er they fhall make us weep, 
We'll fee em ftarv’d firft: Come. [ Exit, 
Baft. Come hither Captain, hark. | Whifpering. 

Take thou this Note, go follow them to Prifon, 

One ftep I have advance’d thee, if thou doft 

As this inftru@s thee, thou doft make thy way 

To noble Fartines; know thou this, that Men 

Are as the time ig; to be tender minded 

Do’s not become a Sword; thy great Imp'oyment 

Will not bear queftion; either fay thou’lt do’t, 

Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. I'll do’r, my Lord. 
Baft. About it, and write happy, when chow ft dore. 

Mark, { fay,——-inflantly, a! d carry it fo 

As I have fer it down. | Exit Captain. 

Euter Albany, Gonert'l, Regan, and Soldiers. 
Alo, Sir, you hive fhew’d to day your vaijaot-ftrain 

And fortune led you well: You have the Captives 

Who were the oppofites of this Day’s ftrifes 

Ido require them of you, fs to ufe them, 
As we tha]! find their Merits, snd our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir, I thought it fit, 

To fend the old and. miferable 


— 


Kine ta fome retention 5 
Tule mcre, 


; 


Whofe Age had Charms in it, whofe | 
To pluck the common Bofom on is 

And turn our impreft Launces our Eyes 
Which do command them. With him.} fent the Queer. 
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My reafon all the fame, and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further fpace, t’appear 
Where you fhall hold your Seffion. 
Alb, Sir, by your Patience. 
I hold you but a Subject of this War, 
Not as a Brother. 
Reg. Thiat’s as we lift to grace him. 
Methinks our pleafure might have been demanded 
E’er you had {poke fo far. He led our Powers, 
Bore the Commiffion of my Place and Perfon, 
The which immediacy may well ftand up, 
And callit felf your Brether. 
Gow. Not fo het: 
In his own grace he doth exalt himfel§ 
More than in your Addition. 
Rez. In my Rights, . 
By me invelted, he corapeers the beft, 
Alb, That were the moft, if he fhould Husband you. 
Reg. Jefters do oft prove Prephers. 
Gon. Holla, holia, 
That Eye that told you fo, look’d but a-fquinr. 
Reg. Lady I am not well, elfe I thould anfwer 
From a full flowing Stomach. General, 
Take thou my Soldiers, Prifoners, Patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me, the Walls are thine: 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here, 
My Lord, and Matter. 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? 
Alb. The lett alone lyes not in your gcod Will, 
Baff. Nor in thine, Lord. 
Alb, Half-blooded Fellow, yes. 
Reg. Let the Drum ftrike, and prove my Title thine, 
Alb. Stay yet» hear reafon: Edmund, 1 arreft thee 
On capital Treafon; and in thy arreft, 
This gilded Serpent: For your claim, fair Sifter, 
I bar it in the intereft of my Wife, 
Tis fhe is fub-contraGted to this Lord, 
And I hér Husband contradi@ your Banes, 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is befpoke. 
7 Gon. 
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Gon. An Enterlude. 
Alb. Thou art armed, Gloffer, let the Trumpet found: 
If none appear to prove upon thy Perfon, 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Treafons, 
_ There is my Pledge: I'll make it on thy Heart 
E’er I tafte Bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 
Reg. Sick, O fick-—-—-—— 
Gon. Vf not, Pili ne’er truft Medicine. | Afide. 
Baft, There’s my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Traitor, Villain-like he lies; 
Call by the Trumpet, he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who rot, I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly, 
Enter a Herald. 
Alb, A Herald, ho. 
Troft to thy fingle Virtues, for thy Soldiers, 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name 
Took their difcharge. 
Reg. My Sicknefs grows upon me. 
Alb, Sie is not well, convey herto my Tent. | Exit Reg. 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
And read out this. [ 4 Trumpet founds. 


% Herald reads. 

: any Man of quality or degree within the Lifls of the 
Army, will maintain upon Edmund fuppofed Earl of 

| Glofter, that he is a manifold Traitor, let him appear by 

| the third found of the Trumpet: He is bold in his de- 


fence. 1-Trumpete 
Her. Again, 2 Trumpet. 
Her. Again.. 3 Trumpet. 


[Trumpet anfwers him within. 
Enter Edgar armed. 
Alb, Ask him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call o’th’ Trumpet. 
Her, What are you? 
Your Name, your Quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summons ? 3 
Edg. Know, my Name is lott 
By Treafons Tooth: Bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit, : 
et 
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Yet am I noble as the Adverfary 
IT come to cope. 
Alb. Which is that Adverfary?¢ 
Edg. What’s he that {peaks for Edmand Earl of Glofter ? 
Baf. Himfelf, what fay ft thou to him ? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my Speech offend a noble Heart, 
Thy arm may do thee Juftice, here ts mine: 
Behold it is my Privilege, 
The Privilege of mite Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeffion. I proteit, 
Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Defpight thy Victor-Sword, and fire-new Fortune, 
Thy Valour, and thy Heart, thou art a Traitor: 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant ’gainft this high illuffrious Prince, 
And from th’ extreameft upward of thy Head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A moft Toad-{fpotted Traitor. Say thou fo, 
This Sword, this Arm, and my beft Spirits are bent 
To prove upon thy Heart, whereto I fpeak, 
Thou lyeft. 
Baft. In wifdom 1 fhould ask thy name, 
But fisce thy Out-fide looks fo fair and warlike, 
And that thy Tongue, fome fay, of breeding breaths, 
What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, 1 difdain and {purn: 
Back do I tofs thefe Treafons to thy Head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie, o’erwhelm thy Heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife, 
This Sword of mine fhall give them inftant way, 
Where they fhall reft for ever. “Trumpets {peak. 
Alb, Save him, fave him. | dlarum. Fight. 
Gon. Thisis practice, Glofter, 
By th? Law of War, thou wait not bound to anfwer 
An unknown Oppofite; thou art not vanquifh’d, 
But cozen’d, and begiil'd. 
Alb. Shut your Mouth, Dame, 
Or with this Paper fhail I ftop its hold, Sir, 
Thou worfe than any Name, read thine own evil: 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. 
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Gon. Say if 1 do, the Laws are mine, not thine, 
Who can arraign me for’t ? | Exit. 

Alb, Mot monftrots! O, know’ft thou this Paper? 

Baft. Ask me not:what I know. 

Alb. Go afces hex, fhe’s defperate, govern her. 

Bajt, What you have charg’d me with, that have I done, 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
Tis peft, abd fo am TE: But what act thou 
That hatt this Fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange Chirity: 
lam no lefs in Blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou’ft wrone’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy Father’s Son, 

The Gods are juft, and of our pleafant Vices 
Make Inftruments co plague us: 

The dark and vitious Place, where thee he gor, 
Coft him his Eyes. 

Bat. Thou tt fpoken right, ’tis true, 

The Wheel is come full Circle, Iam here. 

Alb, Methought thy very Gate did prophefie 
A Royal Noblenefs; I muft embrace thee, 

Let Sorrow f{plit my Heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. 

Edg. Worthy Prince, | know’t. 

Alb. Where have you hid your felf? 

How have you known che miferies of your Father? 

Edy. By ntrfiog them, my Lord. Lift a brief tale, 
And when’tis told, © that my Heart would burft. 
The bleody Proclamation to efcape 
That follow’d me fo near, (O our lives fwectnefs ! 
That we the pain of Dath would hourly die, 

Rather than die at once,) taught me to fhift 

Into a Mad-man’s rags, taffume « femblance 

That very Dogs difdain’d: And in this habit 

MetI my Father with his bleeding Rings, 

Their precious Stones new loft; became his Guide, 
Led him, bee’d for him, fav’d him from dif{pair, 
Never, (O faule,) reveal’d my {If unto him, 


Until fome half hour paft, when I was arm'd, 
Net 
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Not fure, though hoping of this good Succefs, 
I ask’d his Bleffing, and from firft to laft 
Toldhim our Pilgrimage. But his flaw’d Heart, 
Alack, too weak the confli& to fupport, 
*Fwixt two extreams of Paffion, Joy and Grief, 
Burft fmilingly. 

Baff. This Speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And thall perchance de good, but fpeak you on, 
You look as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For I am almoft ready to diffulve. 
Hearing of this. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Help, Help! O help! 

Edg. What kind of help? 

4b. Speak Man. 

Edg. What means this Bloody Knife? 

Gent. Tis hot, it {moaks, it came even from the Heart 
Of———-O fhe’s decd, 

bl, Who's dead? Speak Man. 

Gent. Your Lady, Sir, your Lady; and her Sifter 
By her is poifon’d; fhe confeffes it. 

Baft. 1 was contra&ted to them both, ail three 
Now marry tn an inftant, 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Exter Kent. 
Alb, Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
[Gonerill and Regan’s Bodies brought out. 

This Judgment ef the Heav’ns, that makes us tremble, 
‘Touches us not with pity. O! ts this the? 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners urge. 

Kent. 1am come 
To bid my King and Mafter aye good Night, 
Is he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot, 
Speck Edmund, where’s the King? and wher«’s Cordelia? 
Seeft thou this Obje&t, Kent? 

Kent, Alack, why thus? 


Baft, Yet Edmund was belov'’d: 
The 


i ee cae 


King Lear. 2549 
The one the other poifon’d for my fake, 
And after, flew her {:1£, 
Alb. Even fo; cover their Faces. 
Baft. Tpant for life; fome good I mean to do 
Defpight of mine own Nature. Quickly fend, 
Be brief init, to th’ Caftle, for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and Cordelia: 
Nay, fend in time. 
alo, Run, run, O run——— 
Edz. To whom, my Lord? who has the Office? 
Send chy token of reprieve. 
Baft, Weil thoguht on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain 
Edg. Aafte thee for thy Life. 
Bafé. He hath Commiflion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the Prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own deipair, 
That the fore-did her feif, 
Alb. The Gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 
Enter Lear with Cordelia dead in his Arms. 
Lear. Howl, how], how! O you are Men of Stones, 
Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'd ufe them fo, 
That Heav’ns Vault fhould crack; fhe’s gone for ever. 
Tknow when one is dead, and when one lives, : 
she’s dead as Earth: Lend me a Locking-Glafs, 
If that her breath will mift or Rain the Stone, 
Why then fhe lives. 
Kent, {s this the promis’d end 2 
Edg. Or image of thaz horror. 
4b, Fall and ceafe. 
Lear, This Feather ftirs, the lives; if it be fo, 
It isa chance which do’s redeem all forrows 
That ever I have felt. 
Kent. Ohmy good Mafter. 
Lear, Prethee away 
Edg. *Tis noble Kest your Friend, 
Lear. A plague upon you Murtherers, Traitors all, 
I might have fav’d her, now the’s gone for ever: 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little. Ha! 
What is’t thou fay’ft? her Voice was ever foft, | 
‘Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
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Tkill’d the Slave that. wasa hanging thee, | 
Gent. Tis true, my Lords, he did. 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? ys 

I have feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion 

I would have mide him skip: I am old aew 

And thefe fame croffes fpoil mc, Who are you? 

Mine Eyes are none o’th’ beft, Pil tell you {traighe. 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two, the lov’d acd hated, 

One of them we behold, 3 
Lear, This isa duli fight, are you. nor Kent ? 
Kent. The fame; your Servane Keng, 

Where is your Servant Cuins? 

Lear. He's a good Fellow, I can tell you that, 

He'll ftrike, and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten. | 
Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very Man, : 
Lear. Uli fee that ftraight. 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 

Have foliow’d your fad fteps-—— i 
Lear. You are welcome hither, 

Kent. Nor no Man elfe; all’s cheerlefs, dark, and deadly : 


Your eldeft Daughters have fore-done themfelves, i 
And defperately are dead, i 
Lear. Ay; fo I think. fi 


“lb. He knows not what he fays, and vain is it 

That we prefent us to him. 
Enter a Adeffenger. 

Eag. Very bootleis. 

Mef. Edmund is dead, my Lord, 

Alb, That’s but a Trifle here: 
You Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be apply’d.. For us, we will refign, 
During the life of this old Majefty, | 
To him our abfolute Power; youto your Rights, [To Edg. 
With boot, and fuch addition as your Honours 

ave more than merited. All Friends thall 

afte the wages of their Virtue, and all Foes 
The Cupof their deferyings: O fee, fee-——— 

Lear, And my poor Fool is hang’d: No, no, no life? 
Why thould a Dog, a Horfes a Rat have life, ? 
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And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never,_——— 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you fee this¢ look on her, look on her Lips, ° 
Look there, look there. | He dies. 
Edg. Ee faints, my Lord. 
Kent. Break Heart, I prithee break. 
Edg. Look to my Lord. 
Kent. Vex.not his Ghoft, O let him pafs; he hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World 
Stretch him out longer. 
Edg. He is gone indeed. 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long, 
He but ufurpt his Life. 
Alb, Bear them from hence, our prefent Bufinefs 
Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you twain, 
Rule in this Realm, and the gord State fuftain. 
Kent. Lhave a Journey, Sir, fhortly to go, 
My Mafter calls me, 1 muft not fay no, | Diese 
Edg. The weight of this fad time we muft obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay; 
The oldeft hath born moft, we that are young, 
Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. 
[Exeunt with a dead March. 
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Dramatis Perfonze. 


UKE of Venice. 

Brabantio, 2 moble Venetian. 
_Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodovico, Kinfiman to Brabantio and Gratiano. | 
Othello, the Moor, General for the Venetians 7 | 

Cyprus. + 
Caflio,: Ais: Lieutenant =General 
Jago, Standard-bearer to Othello. 
Rodorigo, 4 Foolifh Gentleman, im Lovewith Del- 
demona. | ( 
Montano, the Moor’s Ptedeceffor in the Govern-— 
ment of Cyprus. 
Clown, Servant to the Moor. 
Herald. ; 


Defdemona, ‘Daughter to Brabantio, ana Wife to 
Othello. 

Amilia, Wife to Jago. 

Bianca, a Curtezan, Miftrefs to Cafiio. 





Officers, Gentlemen, Meffengers, Muficians, and \ 

Attendants. : 
SCENE for the Firff AG in Venice ; daring 
the veft of the Play in Cyprus. l 


Phi 





ee 





- 


3 <7 : . cn 
SER EER & 
C9 FRSAPAON Fae Te SON BOO 
oe Se 
“Ap mh 7h eB BS Ray Tats Nea, 

AE MRT oO DNAS OHMS ORAM OMNIS DOMMES -S 
CHR Pe YAHD eye 2) SLOSS) € 
PERTTI SE TAPES Y PUA STAUATAL TALS 


ae Bye ee oes os Pa 













MOOR of VEN/GE. 





BG tT. eS Gaia 
SCENE Venice. 


Einter Rodorigo and jage. 


RODORIGQOA. 

EVER tellme; I take it very unkindly, 
That thou, Fago, who heft had my Purfe, 
As if the Strings were thine, 

Shouldft know of this. 

Fago. But you'll not hear me. — [hor mes 
lf ever L did dream of fuch a Matter, sabe 
Rod. Thou told’{t me, shou-didft hold ‘him ia: thy date. 

Fago. Defpife me 

If do not. Three great ones of the City, 

In perfonal fuit co make me his Lteutenant, 

Of’ Cap’c to him: And by the faith of Man 

I know my Price, I am worth no worfe a Place. 
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But he, as loving hisown Pride and Purpoles, 
Evades them, with a bumbaft Circumftance, 
Horribly {tuft with Epithets of War; 

Non-fuits my Mediators; for certes, fays he, 

I havealready chofe my Officer. And what was he ¢ 

Forfooth, a great Arithmetician, 

One Adichael Caffio, a Florentine, 

A Fellow almoft damn’d in a fair Wife, 

That never fet a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the Divifion of a Battel knows 

More than a Spinfter, unlefs the Bookifh Theorick, 

Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 

As mafterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 

Is all his Soldierfhip. But he, Sir, hadth’ Ele@ion; 

And [, of whom his Eyes had {cen the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cypras, and om other Grounds 

Chriftian and Heathen, muft be be-lee’d, and calm’d 

By Debitor, and Creditor. ‘This Counter-cafter, 

He, io good time, muft his Lieutenant be, 

And I, Sir, blefs the mark, his Moor-fhip’s Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav’n, I rather would have been his Hangman. 
Fago. Why there’s no remedy, "tis the curfe of Service; 

Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection, 

And not by old gradation, where each fecond 

Stood Heir to th’ firft. Now, Sir, be Judge your felf, 

Whether I in any juft term am Afho’d 

To love the Moor? 

Rod. 1 would not follow Kim then. 
Jaco. O, Sir, content you; 

I follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 

We cannot all be Mafters, nor all Maftcrs 

Cannot be truly follow’d. You fhall mark 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking Knave, 

That, doting on his own obfequious Bondage. 

Wears out his time, much like his Mafter’s Afs, 

For nought but Provender,' and when he’s old, Cafheer’d; 

Whip me fuch honeft Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm’d in Forms and Vifages of Duty, 

Keep yet their Hearts attending on themfelves ; 

And throwing but fhows of Service on their Lords, 

Do 
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Do well thrive by them ; and when they have lin’d their 
(Coats, 

Do themfelves Homage. Thefe Fellows have fome Soul, 

And fuch a one do I profefs my felf. For, Sir, 

It is as fure as you are Rodorigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be Fago: 

In following him, I follow bur my feif. 

Heav’n is my Judge, not I, for Love and Duty, 

But feeming fo, for my peculiar end: 

For when my outward Adtion doth demonitrate 

The native A@ and Figure of my Heart 

In Complement extern, tis not long after 

But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 

For Daws to peck at; 1 am not what I am. 

Rod, What a full Fortune does the thick-lips owe 
If he can carry’t thus ¢ 

Fago, Call up her Father, 

Roufe him, make after him, poifon his Delight. 
Proclaim him in the Streets, incenfe her Kinfmen. 
And tho’ he in a fertile Climate dwell, 

Plague him with Flies : Tho’ that his Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw fuch Chances of Vexation on’t, 

As it may lofe fome Colour. 

Rod. Here is her Father’s Houfe, [ll call aloud. 

Fago. Do, with like timorous Accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is {vied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho! Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio! ho ! 

Fago, Awake! what ho / Brabantio! Thieves, Thieves! 
Look to your Houfe, your Daughter, and your Bags: 
Thieves! Thieves ! 
Enter Brabantio above. 

Bra, What isthe reafon of this terrible Summons ¢ 
What is the Matter there ? 

Rod, Signior, is all your Family within ? 

Jago. Ace your Doors lock’d 2 

Bra.. Why ? wherefore ask you this 2 

Fago. Sir, you're robb'd 5 for fhame put on your Gown, 
Your Heart is burft, you have loft half your Soul ; 

' Even now, very now, an cold black Ram 
{s Tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, 
| lis Awzeke 
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Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Ox elfethe Devil will make a Grandfire of you. 
Arve Ifay. 
Bra. What, have you loft your Wits ? 
Rod. Moft Reverend Sigsior, do you know my Voice é 

Bra. Not I; what are you? 

Rod. My Name is Redorigo. 
Bra. The worfer welcome; 

I have charg’d thee not'to haunt about my Doors: 

In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 

My Daughter is not for thee. And now in Madnefs, 

Being full of Supper, and diftempering draughts, 

Upon malicious Knavery, doit thou come 

To ftart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 
Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 

My Spirits and my Place have in their Power 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good Sir. : 

Bra. What tell’{t thou me of Robbing? This is Veaice: 
My Houfe is nor a Grange. 

Rod. Mott grave Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 

Fago. Sir, you areone of thofe that will not ferve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come to do you Service, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Duatigh- 
ter cover’d with a Barbary Horfg, you'll have your Ne- 
phews neigh to yew, you'll have Courfers for Coufins, and 
Gennets for Germans, 

Bra. What pophane Wretch art thou ? 

Fago. 1 am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moor are making the Beaft-with two Backs. 

Bra. Thou atta Ville. 

Fago. You are a Senator. 

Bra, This thou fhele anfwer. ¥ know thee, Rodorize. 

: A 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing, But TI befeech you, 
Ift be your Pleafure, and moft wife confent, 

As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd’ Even and dull Watch o’th’ Night, 
Tranfported with no worfe or better guard, 
But with 3 Koaveof common hire, a Gundalier, 
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To the grofs clafps of a lafcivious Moor: 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the fenfe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I fay again, hach made a gvols Revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit and Fortunes 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Strangers 
Of here and every where; ftraight fatishe your felf, 
If the be in your Chamber, or your Houfe, 
Let loofe on me the Juftice of the Strate 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the Tinder, ho! 
Give me a Taper----call up all my Peoples»=-= 
_ This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreffes me already. 
Light, I fay, light! 

Fage. Farewel; for 1 muft leave you. 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place, 
To be produc’d, as if I ftay, 1 fhall, 
Againft the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with fome check, 
Cannot with fafety caft him. For he’s embark'd 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cypras Wars, 
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Which even now ftands in AC, that for their Souls, 


Another of his fadom, they have nore, 

To lead their Bufinefs. In which regard, 

Tho? Ido hate him as I do Hell’s Paras, 

Yet, for neceffity of prefent Life, 

I mutt thew out a Flag, and fign of Love, 

Which is indeed but fign, that you fhall 

Lead to the Sagittary the raifed Search; 

And there will I be with him. So farewel. 

Enter Brabantiows his Night-gow2, 2 
Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone fhe 1s, 

And what's to come of my defpifed time, 

Is nought but bitternefs. Now, Redorigo, 

Wheie didft thou fee hers Se unhappy Girll-— 
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with Servants ana Torches. 
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With the Moor, feift thou! Who would be a Father 2 
How didft thou know ’twas the?. Oh the decieves me 
Paft thought-——~—what faid the to you? Get more Tapers-.- 
Raife all my Kindred---are they Mairied, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. On Heav’n! how gat fhe out? 
Oh Treafon of my Blood! 
Fathers, from hence truft not your Dauglters Minds 
By what you fee them A@. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus’d? Have yau not read, Redorigo, 
Of fome fuch thing ? 
Rod. Yes, Sir, I have indced, 
Bra. Call up my Brothers; oh weald you had had her! 
»meé one way, fome another----Do you know 
ere we may apprehend her, and the Moor? 
Rod. I think -I can difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go alang with me. 
Bra. Pray you leadon. Atevery Houfe Ill call 
I may command at moft, get Weapons; hoa! 
And ratfe fome {pecial Officers of might: 
On, good Rodorizo, 1 will deferve your Pains, [ Exeunt, 
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Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants, with Torches, 


Fagos Tho’ in the Trade of War I have flain M n, 
Yet dof hold it very ftuff o’ th’ Confcience 
To do no contriv’d Murder: I take iniquity 
Sometime to dome Service. Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under the Rib, 
Oth. ° Fis better as it ts. 
Jago. Nay, bur he prated, 
And ipoke tuch fcurvy and provoking Terms 
Againit your Honour, thar with the little Godlinch J have, 
I did fuli hard forbear him. But I Pray you, Sir, 
Are you faft Married? Be affar’d of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov’d, 
And hath in his effe@ a Voice potential 
As double as the Duke’s: He will divorce you, 
Or put upon.you, what Reffraint or Grievarce, 
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The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 
Will give him Cable. 
Oth, Let him do his fpight: 
My Services, which I have done the Signorys 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. *Fis yet to know, 
Which, when I know that boafting is an Honour, 
I hall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being, 
Fron Men of Roya! Siege ; and my Demerits 
May fpeak, unbonnetted, to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I-have reach’d, For know, ago, 
But that I love the gentle De/demena, 
Iwould not my uphoufed free Condition 
Put into Circumfcripion and Confine; 
For the Seas worth. But look! what Lights come yond ? 
Enter Caflio with Torches. 
Fago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his Friends: 
You were beft go in. 
Ozh. Not I : I muft be. found. 
My Parts, my Title, and my pe: fd Soul 
Shall manif-ft me rightly. Is it they ¢ 
Jago. By Fanus, 1 think no, | 
Oth. The Servants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant : 
The Goodnefs of the Night upon you, Friends, 
What is the News ? 
Caf. The Duke does greet you, General, 
And he requires your hafte, Poft-hafte appearance, 
Even on the inftant. 
Oth, What is the matter, think you ¢ 
Caf. Something from Cypras, as 1 may divine: 
It is a Bufincfs of fome heat. The Gallies 
Have fent a dozen fequent Meflengers 
This very Night, at one snothers Heels: 
And many of the Confuls, rais’d and met, 
Are at the Duke’s already. You have been hotly call’d for, 
| When being not at your Lodging to be found. 
The Senate hath fent about three feveral Quefts, 
© fearch you out. 
Oth, *Tis well I am found by you : 
Iwill but fpend a word here in the Houfe, | 
And go with you. [ Exit Othello. 
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Caf. Ancient, what makes he here ? 


Fago. Faith, he to Night hath boorded a Land Carrac,' 


If it prove lawful Prize, he’s made for ever. 
Caf. I do not underftand. 
aga. He’s married. 
Caf. To whom 2 
Fago. Marry to———Come, Captain, will you go% 
Exter Othello. 
Orb. Have with you. 
Caf. Here comes another Troop to feek for you. 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches. 
Fago. It is Brabantio, Genera) be advis’d, 
He comes to bad intent. 
Orh. Holla ! ftand there. 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 


Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They draw on both fiacs. § 


Fago. You Roedoriga ! Come, Sir, 1 am for you 





Oth. Keep up your bright Swords, forthe Dew will ruft } 


i 


' 
wet ef 
ju ¥ 
f 


4 
a 


*em, Good Signior, you fhall more cemmand with Years, ‘ix 


than with your Weapons. 


Bra. Oh thou foul Thicf! Where haft thou ftow’d my % 


Daughter? 

Damn’d as thou art, thou haft enchanted her, 

For [’ll refer me to all things of Senfe, 

If the in Chains of Magick were not bound, 

Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 

So oppofite to Marriage, that the fhunn’d 

The wealthy curled Darlings of our Nation, 

Would ever have, Cincur a general mock, 

Run from her Guardage to the footy Bofom, 

Of fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight 
udge me the World, if *tis not grofs in Senfe, 
hat thou haft pradis’d on her with foul Charms, 

Abus’d her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 

That weaken Motion: I'll have’e difputed on, 

Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 

I therefore-apprehend and do attach. thee, 

For an abufer of the World, a praGticer 

Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant ; 

Lay hold upon him, if he do refitt 

Subdue him at his peril. 
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Oth, Hold your Hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Where it my Cue to fight, I fhould have known it 
Without a Promprer. Whither wil! you that I go 
To anfwer this: your Charge ? 

Bra. To Prifon, “till fit time 
Of Law, and Conrfe of dire@ SefGon 
Call thee to anfwer. 

Oth, What if L do obey 2 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 
Whofe Meffengers are here about my fide, 
Upon fome prefent Bufinefs of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Of. “Tis true, moft worthy Signior, 
The Duke’s in Council, and your noble felf 
Iam fure is fent for. 

Bra, How ! the Duke in council 2 
In this time of the Night 2 bring him away; 
Mine’s not an idle Caufe. The Duke himfelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as “*twere their own; 
For if fuch AGtions may have Paflage free, 
Bond-flaves and Pagans fhall our Statefmen be. 


296% 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE IIL The Senate Houfe. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 
Duke. There is no Compofition in this News, 
That gives them Credit. 
1 Sen. Indeed, they are difproportioned ; 
My Letters fay, a hundred and feven Gallies. 
Dike. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Ses. And mine two hundred ; 
But though they jump not on a juft Account, 
As in thefe Cafes where the aim reports, 
Tis oft with difference, yet dothey all confirm 
A Turkifb Fleet, and beating up to Cyprus, 
Duke, Nay, it is poffible enough to judgment 5 
Ido not fo fecure me in the Error, 
But the main Article I do approve, 
In fearful Senfe. 


Saylor 
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Saylor within.) What hoa! What hoa! What hoa | 
Enter Saylor. 
Off. A Meffenger from the Gallies. 
Duke, Now ! W hat’s the Bufinefs ? 
Sail, The Turki fb Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
50 was I bid repore here to the Stare, 
By Signior Angelo. 
Duke. How fay you, by this Change? 
x Sex. This cannot be 
By no affay of Reafon. °Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falfe Gaze ; when we confider, 
Th’importancy of Cyprasto the Turk, 
And let our felves again but underftand, 
That as it more concerns the Twrk than Rhodes, 
So mzy he with more fac:le Queftion bear it, 
For that it ftands not in fuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is drefs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muft not think the Turk is fo unskilful, 
To: leave that lateft, which conceras him firft, 
Neglecting an Ateemptof eafe and gain, 
To wake and wage a Danger profitlef®. 
Duke. Nay, in. Confidence he’s ‘not for Rhodes. 
Off. Here is more News. 
Ener a Aeffenger 
Mef. The Ottomites, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with due Courfe taward the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin’d them with an after Fleet 
1 Sen, Ay, fo I thought ; how many,.as.you guefs 2 
Mef. OF thircy Sril ; and now they do re-ftem 
This backward Courf®, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus Signior Montano, 
Your trafly and moft valiant Servitor, 
Wich his free Duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Duke. *Vis certain then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccico-, is he nct in Town 2 
r Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us, 
To bim, Poft, Poft-hafie, difpatch. 
t Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor. 








Exter 
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Enter Brabantio, Orhello, Caffio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 
Dake. Vailiant Othello, we muft fraiche employ you, 
Againit the general Enemy Ottoman. 
I did not fee you ; welcome, gentle Signior, 
We Jackt your Counfel, and your help to Night. 
Bra, So cid | yours ; Good your Grace pardon’ me. 
Neither my Place, oor ought I heard of Bufinefs, 
Hath rais’d me from my Bed; nor doth the general care 
(ake holdion me, For my particular Grief 
Is of {o Flood-gate, and o’er-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and {wallows other Sorrows, 
And yet is itil it felt. 
Duke, Why ? what’s the matter? 
Bra, My Daughter! oh my Daughter ! — 
Sen. Dead ! 
bra. AY, to me, 
She is abus'd, ftolen from me, and corrupted 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 
For Nature fo propofteroufly to err, 
Being not deficienr, blind, or Jame of Senfe, 
Sans Witcherafe could not 
Duke. Who e’er he be, thar in this foul Proceeding, 
Hath thus béguil’d your Daughter of her felf 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You fhall your felf read ia the bitter Letter, 
After your own Senfe ; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Aétion. 
Bra. Humbly | chank your Grace. 
Here is the Man; this Moor, whom now it feems 
Your {pecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
Hath hither broughe. 
All, We ate very forry for’t, 
Duke. What in your own part can you fay to this ? 
Bra, Nothing, but this is fo, 
Oth, Moft potent, grave and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and approv’d good Matters ; 
That I have ta’en away this old Man’s Daughter, 
It is moft true, true I have married her ; 
The very head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent; no more, Rude am I in my fpecch, 
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And little blefs’d with the foft Phrafe of Peace s 
For fince thefe Arms of mine had feven Years Pith, 
Till now, fome nine Moons wafted, they have us’d 
Their deareft Ation, in the tented Ficld 5 
And little of this great World can I {peak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils atid Batce!s 
And therefore littke hail I grace my Caufe, 
In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, by your gracious Patience, 
I will around unvarnith’d tale deliver, 
Of my whole courfe of Love. What Drugs, what Chatms, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magick, 
(For fuch proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 
ZI won his Daughter with. 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold; 
OF Spirit fo ftill and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh’d at her felf 5 and fhe, in fpight of Nature, 
OF Years, of Country, Crédit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what the few'd to look on—— 
It is a Judgment maim’d, and moft imperfed, 
That will confefs Perfection fo could err, 
Againft all Rules of Nature, and muff be driven 
To find out Praices of cuaring Hell, 
Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with fome Mixtures powerfa!l o’er the Blood, 
Or with fome Dram, conjur’d to this E fea, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke, To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more wider, and more over Teft 
Than thefe thin Habits, and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern feeming, do prefer againft him. 

t Sen. Buty Orhelle, {peak, 
Did you, by indire@& and forced Courfes, 
Subdue and poifon this young Maid’s A ffeGtions 2 
Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair Queftion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth 2 

Oth. I do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
Said let her {peak of me before her Father; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The Truft, the Office, I do hold of youl, 


Not 


Q 
) 
l 
[ 
l 
j 
h 
| 


— 


Othello, the Moor of Wewice. 2565 


Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 

Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beft know the Place. 
| Exit Jago. 
And ’ciil fhe come, as truly as to Heay’n 
i do confefs the Vices of my Blood, 

So juftly to your grave Ears, Vl prefent 
How)I did thrive inthis fair Lady’s Loye, 
And fhe in mine, 

Duke. Say ity Orhello. 

Oth. Her Father lov’d me, oft invited mc; 
Still queftion’d me the Story cr my Life, 
From Year to Year; the Battels, Sicges, Fortunes, 

That I have paft, 

[ ras it through, even from my Boyith Days, 

To th’ very Moment that he bad me tell it: 

Wherein I {poke of moft difaftrous Chanees, 

Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field; 

Of hair-breadth fcapesi’th’ imminent deadly Breach; 

Of being taken by the infolent Foe, 

And fold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 

And Portance in my Travels Hiftory ; 

Wherein of Antars vafte, and Defarts idle, (vens 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whofe Head touch Blea~ 
It was my Hint to fpeak, fuch was my Procefs; : 
And of the Canibals that each other eat, 

The Aathropophagi,; and Men whofe Heads 

Did grow beneath their Shoulders. Thefe to hear, 
Would De/demona ferioufly incline; 

But {till the Houfe Affairs would draw her hence, 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy Ear 

Devour up my Difcourfe: Which E obferving, 

Took once a pliant Hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a Prayer of earneft Heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by Parcels the had fomething heard, 

But not diftin@ively: :1 did :confent, 

And often did beguile her of her Tears, 

When I did fpeak of fome diftrefsful Stroke, 
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That my Youth fuffer'd: My {tory being done, 
for my Pains a world of Kiffes; 
"twas pafling ftrange, 


She gave me 
She (wore in faith, “twas 
Twas pitiful, “twas wondrous pitifal 
She wifh’d the had not hes rd ifs ret fhe wifh’d 
That Heav’n had made her fuch a Man—— fhe thaok’d me; 
And bad me, If 1 had a Friend that lov’d her, 
T fhould but teach him how to tell my Story, , 
And that would woo her, Upon this hine I {pake; | 
She lov'd me for the Dangers I have paft, i 
And I lov’d her, that the did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have us’d. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witnefs it. 
Emer Deldemonra, Jago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this Tale would win my Daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, take up this tangled matter at the beit; 
Men do their broken Weapons rather ule; | 
Than their bare Hards. 

Bra. I pray you hear her {peak 5 
If the confefs that fhe was half the Wvoer; 
DeftruGion on my Head, if my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miftrefs, 
Do you perceive in al! this noble Company, 
Where moft you owe Obedience $ 
"Def? My noble Fetber, 
I do perceive here a divided Duty; | 
To you I am bound for Life, and Education: 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 
How to refpe@ you. You are the Lord of Duty, 
Iam hitherto your Daughter. But here’smy Husband, 
And fo much Duty as my Mother thew’d 
To you, preferring you before her Father; | 
So much I challnege, that I may profefs rn 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. " 

Bra. God be with you: I have done. 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State A ffairs ; 
1 had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor. 
i here do give thee that with all my Heart, ; 
Which, but thou haf already, with all my Heart 
I would keep from thee. For your fake, Jewel; 
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i am glad at Soul, I have noother Child; 
Hor thy efcape would teach me Tyranny 
To hang Clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

Duke, Let me {peak like your felf; end lay a Sentence, 
Wiich, like a grife, or ftep, may help thefe Lovers. 
When Remedies are paft, the Griefs are ended 
By feeing the worlt, which lace on hopes depended. 
To mourn.a Mifchief that is paft and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new Mifchief on. 
What cannot be preferv’d when Fortune takes; 
Patience her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb’d that fmiles, fteals fomething from the Thief, 
He robs himfelf that {pends a bootlefs Grief. 

Bra. So jet the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We lofe it not fo long as we can {mile ; 
He bears the Sentence wel}, that nothing bears, 
Bat the fiee Comfort which from thence he hears. 
But he hears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pay Grief, muft of poor Patience borrows 
Thefe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being {trong on both fides, are equivocal: 
But words are words; I never yet did hear, | 
That the bruiz’d Heart was pierced through the Ear, 
I humbly befeech you proceed to th’affairs of State. 

Duke. The Turk, with a moft mighty preparation, makes 
for Cyprus : Othello, the Fortitude of the place is beft known 
to you. And though we have there a Subftitute of moft 
allowed fufficiency ; yet Opinion; a more Sovereign Mi- 
ftrefs of Effe@s, throws a more fafe Voice on you; you 
muft therefore be content to flubber the grofs of your new 
Fortunes, with this more {tubborn, and boifterous Expedition. 

Oth, The Tyrant Cuftom, moft grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteel Coach of War 
My thrice-driven bed of Down. Ido agnize 
A natural and prompr Alacrity, 

I find in hardnefs ; and do undertake 
This prefent War againft the Ortomites. 
Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit Difpofition for my Wife, 
Due Reverence of Place and exhibition, 
With fuch accommodation and befort, 
You. Vi Kk 
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As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Father’s. 

Bra. 1 will not have it fo. 

Oth, Nor I. 

Def. Nor would [ thei refide, 

To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Mot gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your profperous Ear, 
And let me find a Chara€er in your Voice 
T’aflift my fimplenefs. 

Duke. What would yo, Defdemona ? 

Def; That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right Violence, and ftorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the Word. My Heart’s fubdu’d 
Even to the very Qualityof my Lord ; 

I faw Orhello’s Vilage in his Mind, 

And to his Honours and his valiant Parts, 

Did I my Soul and Fortes confecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go tothe War, 
The Rites for why I lov: him are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim fhil fupporte 

By his dear Abfence, Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your Voices, Lo:ds; befeech you, let her Will 

Flave a free way. 
Vouch with me Heay’n, | therefore beg it not 
To pleafe the Palate of my Appetite; 
Nor to comply with Heit the young ffe&s 
In my defun&, and propa Satisfaction ; 
But to be free, and bounteous to her Mind. 
‘And Heav’n defend your good Soul:, that you think 
I will your ferious and grat Bufinefs feant 
When fhe is with me---No, when light-wing’d Toys 
Of Feather’d Cupid, feel vith wanton dulnefs 
My {peculative and offic’d Inftrumenr, 
That my Difports corrup and taint my Bufinef; 
Let Houfewives make a Sillet of my Helm, 
And all indign»and bafe Adverfities, 
Make head againft- my Efimation. 
Dake. Be it as you thal privately determine, 
Either for her ftay or going ; th’Affair cries hafte; 
And 
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And {peed muft anfwer it. 
Ses. You mult away to Night. 
Orh, With all my Heart, 
» Duke. At nine i’th’ Morning here we'll meet agaiis 
Orhello, leave fome Officer behind, 
And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you ; 
And fuch things e'fe of quality and refped 
As doth import to you. | 
Oth. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient ; 
A Man he is of honcfty and truft, 
To his Conveyance [ aflign my Wife, 
With what elfe needful your good Grace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 
Duke. Let it be fo ; 
Good Night to every one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vittue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Sez, Adieu, brave Moor, ufe Defdemona well. — 

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haft Eyes to fee; 

She has deceiv’d her Father, and may thee. | Exit. 

Oth. My Life upon her faith. Honeft Fage, 

My Defdemona mult [I leave. to thee ; 

I prethee let thy Wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in their beft Advantage. 

Come, Defdemona, Lhave but an Hour 

Of Love, of worldly maatter, and diredtion é 

To fpéak with thee. We muft obey the time. [ Exit. 

Rod. Fago. . 

Fago. What fayeft thou, noble Heart ? 

Rod, What will I doy thinkeft thou 2 

Jago. Why, go to bed and fleep. 

Rod, ¥ will incontiaently drawn my felf. sae 

Fage. If thou doft, I thall never love thee after. Way, 
thou filly Gentleman ! 

Rod. itis fillinefs to live, when to live isa torment; and 
then have wea prefcription to dye, when Death is our 
Phyfician. 

Fago. Oh villanous !- I have look'd upon the World for 
four times feven Years, and fince I could diftinguifh be- 
twixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never. found Man. that 
knew how tolove himfelf Ever 1. would fay, 1 would drown 
RM le Die Kk a my 
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my {clf for the love of a Guinney-Hen, I would change my 
Humanity with a Baboon. 

Rod. What fhould I do, I confefs it is my thzme to be 
fo fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 

Fago. Virtue ? 2 Fig, ’tis in our felves that we are thus 
or thus, Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners, So that if we will plant Nettles, or 
fow Lettice; fet Hyflop, and weed up Time ; fupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or diftreét it with many; e- 
ther have it iteril with Idlenefs, or manured with Induftry, 
why the Power,and corrigible Authority of this lyes in our 
Will. If the Ballance of our Lives had net one feale of 
Reafon to poife another of Senfuality, the blood ard. bafe- 
nefs of our Natures would condu@ us to moft prepofterous 
Conclufions, But we have Reafon, to cool our raging Mo+ 
tions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted Lufts ; whereof I take 
this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, or Syem 

Rod. Xt cannot be. 

Fago. It is meerly aLuft of the Blood, and a Permiffion 
of the Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy felf ? drown 
Cats and blind Puppies. I have profeft me thy Friend, 
and { corfefs me knit to thy deferving, with Cablis of per- 
durable toughnefs, I could never better fteed thee than 
now. Put Mony tn thy Purfe ; follow thou thefe Wars, 
defeat thy Favour with an ufurped Beard; I fay, put 
Mony in thy Purfe. It cannét be long that Defdemona 
fhould continue her Love to the Moor. Put Mony in thy 
Purfe nor he his to her. It was a violent Commence- 
ment in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable S queftration, 
but putMony in thy Purfe. Thefe Moors are changeable in their 
Wills; 4ll thy Purfe with Mony. The Food thit to him, 
now, is as lufcious as Locufts, thall tohim fhortly be as bit- 
ter asColoquintida.. Shemuft change fer Youth; when fhe 
is fated with his Body, fhe will fiod the Errors of her 
Choice. Therefore put Mony in thy Purfe. If thou wilt 
needs damn thy felf, do it a more delicate way than drown- 
ing. Make all the Mony thou canft, If Sar€imony and 
a frail Vew betwixt an erring Barbarian and f.per-fubtle 
Venetian be not too hard for my Wits, and all the Tribe of 
Hell, thou fhalt enjoy her ; therefore make Mony. A pox of 
Crowning thy felf, itis clean out of the way. Seck thou rather 
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to be hang’d in compafling thy Joy, than to be drown’d, i 
} 


and go without her. hi 
Rod. Wilt thou be falt to my hopes, if I depend on the Healt 
Iffue ? be 
Fago. Thou art fure of me: Go make Mony. I have Nea 
» told thee often, and I re-tellthee again and again, I hate the 
| Moor. .My Cauf@ is hearted; thine hath no lefs reafon. 
Let us be conjunGiive in our revenge againft him. If thou 
eanft cuckold him, thou doft thy felfa Pleafure, me a Sport. 
There are many Events in the womb of Time, which will 
be delivered. Traverfe, go, provide thy Mony. We will 
have more of this to morrow. Adieu, 
Rod, Where thall we meet i’th’ Morning 2 
Fago. At my Lodging. 
Rod, Vil be with thee betimes. 
Fage. Go to, farewel.. Do you hear, Rodorigo 3 
Rod. W’ll fell all my Land. [ Exit. 
Jago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purfe ; | 
For | mine own gain’d Koowledge fhould profane, 
IfI would time expend with fuch a Swain, 
But for my Sport and Profit: I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my Sheets 
He has done my Office. I know not ift be true—— 
But I, for meer fufpicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for furety. He holds me well 
The better fhall my Purpofe work on him ; 
Caffio’s a proper Man: Let me fee now, 
To get this place, and to plume up my Will 
In double Knavery----How ? how 2----Let’s {ee--- 
After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s Ears, 
That he is too familiar with his Wife 
He hath a Perfon, and a fmooth Difpofe 
To be fufpe&ted ; fram’d to make Women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 
That thinks Men honeft, that but feem to be fo, 
And will as tenderly be led by th’ Nofe 
As Affes are: 
I have’t----it is ingendred ---~ Hell and Night 
Muft bring this monftrous Birth to the World’s light. 
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AC lis C EWN 2ew 
SCENE Ihe Capital Cay of Cyprus. 


Exier Montano, aud Gentlemen. 


mgt PA HAT, from the Cape, can you difcern at Sea? 
1 Gent. Nothing at all, itt@s a high wrought 
Flood ; 
T cannot ’twixt the Heav’ns and the Main 
Defcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the Wind hath {poke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’er fhook our Battlements; 
If it hath ruffian’d fo upon the Sea, 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we hear of this? 
> Gent. A Segregation of the Turki/b Fleet; 
For do but fland upon the foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow feems to pelt the Clouds, 
The wind-fhak’d Surge, with high and monflrous Main, 
Seems to caft Water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th’ever fixed Pole; 
I never did like moleftation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mont. lf that the Turki fh Fleet 
Be not infhelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’'d: 
It is impoffible to bear it owt. 
Enter a Gentleman. 
3 Gent. News, Lads; our Wats are done 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 
That their defignment halts. A noble Ship of Venice 
Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleet. 
Mont. How! is this true? 
3 Gent. The Sip is put in; a Veroneffo, Michael Caffio, 
Lieutenant of the Warlike Moor, Orhello, 
Is come on fhore; the Moor himfelf’s at Sea; 
And is in full Commiflion here for Cyprus. 
Mout. Lam glad ont; *Tis-a worthy Governor. 
3 Gent. But this fame Caffie, though he fpeak of Comfort, 
Touching the Tarkifh Lofs, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor he fafe; for they were parted 
Tan With 
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With foul and violent Tempett. 

Mont. Pray Yeav'ns he be: 
For I have ferv’d him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier, Let’s to the Sea-fide, hoa; 
As well to fee the Veffel that comes 1n, 
As to throw out our Eyes for brave Ozhello, 
Even ’til] we make the Main and th’ Ertal blue, 
An indiftinct regard. 

Gent. Come, let’s do fo; 
For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivance. 


: 


Enter Caffio. 

Caf. Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike Ifle, 
That fo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heav’ns 
Give him Defence againft the Elements, 

For I have loft him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mont. 1s he well thipp’d? 

Caf. His Bark is ftoutly timber’d, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv’d Allowance; 

Therefore my hopes, not furfeited to Death, 

Stand in bold Cure. 

Within, | A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caf. What Noife? 

Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow oth’ Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry a Sail. 

Caf: My hopes do fhape him for the Governor 

Gent. They do difcharge their fhot of courtefie, 
Our Friends at leatt. 

Caf: I pray you, Sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who “tis that is arrived. 
Gent, I fhall. | Exit. 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, 1s your General wiv d? 
Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiev’d a Maid 

That paragons Defcription, and wild Fame: 

One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, 

And in tl’ effential Vefture of Creation, 

Do’s bear an Excellency 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now? who has put in? 

Gent, *Tis one 748% ane to the General. 
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Caf. H’as had moft favourabble and happy {peed ;_ 
Tempefts themfeives, high Seas, and howling Winds, 
The gutrer’d Rocks, and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlefs Keel, 

As having@Senfe of Beaury do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting go fafely by 
The divine Defdemona., 

Mont. What is fhe2 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captain’s Captain; 
Left in the Condu& of the bald Fago, 

Whole Footing here apticipates our thoughts, 
A Sennight’s {fpeed. Great Fove, Othello guard, 
And {well his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 
That he may blefs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Defdemiona’s Arms, 
Give renew d Fire to our extinguifh’d Spirits, 
And give all Cyprus comfort 
Enter Deldemona, Jago, Rodorigo, aud Aumilia. 

Oh behold! 
The Riches of the Ship is come on fhore: 
You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees. 
Fiail to thee, Lady! and the grace of Heav’n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 
Enwhee] thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Caffo, 
What Tidings can you tell me*of my Lord? 

Caf’ He is not yet arriv’d, nor know I ought 
But that he’s well, and will be fhortly here. 

Def. Oh but I fear how loft you Company 2 

Cof. -Che great Contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowfhip.. But hark, a Sail! 

Within.| A Sail, a-Sail, 

Gent. They give this greeting to this Cittadel: 
This likewife ts a Friend, 

Eaf, See for the News: 

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miftrefs 
[ 7o Acmilia. 





Let it not gall your Patience, good Fago, 
That I extend my Manners. °*Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold Shew of Courtefic, 


‘Fago. 
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Fago. Sir, would the give you fo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue fhe oft beftows on me, 
You would have enough, 
Def. Alas! the has no Speech. 
Fago. In faith, too much; 
I find it ftsll, when I have lift to fleep; 
Marry before your Ladifhip, I grant, 
She puts her Tongue a little in her Heart, 
And chides with thinking, 
e£mil. You have little caufe to fay fo. 
Fago. Comeon,come on; you are Pictures out of Doors, 
Bellsin your Parlors, Wild-Cats in your Kitchens, 
Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offended, 
Players in your Hufwifery, and Hufwives in your Beds, 
Def. Oh, fie upon thee, Slanderer. 
Jago. Nay, it is true; or elfe Tam a Turk, 
You rife to play, and go to Bed to work. 
mil, Yeu fhall not write my praife. 
Fago. No, let me not. 
Def. W hat wouldft write of me, if thou fhouldft praife me2 
Jago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to’t, 
For I am nothing, if not Critical. 
Def. Come on, affay. There’s one gone to the Harbour--- 
Jago. Ay, Madam. 
Def. { am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing Lam, by feeming otherwife ; 
Come, how wouldft thou praife me? 
Fago. Lam about it, but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 


out Brains and all. But my Maufe labours, and thus fhe is 
delivered. 


If fhe be fair and wife, fairne{3 and wit, 
The one’s for ufe,. the otber #feth it. 


Def, Well prais’d; how if fhe be black and witty? 


Fago. If fhe be black, and thereto have aWit, 
She'll find a white that fhall. her blackue/s fit. 


Defi Worle and worfe. 
eZ mil. How if fair and foolith ! 
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Fago. She never yet was fooli fh that was fair, 
For even her Folly helpt her to an Heir. 

Def. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools laugh 
rth’ Alehoufe. What miferable Praife haft thou for her 
that’s foul and foolifh 2 

‘Fago. There's none fo foul and fooli fh thereunto, 

But does foul Pranks, which fair and wife ones do. 

Def. Oh heavy Ignorance! thou praifeft the worft beft. 
But what Praife could{t thou beftow on a deferving Wo- 
man indeed? Qne, that in the authority of her Merit, did 
juftly put on the vouch of very Malice it felf. 


Fago. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had Tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lackt Gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wifb, and yet [aid Now I may; 
She that being anger’d, her Revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ftay, and her difpleafure fly; 

She that in Wifdom never was fo frail 

To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon’s Tail; 
She that could think, and ne'er difclofe her Mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look behind; 

She was a Wight, (if ever [uch Wight were,) 

D:f: To do what ? 

‘Fago. To fuckle Fools, and Chronicle {mall Beer. 


Def? Oh moft Jame and impotent Conclufion. Do not 
learn of him, emilia, tho’ he be thy Husband. How 
fay you, Cajfio, is he not a moft profane and liberal Coun- 
feHloré 

Caf. He {peaks home, Madam, you may relifh him more 
in the Soldier, than inthe Scholar. 

Fago. Afide.| He takes her by the Palm; ay, well faid-- 
whifper---With as little a Web as this, will Tenfiare as great 
a Fly as Ca/fe. Ay,{mile upon her, do---I will gyvetheein 
thine own Courtfhip. You fay true, ’cis fo indeed---If fuch 
Tricks as thefe {trip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had 
been better you had not kifs’d your three Fingers fo oft, 
which now again you are moft apt to play the Sir in. Very 
good---weill- kifs’d, and excellent Curtefie---’ris fo indeed---- 
Yet again---your Fingers to your Lips? Would they were 
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Clifter-pipes for your fake. [ Trampet. 
The Moor, I know his Trumpet. 
Caf. ’Tis truly fo. 
Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 
Caf. Lo, where he comes! 
Enter Othello, and Attendants. 
Oih..O my fair Warior! 
Def: My dear Orhello. 
Orb. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 
To fee you here beforeme, O my Sous Joy! 
Wafter every Tempeft come fuch Calms, 
May the Winds blow, ‘till they have waken’d Death: 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas 
Olympus high; and duck egain as low 
As Hell’s from Heav’n. If it were now to dye, 
’T were now to be moft hsppy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content fo abfolute, 
That not another Comfort hike to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Def. The Heavn’s forbid, 
But that our Loves and Comforts fhould increafe, 
Even as our Days do grow. 
Orth, Amen to that, fweet Powers! 
I cannot fpeak enough of this Content, 
It ftops me here: It is too much of Joy, 
And this and this the greateft Difcords be [ Kiffing here 
That ¢’er our Hearts fhall mske. 
Fago. Oh. you are well tun’d now ; but I'll fet down the 
Pegs that make this Mufick, 2s honeft as 1 am. | Afide. 
Orb, Come, let’s to the Caftle. 
Now, Friends, our Wars are done; the Turks are drown’d. 
How does my old Acquaintance in this Ifle¢ 
Honey, you fhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
Ihave found great Love amongft them. O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote 
In mine own Comforts. Iprethee, good Fage, 
Go to the Bay, and difembark my Coffers: 
Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his Worthinefs 
Does challenge much refpect. Come, De/demona, 
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Once more well met at Cyprus. 
| Exeuut Othello and Defdemona, 

Fago. Do you meet me prefently at the Harbour. Come 
thither, if chou be’ft valiant; as they fay, bafe Men being 
in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, more than 
is native to them---lift me; the Lieutenant to Night watches 
on the Court Guard. Firft, I muft tell’ thee this: De/- 
demona is directly in Love with him, 

Rod. With him? why, ’tis not poffible. 

Fago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be inftruc- 
ed. Mark me with what Violence fhe tov’d the Moor, but 
for bragging, and telling her fantaftical Lies, Io love 
him ftill for prating, let not thy difereet Heart think it, 
Her Eye muift be fed. And what Delight fhall the haveto 
look on the Devil? When the Blood is made dull with 
the AG of Sport, there fhould be a game to inflame It, 
and to give fatiety a frefh Appetite; Lovelinefs in favour, 
Sympathy in Years, Manners, and Beauties: All. which 
the Moor is defeGtive in, Now for want of thefe re- 
quir’d Conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find it 
felf abus’d, begin toheave the gorge, difrelifh and abhor 
the Moor; very Nature will inftru@ her in it, and com- 
pel her to fome fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted, 
(as it is amoft pregnant and unfore’d Pofition) who ftands 
fo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as.Ca/fo does: A 
Knave very voluble; no further Confcionable, than in 
putting oa the meer form of Civil and Human feeming, 
for the better compafs of his Salt, and moft hidden. loofe 
Affe€tion? Why none, why none. A flippery and fubrle 
Knave, a finder of Occafions; that has an Eye can ftamp 
aod counterfeit Advantages, though true Advantage never 
prefent it felf. A Devilifh Knave! befidcs, the Knave is 
handiom, young, and hath all thofe Requfities in him, that 
folly and green Minds look after. A peftilent compleat 
Knave! and the Woman h.th found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her, the’s full of moft blefid 
C indition. 

Fago. Blefs'd Figs end. The Wine fhe drinks is made 
of Grapes. If fhe had been blefs’d, fhe would never have 
lov’d the Moor: Blefs’d puddings Didft thou not. fee 
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her paddle with the palm of ):is Hana? Didft’ not mark 
that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I'did; but that was but Courtefie. 

Fago. Letchery by this Hind: An Index, and obfcure 
Pro} gue tothe Aiftory of Lult, and foul Thoughts. They 
met fo near with their Lops, that their Breaths embrac’d 
topether, Villanons Thoughts, Redorigo, when thefe Mu- 
tabilities fo mafhal the way, hard at hard comes the Ma- 
fter, and main Exercife, th’ incorporate Conclufion: Pifh--- 
But, Sir, be you rul’d by me. I have brought you from 
Venice. Watch youto Nighr; for che Command, [’ll lay’e 
upon you. Cafio knows you not; I'll not be far from you. 
Do you find {ome Occafion to anger Caffio, either by {peak- 
ing too lend, or tainting his Difcipline, or from what o- 
ther courfe you p'e.fe, which thetime fhalimore favourably 
mipiter. 

Rod. Wel}. 

Fago. Sir, he’s Rath, and very fudden in Choler: And 
happily may {trike ac you, provoke him that he may; for 
even out of that will I caufe thofe of Cypras to mutiny. 
Whofe ‘Qualification fhall come into no tue tafte again, 
but by difplanting of Cafio, So fhall.you have a fhortec 
journey to your Defires, by the means [ thall then have 
to prefer them. And the Impediment molt profitably re- 
moved, wichout the which there were no expedition of 
our Profperity. 

Rod. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any Oppor- 
tunity. 

age. 1 warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Citta~ 
del. 1 muft fetch his Neceffaries afhore. Farewel. 

Rod. Adieu. [ Exit. 

Fago. That Caffe loves her, I do well believe’: 

That the loves him, ’tis apt, and of great Credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that 1 endure him not, 

Is of a conftant,. loving, noble Nature, 

And I dare think, hell prave to Defdemona, 

A moft dear Husbaed. - Now I do love her too, 
Not out of abfolute Luft, though peradventure 

I ftand accountant for as great a Sin, 


But partly led to diet my Revenge, 
For 
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For that I do fufpect the lufty Moor 

Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts whereof, 
Doth, lke a poifonous Mineral, gnaw my Inwards ; 
And nothing can, or fhali content my Sou! 

> Till Lameven'd with him, Wife for Wile: 

Or failing fo, yet that { put the Moor, 

At leaft into a Jealoufie fo ftrong, 

That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
If this poor Trath of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, ftand the putting ony. 

Vil have our Adichael Caffio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb, 

For [ fear Ca/fio with my Night Cap too, 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me; 
For making him egregioufly an Afs, 

And practifing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even tomadnefs. Lis here——but yet confus’d, 
Knaveries plain Face, is never feen, ‘till usd, | Exit. 
Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 

Her. It is Otbello’s pleafure, our Noble and Valiant Gee 
neral; that upon certain Tidings now arriv’d, importing the 
meer Perdition of the Turkifb Fleet, every Man put him- 
{elf into Triumph. Some to dance, fome to make Bone- 
fires, each Man to what Sport and Revels his addiction 
leads him. For befides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptial. So much was his pleafure thould 
be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liber- 
ty of Feafting, from this prefent hour of Five, ‘till the Bell 
have toll’d eleven. 

Blefs the Ifle of Gprus, and our noble General Orhello, 
| Exite 
Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caffio, and Attendants. 

Orh. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to Night. 
Let’s teach our felves that honourable ftop, 

Not to out-{port Difcretion. 

Caf. Fazo hath dire@ion what to do. 

But notwithftanding with my perfonal Eye, 
Will I look to’t. 

Oth. Fago is molt honett : 

Michael, good Night. To Morrow with your earlieft, 
Let me have fpegch with you. Come, my dear Love, 
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The Purchace made, the Fruits are to enfue, 

That Profit’s yet to come tween me and you. 

Good Night. | Exit 

Enter Jago. 
Caf. Welcome, Fago: we mult to the Watcs. 

 Fago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: "tis not yet ten o’ th’ 
Clock. Our General caf} us thus early for the love of his 
Defdemona: Whom let us nor therefore blame; he hath 
not yet made wanton the Night with her: And the is {port 
for Jove. 

Caf. She's a moft exquifite Lady. 

Fago. And Vil warrant her full of Game. 

Caf. Indeed fhe’s a molt frefh and delicate Creature. 

Fago. What an Eye the has ? 

Methinks it founds 2 Parley to Provecation. 

Caf. An inviting Eye; 

Aud yet methinks right modeft. 
Fago. And when the {peaks, 
Isit not an Alarum to Love? 

Caf: She is indeed PerfeG@ion. 

Fago. Well, Happinefs to their Sheets : Come, Lieutenant, 
Ihave a ftoop of Wine, and here without are a brace of 
Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meafure to the Health 
of black Oshello. | 

Caf. Not to Night, good Fago: I have very poor and 
unhappy Brains for drinking, I cou'd we!l with Courtefie 
would invent fome other cuftom of Entertainmint, 

Fago. Oh, they are our Friends: But ene Cup I'll drirk 
for you. 

Caf. 1 have drunk but one Cup to Night, and thae was 
craftily qualified toos,And behold what Ipovatton it makes 
here. I am infortunate in the fofirmity, and dare not task 
my_weeknefs with any more. 

Fago. What, Min? ’tis a Night of Revels, the GalJants 
defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

Fago. Here, at the Door; I pray you call them in, 

Caf. Vii do’t, but # diflikes me. | Exit Caflio. 

Fago. If I can faften but one Cup upon bim, 

With that which he hath drunk to Night already, 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, | 
a oe aoe As 
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As my young Miftrefs’s Dog. 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorize, 
Whom Love hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide our, 
To Defdemona hath to Night carouz’d, 
Potations, pottle-deep 5 ana he’s to watch, 
Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble {welling Spirits, 
That hold their Honours ia a wary diftance, 
The very Elements of this warlike Ifle, 
Have I to Night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 
And they watch too. Now ’mongft this flock of Drunkards, 
Am I to put our Caffe infome Aétion 
That. may offend the Ifle. But here they come. 
Enter Caffio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 
If Confequence do but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails fr:ely, both with Wind and Stream. 
Caf. "Fore Heav’n, they have given me a rowfe already. 
Mon. Good faith a little one: Not paft a Pint, as lam a 
Soldier. 
Fago. Some Wine ho! | Jago figs. 


And let me the Canakin clink, clink, 
And let me tbe Cannakin clink. 
AA Soldier's a Man; Oh, Man’s Life's but a Span, 
Why then let a Soldier drink, 
Some Wine, Boys. 

Caf, ’Fore Heav’n, an excellent Song. 

Fage. I jearn’d it in England: Where indeed they are 
moft potent in Potting. Your Daze, your German, and 
your fwag-belly’d Hollander,---drink ho---are nothing to your 
Engli fh. 

Caf. Is your Exglifhman fo exquifite in his drinking? 

Fago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 
dead Drunk. He {wears not to overthrough your Almain. 
Fle gives your Hollander a Vomit, e’er the next Pottle. can 
be fill’d. 

Caf: To the Health of our General, 

Mon. J am for it, Lieutenant: And I'll do you Juftice. 

Fago. Oh {weet England, 


King Stephen was and-a worthy Peer, 
fiis Breeches coft him but a Crown, 
Fle held them fix Pence all too dear, 
«| With that he call'd the Tailor Lown: He 
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He was a Wight of high Renown, 

And thou art but of low degree :. 

"Tis Pride that pulls the Conntry down, 
nd take thy awl'd Cloak about thee. 


Some Wine ho. 

Caf: Why this is a more exquifite Song than the 
other. ° 

Fago. Will you heart again.¢ . 

Caf. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his Place, 
that does thofe things. Well----Heaven’s above all; and 
there be Souls that muft be faved, and there be Souls muft nor 
be faved. 

Fago. It’s true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf: For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any Man of Quality ; I hope to be faved. 

Fago. And fo do E too, Lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but by your leave, not before me. The Lieu- 
tenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let’s haveno more 
of this ; let’s to our Affairs. Forgive our Sins----Gentlemen, 
let’s look to our Bufinefs. Do not think, Gentlemen, I am 
Drunk: This is my Ancient, this is my right Hand, and 
this is my left. I am not drunk now; I can {tand well e- 
nough, and I fpeak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then; you muft not think then, that 
I am drunk. 

Men. To the Platform, Mafters, come, let’s fee the 
Watch. 

Fago. You fee this Fellow that. is gone before, 

He isa Soldier, fit to ftand by Cz/ar; 

And give direGtion. And:do but fee his Vice, 
Tis to his Virtues a juft Equinox, : 
The one as long as th other, °Tis pity of him ; 
I fear the Truft Orshello puts him in, 

On fome odd rime of his Infirmity, 

Will fhake this Ifland. 

Mon, But is he ofcen thus. 

Fago. >T Is evermote his P:ologue to his Sleep, 
Hell watch the Horologue a double Ser, 

Vo Le V. LI . If 
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If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. \t were well 
The General were put in mind of its 
Perhaps he fees it not, ot his good . Nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caffio, 

And looks not on his Evils: Is not this true? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Fago. How now, Rodorigo ! 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mont. And “tis great pity thatthe Noble Moor 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft Infirmity ; 

Ie were an honeft A@ion, to fay fo 
To the Moor. 
Fago, Not ¥, for this fait IMand; 
I do love Caffo well, end would do mitch 
To cure him of this Evil, But hark, what Noife? 
Enter Caflio purfuing Rodorigo. 

Caf. You Rogue! you Rafcal! 

Mon, What's the Matter, Lieutenant? 

Caf. A Koaveteach me my Duty? I'll beat the 
Khave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Road. Beat me 

Czf. Doft thou prate, Rogte 2 

Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant ; | Staying him. 
I prey you, Sir, hold your Hand. 

Caf. Let me go, Sir, or I'll know you o'er the Mazzard, 

Aton, Come, €cme,. you’re drunk, 

Caf Drunk? [They fight. 

fago, Away I fay, ‘go out and cry a Mutiny. 

) [ Exit Rodorigo, 
Nay, good Lieutenant ~Alas, Gentlemen 
Help ho! Lieutenant——Sir Atontano 
Help Mafters ! Here's a goodly Watch indeed 
Who’s that which rings the Bell Diablo, ho! 
































: [ Bell rings. 
The Town will rife. Fie, fie, Lieutenant ! 
You will be fham’d for ever. 
_ Enter Othello, and Aztevilants, 
Oth, What.is the matter here 2 
: Mon, 
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Mon. 1 bleed ftill, Iam hurt, bur oct to th’ Death. 
Orth. Hold for your Lives. 3 
Jaco. Holdho ! Lieurenant---Sir---4402tano---Gentlemeén--s 

Have you forgot all place of Senfe and Duty ? 

Hold. The General {peaks to you hold for fhame———= 
Ozh. Why how now Wo ? From whence arifeth this ¢ 

Are we turo’d Txrks 2 and to our felves do that 

Which Heav’n hath forbid the Ortomites. 

For Chriftian thame, put by this barbarous Brawl ; 

He that ftirs next to carve for his own Rage, 

Holds his Soul light: He dies upon his Motion, 

Dilence that dreadful Bell, ic frights the Ifle 

From her propriety. What is the matter, Mafters ¢ 

Honeft ago, that looks dead with grieving, 

Speak : Who began this? On thy Love I charge thee. 
Fago. I-do not know ; Friends all, but now, even row 

In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 

Divelting them for Bed ; and then, but now 

As if fome Planet had unwirted Men, 

Sword out, and tilting one at othe:’s Breafts, 

tn oppofition bloody. I cannor fpeak 

Any beginning to this peevith odds, 

And would in A@ion glorious, I had loft 

Thofe ‘Legs that brought me to a part of it. 
Oth. How comes it, AZichael, you are thus forgot ? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot {peak. 
Orh. Worthy AZontane, you were wont to be civil: 

The gravity and ftillnefs of your Youth, 

The World hath noted. And your Name is great 

In Mouths of wifeft cenfure. What’s the matter, 

That you unlace your Reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich Opinion, for the Name 

Of a Night-brawler ? give me anfwer to it, 
Mon, Worthy Othello, 1 am hurt to Danger ; 

Your Officer, F ago, can inform you, 

While I {pare Speech, with fomething now offends me. 

JOF all that I do know, nor know I ought, 

By me that’s faid or done amifs this Night, 

Unlefs Selfcharity be fometimes a Vice, 

And to defend our felves it be a Sin, 
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When Violence affails us. 

Oth. Now, by Fleav ?, 
My Blood begins my {afer Guides to rule, 
And Pafion, having my beft Judgment choler’d, 
Afflays to lead the way. If 1 once ftir, 
Or do but life this Arm, the beft of you 
Shall Gink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began ? Who fet it on ? 
And he that is approv’d in his Offence, 
Tho’ he had twin d with me, both ar a Birth, 
Shall loofeme. Whatin a Town of War, 
Yet wild, the Peoples Hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeftick Quarrel ¢ 
In Night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety ? 
Tis monftrous. ‘ago, who began? 

Mon, Vf partially affio’d, or league in Office, 
Thou doft deliver more or lefs than Truth, 
Thou art no Soldicr. 

Fago. Touch me not fo near ; 

Thad rather have this Tongue cut from my Mouth, 
Than it fhould do offence to Afichael Caffio. 

Yet I perfwade my felf, to {peak fo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This ir 1s, General: 
Montano and my felf being in Speech, 

There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Cuffio following him with dere:min’d Sword, 
To execute vpon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps into Ca/fio, and intreats his paufe ; 

My felf the crying Fellow did parfue, 

Left by his Clamour, at-it fa fell out, 

The Town might fall in fright. He, fwift of Foot, 
Out-ran my purpofe: And | return’d the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caffio high in Oath; which ‘till to Night 
I ne'er might fay before. W hen I came-back, 
For this was brief, I fourd thim clofe together 
At blow, and thruft, even as again they were 
When you your felf did part them. 

More of this matter cannot IT report, 

But. Men are Men ; the beft fometimes forget ; 
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Tho’ Caffio did fome little wrong to him, 
As Men in rage, ftrike thofe that with them beft, 
Yet furely Cajfio, I believe, receiv 'd 
From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity, 
Which Patience could not pals. 

Oth, I know, F420, 
Thy honefty and love doth mince this Matter, 
Making it light to Caffio : Caffio, I love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine. 

Enter Defdemona attended. 


Look if my gentle Tove be not rals’d up ° 


[ll make thee an Example. 

Def. What's the matter, Dear ? 

Orb. All’s well, Sweeting; 
Come, away to Bed. Si for your hurts, 

My felf will be your Surgeon. Lead him of : 
ag, look with care about the Town, 
And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diffracted: 
Come, Defdemona, ‘tis the Soldiers Lifes 
To have their balmy Stumbers wak’d with Strife. { Exeunt. 
Manent ago and Caflir. 

ago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant 2 

Caf. Ay» paft all Surgery: 

Fago. Mitrys Heav’n forbid. 

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation! Oh I have 
lot my Reputation / t have loft the immortal part of my 
felf, and what remains is beftial, My Reputation, Fagos 
my Reputation 

Fago. As Lam an honeft Man, 1 had thought you had 
receiv'd fome bodily ground ; there is more Senf: in that 
than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, ard molt falfe 
Impofiticn 5 oft got without merit, and loft without de- 
ferving. You have loft no Reputation at ali, unlefs you 
repute your relf fuch a lofer. What Man there are 
more ways to recover che General again. . You are but now 
caft in his Mocd, a punifhment more in Policy, than im 
Malice, even fo as one would beat his offencelefs Dog to 


affright an imperious Lion, Sue to him again, and hes 
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Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis’¢, than to deceive 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo druosken, and 
fo indifcreet an. Officer. Drank? and fpeak, Parrot? And 
{quabble? Swagger? Swear? And difcourfe Fuftian with 
ones own Shadow? O thou invifible Spirit of Wine! 
if thou haft no Name to be known by, let us call thee 
Devil. 
Jago. What was he that you follow’d with your Sword? 
what had he done to you? 

Caf. Iknow not. 

Fago. Ist poflible? 

Caf. ¥ remember a Mafs of things, but nothing diftiné- 
ly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Ob, that Men fhould 
put an Enemy in their Mouths, to fteal away-their Brains ? 
That we fhould with joy, pleafance, revel and applaufe, 
transform our felves into Beafts. 

Jago. Why, but you are now well enough: How ‘came 
you thus recover'd 2 


Caf: It hath pleas’d tlie Devil, Drunkennefs, to. give place 


tothe Devil, Wrath; one unperfectnefs fhews me another, 
to make me frankly defpife my felf. 

Jago. Come, you are too fevere a Moraller, As the Time, 
the Place, and the Condition of thisCouatry ftands, I could 
heartily with this had not befaln: Bue fince it is, as it is, 
mend it for your own Good. 

Caf, I will ask him for my Place again, he fhall tell me, 
1 ama Drunkard? Had [I as many Mouths as Hydra, fuch 
an anfwer would ftop them all, To be now a fenfible Man, 
by and by a Fool, and prefently a Beaft. Oh ftrange! 
Every inordinate Cup is unblefs’d, and the Ingredient is a 
Devil. 

Fage. Come, come, good. Wine is a good familiar 
Creature, if it be well usd: Exclaim no more againft 
it. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I love 

OUs 
3 Caf. I have well approv’d it, Sir. I drunk! 

Fazo. You, orany Man living, may be drunk at a time, 
Man. I tell you what you thall do: Our General’s Wife 
is now the General. I may fay fo, in this refpeé, for 
that he hath devoted, and. given up himfelf to the Con- 
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templation, mark, and Devotement of her Parts and 
Graces. Confefs your felf freely to her: Importune her 
help, to put you in your Place again. Sheis of fo free, fo 
kind, fo apt, fo blefled a Difpofition, the holds it a Vice 
in her Goodnefs, not to do more than fhe is requefted. 
This broken Joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
her to fplinter. And my Fortunes agoinft any lay worth 
naming, this crack af your Love, hall grow ftronger than 
it was before, 
Caf; You advife me well. 
Fago. 1 proteft in the fincerity of Love, snd honeft 
Kuindnefs, 
Caf. 1 think it freely: And betimes in the Morning, 
I wil befeech the virtuous Defdemona to undertake for 
me: I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Fage. You are inthe right: Good Night, Lieutenant, 1 
muft to the Watch. 
Caf. Good Night, honeft Fage. [ Exit Caflio. 
Fago. And what’s he then, that fays I play the Villain? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeft, | 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Moor again. For "tis moft eafie, 
Th’ inclining Defdemona. to fubdue 
In any honeft Suit. She’s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free Elemenrs. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were’t to renounce his Baptifm, 
All Scals aod Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is fo enfetter’d toher Love, 
That fhe may make, unmake, do what the lift, 
Even as her Appetite thall play the God 
With his weak Fus@ion, How am { then a Villain, 
To counfel Caffio to this parallel courfe, 
Direétly to his good? Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeft Sins put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heav’nly Shews, 
As} donow. For while this honeft Fool 
Plies De/demona, ©0 repair his Fortune, 
And fhe for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this Peftilence into his Ear: 


That fhe repeals him, for her Body’s Luft, 
geese. Ll 4 | And 
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And by how much the ftrives to do him good, 
She fhail undo her Credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her Virtue into pitch, 
And out of her own goodnefs make the Net, 
That fhall enmath them all. 
How now, Rodorigo? 

Enter Rodorigo, 

Rod. I do follow here in the Chace, not like a Hound 
that haunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My Mony 1s al- 
mott fpent; I have been to Nizht exceedingly wel] cudgel- 
led, and I think the Iffue will be, [ thall have fo much Ex- 
perience for my Pains; and fo with no Mony at all, and a 
little more Wit, return again to Venice. | 

Fag. How poor are they that have not patience? 

W hat wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 

Thou know’ft we work by Wit, and not by Witchcraft; 
And Wit depends on dilatory time: 

Does’t not go well? Ca/fio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that {mall hurt haft cathier’d Caffio: 

Dho’ other things grow fair againft the Sun, 

Yet Fruits that bloffom firft, will firft be ripe: 

Content thy felfa while. In troth ’tis Morning ; 

Pleafure and A@ion make the hours feem fhort. 

Retire thee; go where thou art Billetted: 

Away, I fay, thou fhalt know. more hereafter: 

Nay, get thce gone. | Exit Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done; 

My Wife muft move for Caffio to her Miftrefs: 

Pil fet her on my felf.a while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump, when he may Caffe find 
Solliciting his Wife: Ay, that’s the way: 


Dull not Device, by coldnefs and celay. [ Exie, 
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ANG (< Th eS CEN’ Bad. 


SCENE Othello’s Palzce. 


Enter Caflio, Aduficians, and Clown. 


Caf. Alters, play here. I will content your Pains, 
Something that’s brief; and hid» good mor- 
row, General. 

Clown. Why, Mafters, have your Inftruments been in 
Naples, that they {peak ith’ Nofe thus ? 

Muff: How, Sir, how? 

Clown. Are thefe, I pray you, wind Inftruments ? 

Muf: Ay,.matry are they, Sir. 

Clown, Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs.a Tale, Sir? 

Clown. Marry, Sir, by many a ‘wind Inftrumest. that I 
know. But, Matters, here’s Mony for yous sAnd the Ge- 
neral fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loves 
Sake to make no Noife with ir. 

Muf, Well, Sir, we will nor. 

Clown. If you have any Mufick that may not be heard, 
to’c again. But, asthey fay, to hear Mufick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 

Auf. We have none fuch, Sir. 

Clow. Then put up your Pipes inyour Bag, for I'l] away. 
Go, vanifh into Air, away. | Exie Muff. 

Caf? Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ? 

Clown. No, I hear not your honeft Friend; f hear you. 

Caf: Prethee, keep up thy Quilkts, there’s.a poor piece 
of Gold for thee: If the Gentlewoman that attends the 
General’s Wife be ftirring, tell her there’s one Caffio entreats 
of her a little Favour of Speech. Wile thou do this? 

Clown. She ts flirring, Sir, if the will ftir hither, I. thall 
feem to notifie unto her, | Exit Clown, 

Caf: Do my good Friend. | 

Enter Jago. 
In ha time, ago. 
are, You eae been a-bed then ? 


Caf, 
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Caf. Why, no; the day had broke before we parted. 
Ihave made bold, Fago, to fend in to your Wife ; 
My fuit to her is, that fhe will to virtuous De/demona 
Procure me fome accefs, 
Fago. Vil fend her. to you prefently : 
And I'll devife a Mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your Converfe and Bufinefs 
May be more-free. | Exit. 
Caf: 1 humbly thank you for’t. IT never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honett. 
Enter Amilita. 3 
e4imil. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am forry 
For your Difpleafure ; but all will fure be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it : 
And fhe {peaks for you ftoutly. The Moor replies 5 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cypras, 
And great Affinity 5 and that in wholfom Wifdom | 
He might not but refufe you. But he protefts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 
Caf. Yet, I befeech you, 
If you think fit, or that ic may be done, 
Give me Advantage of fome brief Difcourfe 
With Defdemon alone. 
eEmil. Pray, com? if.3 
I will beftow you where you fhall have time 
To {peak your Bofom freely. . 
Caf. 1 am much bound to you. [Exeunt. | 
Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen, 
Orth, Thefe Letters give, ‘Fago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate ; 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 
Fago. Well, my good Lord, I'll do’t. 
Orb. This Fortification, Gentlemen, thal] we {fee’t ? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordfhip. | Exeunte 
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SCENE 


“ ee ‘ 


S CEN E Tl. . An Apartment. 


Enter Defdemona, Caflio, azd Emilia. 


Def. Bethou affur'd, good Caffa, I will do 
All my Abiliti¢s ia thy behalf. 

e4mil, Good: Madam, do; 

I warrant it grieves my Husband, 
As if the Caufe wete his, 

Def. Qh that’s an honeft Fellow; do not doubt, Ca/fie, 
But I willhave my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caf; Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever thalil_ become of Adichael Caffio, 
He’s never any thing but your true Servant. 

Def. Lkhow’t, I thank you; you do love my Lord, 
You have known-him long, and be you well aflur’d, 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off, 

Than in a politick diftance. 

Caf. Ay, but Ladys 

That Policy may either laft fo long, 

Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh Diet, 
Or breed it felf fo out of Cireumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 

Def: Do not doubt that; before e£msilia here, 
I give thee Warrant of thy place. Affure thee, 
If f do vow a Friendfhip, Pll perform it 
To the laft Article. My-Lord fhall never reft, 
ll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 
His Bed fhall feem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
I'l intermingle every thing he do's 
With Ca/fo’s fuits Therefore be merry, Caffe, 
For thy Sollieitor fhall rather die, 

Than give thy Caufe away, 
Exter Othello and Jago. 

-4mil. Madam, here comes my Lord, 

Caf. Madam, I'll take my leave. 
Def, Why ftay, and hear me {peak, 
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Caf; Madam, not now; I am very ill at eale. 
Unfit for mine own purpofes. 
Def; Well, do your diferetion. [ Exit Caffio, 
Fagoe Hah? I like not that. 
Oth, What doft thou fay ? 
Fago. Nothing, my Lord; or if I know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Caffio parted from my Wife? 
Fago. Cafio, my Lord? No fure, I cannot think it, 
That he would fteal away fo guilty-like, 
Seéing you coming. 
Oth. [ do believe ’twas he. 
Def; How now, my Lord? 
I have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A Man that languifhes in your Difpleafure. 
Orth. Who is’t you mean? 
Def. Why your Lieutenant Caio. Good my Lord, 
IfI have any grace, or power to move you, 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
For if he be-not one that truly loves -you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning; 
I have no judgment in an honeft Face. 
I prethee call him back. 
Orh. Went he hence now ? 
Def. 10 footh, fo humbled, 
That he hath lef: part of his Grief with me 
To {ufer with him, Good Love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, fweet Defdemona, fome other time. 
Def: But Mhall’t be fhortly ? 
Oth. The fooner, Sweet, for you. 
Def, Shall’ be to Night, at Supper ¢ 
Orth. No, not to Night. 
Def: To morrow Dinner then ? 
Orh. I thal] not dine at home: 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
Def. Why then to morrow Night, on Tuefday morn, 
On Tuefday noon, or night; on Weduefday morn. 
I prethee name thetime, but fet it not 
Exceed three Days; in fairhhe’s Penitent: 
And yet his Trefpafs,-19 aur common reafon, 
Save that they fay the Wars mult make Example, 
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Out of their beft, isnot almoft a Fault 
T’incur a private check. When fhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that I would deny, 
Or ftand fo mam’ring on? What? Adichael Cafio! —_—- 
That came a wooing with you; and fo many a time 
When | have {p ike of you d {>raifingly 
Hath ta’en your part, to have fo much to do 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could do much———__. 
Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
Def. Why, this 1s not a Boon: 
*Tis.as I fhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nourithing Difhes, or keep you warm, 
Or file to you, to doa peculiar Profit 
To your Perfon. Nay, when I have fut, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
Ic thall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, 
And fecrful to be granted. 
Oth. I willdeny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but. a little to my felf. 
Def. Shall [deny you? No: Farewel, my Lord, 

Oth. Fatewel, my Def/demona, V\l come to thee ftraight. 
Def. c&milia, come; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. | Exit. 

Oth. Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But ‘I do love thee; and when [ love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Gago. My noble Lord. 
Orh.. What doft thou foy, Fago? 
Fago. Did Atichael Caffis, 
When you woo'd mv Laty, know of your Love? 
Oth. He did from firft co laft; 
Why dolt thou ask? 
Face. But for a Satisfaction of my Thought, 
No further barm. 
Orb. Why of thy thought... Fago? . 
Fago. 1 did not think he had bezn acquainted with it. 
Orth, O Fes and went berween us very oft. 
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Fage. Indeed! —_+— 
Oth. Indeed! Ay, indeed.. Difcern’ thou ought of that? 

Is he not honetit ¢ 
Fago. Honelt; my Lord? 

Oth, Honeft? Ay, Honeft. 

Fazo. My Lord, for ought I, know. 

Orth, What doft thou think? 

Jago. Thiok, my Lord !.-.- 

Orh, Think, my Lord! Alas, thow eccho’ft me; 

As if there were fome Monfter.in thy thought 

Too hideous to be fhews. Thou doft mean fomething : 

I heard thee fay even now, thou Lik’{t not that.——- 

When Caffio left my Wife... What did’ft not like¢ 

And when I rold thee, -he was.of my Counfe!, 

Of my whole courfe of wooing; thou eried’ft, indeed? 

And didft contra& and purfe thy Brow together, 

As if thou then hadft fhut upin thy Brain 

Some horrible Conceits: If thou dof love me 

Shew me thy thought. 

Fago. My Lord, you know I love you. 
Orh, 1 think thou doft: 

And for I know thour’r full of Love and Honefty, 

And weigh’ft thy Words before thou giv’ft them Breath, 

Therefore thefe ftops of thine fright me the more: 

For fuch things, in a falfe difloyal Knave, 

Are tricks of Cuftom; but in a Manthat’s juft, 

They’re cold Dilations working from the Heart, 

That Paffion cannot rule, 

‘Fago. Kor Michael Cajfio, 

I dare be fworn, I think, that he is honeft. 
Orh. I think fo too, 

Fago. Men fhould be what they feem, 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none. 
Oth. Certain, Men fhould be what they feem. 
Fago Why; then! think Cafio’s an honeft Man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this, 

I pray thee {peak to mé as to my thinkings, 

As thou doft ruminate, and give thy worft of thoughts, 

The worft of Words. 


Tage. 
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Fate. Good, my Lord, pardon me. 

I am not bound te every AG of Duty, 

I am not bound to thar, all Slaves are free co; 

Uttermy Thoughts !-.--Why fey they are vild and falfc ? 

As where’s that Palace, wheremro foul, things 

Sometimes intrude not? who has that Brealt fo pure, 

But fome uncleanly apprehenfions 

Keep Leets, and Law-days, andin Sefons fit 

With Meditations lawful? 

Oth. Thou dof confpire againft thy Friend, Fages 
If thou but think’{t him wrong’d, and mak'ft his Bar 
A Stranger to thy thoughts. 

Fago. I do befeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious if my Guels, 

As I conféfs it is my Nature's Plague 

To fpie into abufes, and of my Jealoufie 

Shapes Faults thac are not, that your Wifdom, 

From one that fo imperfect!y Conceits, 

Would take no Notice, nor build your felfa trouble 

Out of his fcattering, awd unfure Obfervance: 

It were not for your qiviet, ner your good, 

Nor for my Manhood, Honefty and Wifdom, 

To let you know my Thoughts, 

Oth, What doft thou mean? 

Fago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord, 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 

Who fteals my Purfe fteals trafh, ’tis fomething, no- 

thing; 

‘Twas mine, ’tis his, and have been Slave to thoufands; 

But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 
Orh. I'll know thy Thoughts 
Fago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand, 

Nor fhall not, whilft ‘tis in my Cuftody. 

Orh. Ha! 

Fago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealoufie, 

It is the green-ey'd Monfter, which doth mock 

The Meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in Blifs, 

Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger; 

Butoh, what damned Minutes tells he o’er, 
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Who dotes, yet doubts; fufpects, yet ftrongly loves! 
Orh. O Mifery! 
Fago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But Riches finelefs, is as poor as Winter, 
To him that ever fears he fhall be poor; 
Good Heav’n! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealoufie. 
Oth. Why? Why is this? 
Think'ft thou Pd make a Life of Jealoufie? 
To follow {till the Changes of the Moon, 
With freth Sufpicions ? No; tobe once in doubt, 
Is once to be refolv’d: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I fhall turn the Bufinefs of my Soul 
To fuch exufflicate, and blown Surmifes, 
Matching thy inference: ’Tis not to make me Jealcus, 
To fay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, fings, plays, and dances well; 
Where Virtue is, thefe are moft virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak Merits, will I draw 
T he {malleft Pear, or doubt of her Revolt, 
For fhe had Eyes, and chofeme. No, Jago, 
T'll fee before 1 doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. 
Fago. 1 am glad of this; for now I fhall have reafon 
To thew the Leve and Duty that I bear you 
With franker Spir.c. Therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I fpeak not yct of Proof: 
Look to your Wife, obferve her well with Caffis, 
Wear your Eyes, thus; not Jealous, nor Securc; 
I wouid not have your free, and noble Nature, 
Out of Self-bounty be abus’d; look to’t. 
I know our Country difpofition well; 
In Venice ‘they do let Heav’n fee the Pranks 
They dare pot thew their Husbands, their beft Confcienee, 
Is not to Jéave’c undone, but keep’t unknown. 
Oth. Dot thou fay fo ? 
Jago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
Aod when fhe feem’d to fhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them moft. 
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Oth. And fo the did. 
Fago. Why, go to then 5 
She that fo young could give out fuch a feeming 
To feal her Father’s Eyes up, clofe as Oak—-- 
He thought ‘twas Witchcraft--- 
But 1 am. much to blame: 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. I am bound to you for ever. 
Fago. 1 fee this hath a little dafh’d your Spirits, 
Oth. Not ajot, not a jot. 
Fago. Truft me, I fear it has : 
I hope you will confider, what is {poke 
Comes from my Love. But I do fee you're mov’d--4 
I am to pray you, not to ftrain my Speech 
To groffer Iffues, nor to larger Reach, 
Than to Sufpicion. 
Oth. 1 will not. 
Fago. Should you do fo, my Lord, 
My Speech fhould fall into fuch vild Succefs, 
Which my Thoughts aim’d not at, Ga/io’s my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I fee you’re mov’d---- 
Oth. No, not much mov'd 
I do not think but Defdemona’s honeft. 
Fago. Long live fhe fo ; and long live you to think fo. 
Oth. And yet how Nature erring from it felf---- 
Fago. Ays there’s the Point;---+as, to be bold with you; 
Not to aff.@ many propofed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends : 
Foh! cne may fmellsin fuch, a Will moft rank, 
Foul Difproportions, Thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not in Pofition 
Diftin@iy {peak of her, tho’ 1 may fear 
Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country Forms, 
And happily repent. 
Orh, Farewel, farewell; 
If more thou deft perceive, [ct me know more : 
Set on thy Wife to obferve, Leave me, fago, 
Vou. Y: M m Face. 
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Fago, My Lord, I take my Ieave. -  [ Going. 
Othe Why did 1 marry 2 
This honeft Creature, doubilefs, 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
Fago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honour 
To fcan this thing no farther ; leave itto time: 
Altho’ *tis fit that Caffio have his Place, 
For fure he fills it up with great. Abiliry, 
Yet if you pleafe to put him off a while, 
You fhall by that perceive him, and -his wneans ; 
Note, if your Lady ftrain his Entertainment 
With any ttrong, or vehement importunity, 
Much will be {een in that. In the mean time, 
Lert me be thought too bufie in my fears, 
As worthy caufe [I have to fear 1 am, | 
And hold -her free, 1 do befeech ycur Honour. 
Oth. Fear not my Government. 
Fago Lonce more take my leave. | Exit. 
Oth. Fhis Fellow’s of exceding honefly, 
And knows all Quantities, with a learn’d Spirit, 
Of human dealings. HI do prove her Haggard, 
Tho’ that her Jeffes were my dear Heart-ftrings, 
I'd whiftle her off, andlet her down the wind 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am black, 
And have not thofe foft parts of Converfation, 
That Chamberers have ; or for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of Years, yet that’s not much——= 
She’s gone, I am abus’d, and my relief 
Moit be to loath her. Oh curfe of Marriage / 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 
Aod not their Appetites! I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 
For others ufes. Yet ‘tis the plague to Great«ones, 
Prerogativ’d are they lefs than the bafe, 
Tis deftiny unfhurinable like Death; 
Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken. Look where the comes ! 
| Enter Defdemiona and JE. milia. 
If thebe falfe, O then Heav’n mocks it felf; 
| : ri 
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Pll not believ’r. 

Def: How now, my dear Othello ? 

Your Dinner, and the generous Iflanders, 

By you invited, do attend your prefencee 
Orh. I am to blame. 

Def. Why do you {peak fo faintly? 

Are you not well? 

Oth. I have a pain upon my Forehead here. 

Def: Why, that’s with watching, “twill away again. 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

Orh. Your Napkin is too little ; 

[ She drops her Handkerchief. 

Let it alone: Come, I'll goin with you. | Exeunts 
Def. I am very forry that you are not well. 
eZ mil, Yam glad I have found this Napkin ; 

This was her firft remembrahce.from the Moor ; 

My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 

Woo'd me to fteal it. But the fo loves the Token, 

For he conjur’d her, the fhould ever Keep it, 

That the referves it evermore about her, 

To kif and talk to. YVil-have the work ta’en out, 

And give’t ago; what he will do with it, 

Heav’n knows, not I = 

I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. 

Enter Jago. 

Fao. How now ? What do you here alone? 

e#mil. Do not you chide ; 1 have a thing for yous 

Fago. You have a thing for me ? 

It is a common thing 
eAmil. Hah ? 
Fago. To havea foolifh Wife. 

-zmil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that fame Handkerchief @ 

Fago. What Handkerchief 2 

eamil, What Handkerchief 2 
Why, that the Moor firft gave ta De/demona, 

That which fo often you did bid me fteal. 

Fage. Haft ftollen it from her? | 

Amil. No; but the let ic drop by Negligence; 
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And to th’Advantage, I being here, toek’t up: 
Look, here ‘tis. 
Fago. A good Wench, give it me. 
e4mil, What will you do with’t, you have been fo ear- 
neft ro have me filtch it 2 
Fago. Why, what is that to you’? | Snatching it. 
eAAmil. Vf it be not-for forne purpoie of imports 
Give’'t me again. Poor Lady, fhe’ll run mad, 
When the fhall lack 1. 
Fago. Be not acknown on’; 
Thave ufe forit. Go, leave me---- [Exit Aimil, 
I will in Cafio's Lodging lofe this Napkin, 
And let him find it.’ Trifles light as Air 
‘Are to the jealous, Confirmations firong, 
As proofs of holy Writ. This.may do fomething, 
The Moor already changes with my Poifons, 
Which at the firlt are fcarce found to diftafte: 
But with a little a@ upon the Blood, 
Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. I did fay fo. 
Enter Othello. 
Look, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mandragoray 
Nor all the drowfie Syrups of the World, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that {weep Sleep, 
Which thou ow’dft yefterday. 
Oth. Ha! ha! falfe to me! 
Fago. Why; how now, General; no more of that. 
Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haft fet me on the Rack; 
I {wear “tis better to be much abus’d, : 
Than but to know a little. 
Sago. How now, my Lord ?. 
Orh. What fcent had I, in her-ftoln hours of Luft 2 
I faw it not, thought it not, it harm’d not me: 
I flept the next Night well, fed well, was free and merry 
i found not Cajffio’s Kiffes on her Lips ; 
He that is robb’d, not wanting what is ftoln, 
Let him not. know’t, and he’s not robb’d ar all, 
ago. I am forry to hear this. 
Orh. I had been happy if the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tafted her fweet Body, 
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So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind. Farewel Coctent; 
Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 
That make Ambition Virtue ! Oh farewe', 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trump, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th’Ear-piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumftance of glorious War : 
And O you mortal Engines, whofe rude Throats 
Thiimmortal Fove's dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel / Orhello’s Occupation’s gone. 

Fago. \s’t poflible, my Lord ? 

Oth, Villain, be fure thou prove my Lovea Whore; 
Be fure of it : Give me the Ocular Proof, 

[ Catching hold on him, 

Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadft been better have been bora.a Dog, 
Than anfwer my wak’d wrath, 

Fago. Ist come to this 2 

Orh. Make me to fee’t, or, at the leaft, fo prove it, 
That the probation bear no Hinge, nor Loop, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe upon my Life. 

Fago. My Noble Lord. 

Orh. Uf thou doft flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more ; abandon all Remorfe 
On horrors Head, horrors accumulate, 
Do Deeds to make Heav’a weep, ail Earth amaz’d ; 
For nothing canft thou to Damnation add, 
Greater tham that. 

Fago. O Grace! O Heav’n forgive me ! 
Are you a Man? Have youa Soul? Or Senfe ? 
God be wi’ you: Take mine Office. Oh wretched Fool, 
That Jov’ft to make thine Honefty a Vice! 
Oh monftrous World! Take note, take note, O World, 
To be dire& and honeft, is not fafe. 
I thank you for this Profit, and from hence 
‘ T'll love no Friend, fith Love breeds fuch Offence. 
Oth, Nay ftay----thou fhouldft be honeft 
Fage. 1 thould be wife, for Honefty’s a Feol, 


And lofes that it works for. 
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Orh. By the World, 

1 think my Wife is honeft, and think fhe is not; 

I think that thou art juft, and think thou art not; 

[ll have fome proof. My Name that was as frefh 

As Diaw’s Vifaze, 1s now begrim’d and black 

As mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 

Poifon, or Fire, or fuffocating Sticams, 

T’l] not endure it. Would I were fatisfied ! 

Fago. I fee you are eaten up with Paffion: 

L do repent me that I put it to you, 7 

You would be fatished?¢ 
Oth. Would, nay, and I will. 

Faco. And may; but how? how fatished,my Lord? 
Would you the fuper-vifion grofly gape oné 
Behold her topp’d ? 

Oth. Death, and Damnation! Oh! 

Fago. It were a tedious difficulry I think, 

To bring ’em to that profpe&: Dama them then, 

If ever mortal Eyes do fee them bolfter 

More than their own. What then? how then? 

What fhall I fay? Where’s Satisfaction $ 

It is impoffible you fhould fee this, 

Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkeys, 

As fale as Wolves in pride, and Fools as grofs 

As Ignorance, made drunk. But yer, I fay; 

If Imputation and {trong Circumflances, 

Which lead dire@ly to the door of Truth, 

Wi'l give you Satisfaction, you might have’. 
Oth. Give me a living reafon fhe’s difloyal, 
Fago. I do not like the Office; 

But fith I am entred in this Caufe fo far, 

Prick’d to’t by foolifh Honefty and Love, 

Iwill goon. Ilay with Caffo lately, 

And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 

I could not flecp. There area kind of Men, 

So loofe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 

Their Affairs; one of this kind is: Caffo: 

Ia fleep I heard him fay, fweet panies 

Ler us be wary, let us hide our Loves, 

And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, 
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Cry----oh fweet Creature----then kifs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up Kiffles by the Roots, 
That grew upon my Lips, lay his Leg o’er my Thigh, 
And figh and kifs, and then cry Curfed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moor. 
Oth. O monftrous! monftrous! 
Fago. Nay this was but his Dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone Conclufion, 
Tis a fhrewd doubt, tho’ it be but a Dream. 
Fago. And this may help to thicken other Proofs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 
Orb. Vl tear her all to pieces. 
Jago. Nay yet be wile, yet we fee nothing done; 
She may. be honeft yet: Tell me but this, : 
Have you not fometimes feen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wife’s Hand ? 
Oth, I gave her fuch a one; ’ewas my fril Gift. 
Fago. | know not that; but fuch a Handkerchief, 
I am fure ic was your Wife’s, did Ito Day 
See Cafio wipe his Beard with, 
Orh. If it be that---- | 
Fago. If itbe that, or any, if ‘twas hers, 
It {peaks againft her with the other Proofs. 
Orb. O that the Slave had forty thoufand Lives! 
One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge. 
Now do I fee ’tis true. Look here, Fago, 
All my fond Love thus do [ blow to Heav'n. ’T3s yone 5 
Arife black Vengeance from the hollow Heil, 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell Bofom with thy. fraught, 
For “tis of Afpicks Tongues. 
Fago. Yet be contemte =! 
Oth. O Blood, Blood, Blooa: — 
Fago. Patience I fay 5 your Mind may ch 
Oth. Never, ago. Like to the Pontick Se2, 
Whofe Icy Current, and compulfive Courfe, 
Never feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helle/poxt: 
Even fo my bloody Théughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, never ebb to humble Love, 
| Mm 4 ~~ Sa 
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“Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond marble Heav’n; 





In the due reverence of a facred Vow, [ He kneels. 
I here engage my Words 
Fago. Do not rife yer: [ Jago kneels, 


Witnefs you ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements that clip us round about, 
Witnefs that here age doth give up 
The Execution of his Wit, Hands, Heart, 
To wrong’d Othello’s Service. Let him command, 
And to obey thall be in me remorfe, 
What bloocy Bufinefs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy Love, 
Not with vais T hanks,but with acceptance bounteous, 
And wii) upon the inftane put thee ro’t : 
Within thefe three Days let me hear thee fay, 
That C2ffo's nor alive, 
Jago. My Friend is dead; 
Tis done at your requeft. But let her live. 
Oth. Damn her lewd Minx! O damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furoifh me with fome {wift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Face. 1am your own for ever. | Exeant, 
Enter De{demona, Aimilia, and Clown. 
De/. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 
lyes ? ! 
Clown. 1 dare not fay he lies any where. 
Def. Why Man2 
Clown, He’s a Soldier, and for me to fay a Soldier lies, 
tis ftabbing, 
Def. Go to; where lodges he? 
; et Lo tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where 
ie. 
Def: Can any thing be made of this? 
Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me to devife 
Mee Toe he lyes here, or he lyes there, were tolie 


Def; Can you enquire him dht? and be edified by 
report? 


Clown, 
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Clown. \wiil Catechize the World for him that is, make 
Queftions, and by them Aufwer. 
Def. Seek him, bid him come hither; tell him,I have 
movd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 
~~ €lown. To do this, is within the Compafs of Man’s Wir, 
and therefore I will atcempt the doing of it. [Exit Clown, 
Def. Where fhould I lofe the Handkerchief, efmi- 
liag 
e4mil. know not, Madam, 
Def. Believe me, I had rather have loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzidoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no fuch b 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enoug! 
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To put him to ill thinking. 
eZ mil. Is he not Jealous? 
Def; Who he? [think the Sun where he was born 
Drew all fuch Humours from him, 
eLmil, Look where he comes, 
Def. 1 will not leave bim vow, “till Cafforbe 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord ? 
Enter Orhello. 
Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardoefs to diffemble! 
How do you, Defdemona! 
_ Def. Well, my good Lord. 
Oth. Give me your Hand; this Hend is mo ft, my Lady. 
Def: Ic hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Oth. This argues Frui:fulnefs, and liberal Hearts 
Hor, hot, and moift----this hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from Liberty; Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much Caftigation, Exercife devout, 
For here’s a young and fweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels: ’Tis a good Hand, 
A frank one, 
Def. You may, indeed, fay fo; 
For ’twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 
Oth. A liberal Hand. The hearts of old, gave hands; 
Bur our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def: I cannot {peak of this; come, now your Promife. 
Oth. What promife, Chuck ? 
Def. 1 have fent to bid Cafe come {peak with you. 
Orh. I have a falt and forry Rhewm offends me; 
sale ; | Lend 
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Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Def: Here, my Lord, 
Orh. That which I gave you. 
Def: I have it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 
Def, No indeed, my Lord. 
Orb. That’s a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an e£gyptian to my Mother give; 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The Thoughts of People. She told her, while the kept it, 
;T'would make her amiable, fubdue my Father 
Entirely to her love; but if the lott it, 
Or made a Gift of it, my Father’s Eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After many Fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiv’d 
To give it hers I did fo, and teke heed on’t; 
Make it a Derling, like your precious Eye; 
‘To loos’t, or give’t away, were fuch Perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match, 
Def. Is't pofflible 2 
Oth. *Tis true; there’s Magick in the Web of it; 
A Sybill-that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courfe two hundred Compaffes, 
In her prophetick Fury fow’d the work: 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 
And it was dy’d in Mummey, which the skilful 
Conferv’d of Maidens Hearts. 
Def. Indeed! is’t true! 
Oth, Moft veritable, therefore look to’t well. 
Def. Then would to Heay’n, that I had never feen’e. 
Orh. Ha? wherefore ? | 
Def: Why do you fpeak fo ftartingly, and rath? 
Orh. Is’t loft? is't gone? Speak, is’t out oth’ way 2 
Def. Blefs us! . 
Osh, Say you? 
Def. It is not loft; but what and if it were? 
Orh. How ? Here 
Def. I fay it is not loft. 
Orh. Fetch’ts let me fee’t. 
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Def. Why fol can, Sir, but I will not now: 


- This is a trick roput me from my Suit, 


Pray you let Caffe be receiv’d again. 
Oth, Fetch me the Handkerchief————my mind mif- 
ives 
. Def; Come, come; you'll never meet a more fufficient 
Man. 
Oth. The Handkerchief-——_——. 
Def; A Man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your Love; 
Shar’d Dangers with you. 
Oth. The Handkerchief-——. 
Def: Infooth you are to blame. 
Oth. Away. | Exit Othello. 
e4Emil. 1s not this Man jealous / 
Def: 1 never faw this before. 
Sure there’s {ome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
I am moft unhappy tn the lofs of it. 
eZ mil, Tis not a Year or two fhews us a Man: 
They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. 





Enter Jago, and Caflio, 

Look you, Caffio, and my Husband. | 
Fage. There is no other way, tis fhe muft do’r; 

And lo the happinef3; go and importune her, 
Def? How now, good Ca/ffio, what's the News with 
ou é 

: Caf: Madam, my former Suit. I do befeech you, 

That by your virtuous means, I may again 

Exift, and be a Member of his Love, 

Whom I, with all the Ofice of my Heart 

Intirely honour. I would not be delay d; 

If my Offence be of fuch mortal kind, 

That not my Service paft, not prefent Sorrows, 

Nor purpos'd Merit in Futurity, | 

Can ranfom me into his Love again; 

But to know fo, muft be my Beef; 

So thall I cloath me in a fore’d content, 

And fhut my felf up in fome other Courfe, 

To Fortunes Alms, 
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Def, Alas! thrice gentle Cz/fo, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor fhould Iknow him, 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter’d. 
So help me every Spirit fanctified, 
As Lhave fpoken for you all my beft, 
And ftood within the blank of his Difpleafure, 
For my freeSpeech. You muft a while be patient; 
What [can do, I will: and more I will 
Than for my felf I dave. Let that fuff&ce you, 
‘Fago. Is my Lord angry? 
e+, mil, He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ftiange unquietnefs, 
Fago, Can he be angry ? I have feen the Cannon, 
When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, 
And like the Devil from his very Arm 
Puft hisown Brother; and 1s he angry? 
something of Moment then; I will go meet him, 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. [ Exit, 
Def. I prethee do fo, Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome unhatch’d PraGtice, 
Made demonttrable here in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in fuch Cafes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho’ great ones are their Objet. ’Tis even fo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthful Members, even to a fenfe 
Of pain. Nay, we muft think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them Jook for fuch Obfervance always, 
As fits the bridal. Befhrew me much, e£milia, 
I was, unhandfome Warrior as I am, 
Arraignicg his ubkiadnefs with my Soul; 
But now I find, I had fuborn’d the Witnefs, 
And he’s indited falfely, 7 
eLmil. Pray Heav’n it be 
State-matter’s, as you think, and no Conception, 
Nor jealous Toy concerning you. 
Def. Alas-the-day, I never gave him Caufe. 
e£mitl. But jealous Souls will not be anfwer'd fo; 


They are not ever jealous for the Caufe, 
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But jealous, for they’re jealous. It isa Montfter 
Begot upon it felf, born on it felf. 
Def. Heav’n keep the Monfter from Orheile’s mind. 
eAAmil. Lady, Amen. 
Def: I will go feck him. Caffio, walk hereabout ; 
If ldo find him fit, I'll move your furt, 
And feek to effet it to my uttermoft. 
Caf: 1 humbly thank your Ladythip. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian. °Save you, Friend Ca/fo. 
Caf. What makes you from homeé 
How is it with you, my moft fair Biancaé 
Indeed, {weet Love, I was coming to your Houle. 
Bian, And I was going to your Lodging, Ca fio. 
What? keep a Week away? Seven days and nights ¢ 
Eightfcore eight Hours? And Loves abfent Hours: 
More tedious than the Dial, eightfcore times$ 
Oh weary reck’ning! 
Caf. Pardon me, Bianca: 
T have this while with leaden thoughts been preft, 
But I fhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this Score of Abfence. Sweet Branca, 
[ Giving her Defdemona's Handkerchicf. 
Take me this work out. 
Bian. Oh Caffio, whence came this? 
This is fome Token from a newer Friend; 
To the felt-abfence, now [ feel a Caufe: 
Is’t come to this? Well, well. 
Caf. Go to, Woman; : 
Throw your vile gueffes in the Devil’s Teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from fome Miftrefs, fome remembrance? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian. Why, whofe is ité 
Caf. 1 know not neither 5 I found it in my Chamber; 
I like the work well; e’er it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied : 
Take it, and do’t, and leave me for this time. 
Bian, Leave you$ wherefore ? 
Caf. I do attend here on the General, 


| Exit. 
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And think it no Addition, normy with 
To have him fee me woman’d. 
Bian. Why, I pray you? 
Caf. Not that [love you not, 
Bian. But that you do not love me; 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And fay, if I thall fee you foon at Night ? 
Caf: ’Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For { attend here. But I’il fee you foon, 
Bian. *Tis very gocd; I muft be circumftane’d,[ Exveunt. 





ACT TS Ss GE NE et 
SCENE 4 Room of State. 
Enter Othello, and Jago. 


Fag0.\ \ 7 Ull you think {02 
Orth. Think fo, Fago? 


Fago. What, to kifs in private? 

Oth. An unauthorie’d kifs 2 

Fago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An Hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

Och. Naked in bed, ago, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocrifie againtt the Devil : 
They that mean virtuoufly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their virtue temps, and they tempt Heav’s, 

Fago. If they do nothing, ’tis a venia! flip: 
But if 1 give my Wife a Handkerchief——~ 

Orth. What then? 

Fago. Why then, ’tis her’s, my Lord, and being hers, 
She may, T think, beftow’c on any Man. 

Orh. She is Prote&refs of her Honour too ; 
May fhe give that 2 

Jago. Her Honour is an Effence that’s not feen, 
They have it very oft, that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief —~ 

Oth, By Heav’n I would moft gladly have forgot it; 


Thou 
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Thou faidft, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houfe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. 

Fago. Ay» what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

Fago. What if I had faid, 1 had feen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fay, as Knaves be fuch abroad, 

Who having by their own importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Mittrefs, 
Convinced ot fupplied them, cannot chufe 
But they muft blab. 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

Fago. He hath, my Lord, but be you well affur’d, 
No more than he’!] unfwear. 

Oth. What hath he faid ? 

Fago, Why, that he did——I know not what he did—— 

Oth, What? what? 

Fago. Lye—— 

Oth, With her? 

Fago. With her? on her what you will—— 

Oth. Lye with her! lye on her! we fay, lye on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her! that’s fulfom: Hand- 
kerchief Confeflions «--- Handkerchief ---- to confefs, 
and be hane’d for his Labour----Firft, to be hang’d, and 
then to Confefs----1 tremble at it--- Nature would not inveft 
her felf in fuch fhadowing Paffion, without fome inftructi- 
on. It isno words that fhake me thus --=- pifh --e- Nofes, 
Ears and Lips is’t poflible! Confefs! 
Handkerchief ! ——O Devil-—— | Falls tn a Trance. 

Fago. Work on, | 
My Medicine works ; thus credulous Fools are caught 3 
And many worthy, and chaft Dames even thus, 

All guiltlefs meet reproach 5 what hoa! my Lord! 


My Lord, I fay, Orhello. 
Enter Caflio. 














How now, Caffia? 

Caf: What's the matter! 
Fago. My Lord is faln into an Epilepfie, 
That is the fecond Fit; he had one Yetterday: 
Caf: Rub him about the Temples. 
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Jago. The Lethargy muft havechis quiet courfe; 

If noty he foams at Mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to favage madnef$; look, he {tirs; 

Do you withdraw your felf a little while, 

Fle will recover itraight; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafion {peak with you. . | Exit Caflio. 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your Head ? 

Oth. Doft thou mock me? 
Jago. I mock you net, by Heav'n; 

Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
Orb. A horned Man’s a Monfter and a Beaft. 
Jago. There’s many a Beaft then in a Populous City; 

And many a civil-Monfter, 

Oth. Did he confefs ir? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a Man: 

Think every bearded Fellow that’s but yoak’d 

May draw with you. There’s Millions now alive, 

That nightly lye in thofe unproper beds, 

Nhich they dare {wear peculiar. Your caufe is better. 
Oh, ‘tis the fpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a-wanton in a fecure Couch ; 

And to fuppofe her .chaft. No, let me know, 

And knowiog what I am, I know what the thall be. 
Oth, Oh, thou art wife; ’tis certain, 

Fage. Stand you a while apart, 

Confine your felf but in a patient Lift, 

Whil{t you were here, o’er-whelmed with your Grief 

(A Paflion moft refulting fuch a Man) 

Cafio came hither. I thifted him aways 

And laid good ’Scufes on your Extafie, 

Bad him anon return, and here fpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your felf, 
And matk the Flcers, the Gibes and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his Face, 

For I will make him tell the Tale anew; 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cape your Wife, 

I fay, but mark his Gefture. Marry Patience, 

Or I fhall fay y’sre all in all in Spleen, 

And nothing of a Man, 


Orh, 
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Oib. Doft thou hear, Fago, 
T will be found moft cunning inmy patienice ; 
But, doft thou hear, moft bloody. 

Fago. That’s not amifs ; 
But yet keep time io all. Will you withdraw. 

| Othello withdraws. 
Now will I queftion Caffio of Bianca, 
A Hufwife, thar by felling ber defires, 
Buys her felf Bread and Cloth. Itis a Creature 
That dotes on Caffio, as tis the Strumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by ones 
He, when he hears of her, cannot reftrain 
From the excefs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Enter Caflio. 

As he fhall {mile, Orhello thall go mad$: 
And his uabookifh Jealoufie muit conftrue; 
Poor Caffio’s Smiles, Geftures. and light Behaviours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieurenant 2 

Caf: The worler, that you gave me the Addition; 
Whofe want even kills me. 

Fago. Ply Defdemona wel!, and you are {ure on't ¢ 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca's Dower, 
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How quickly fhould you (peed ? 
Caf. Alas, poor Caitiff. 
Orh. Look how he laughs already. 
Fago. I never knew a Woman love Man fos 
Caf. Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed the loves mes 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out: 
Faro. Do you hear, Cafiot 
Oth. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o’er : Go ta, well faid, well faid. 
Fag. She gives it out, that you fhall marry 


Do you intend it ¢ 


Caf. Ha, ha, ha. . 
O:h, Do ye triumph, Roman ¢ do you triumph 


Caf, I “marry !--What >a Cuftomer; prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it 
So.unwholfome.’ Ha, ha, ha. 

Orb. So, fo: They laugh that wife : 

Fago. Why, the cry 508% that you fhall marry her. 
Vou V- ae Na | Caf, 


her. 











oF: Ot hello, the Moor of Venice. 
Caf: Prithee fay true. 


‘fago. 1 am avery Villain elfe, 

Oth, Have you fcoar’d me ? well. 

Cf, Vhis isthe Monkey’s own giving out: 

Shes per iwaded I. will marry her, 
Out of her own Love and Flarte: y. Hot out of My promife. 

Oth. Fago beckons me : Now he begins the Story. 

Caf. She was here even now; the haunts me in‘every place, 
I was the other Day. talking on the Sea Bank with certain Ve 
metians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls me thus a- 
bout my Neck 

Oth, Crying; oh dear Caffo, as it were: His gefture im- 
ports it. 

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and-weeps upon me, 

So fhakes, and pulls.me. Ha, ha, ha-—~— 

Oth. Now he tells how the pluckt him to my Chambeft ; 
Oh, I fee-that Nofe of yours, but not that Dog I ee 
throw it to, 

Caf. Well, 1 muft leave her Company. 

Fago. Before me 5 look where fhe comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Caf. *Tis fuch another Fitchew ! marry, a perfum’d ‘one : 
What do you mean by this haunting of we ? 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Dama haunt you ; what did 
you mean by that fame. Handkerchief you gave me even 
now ? I was afine Foolto take it : I muft take out the work ? 
A likely piece of work, that you fhould find it in your 
Chamber; and. know not who left it there. This is fome 
Minxe’s token, and I muft take out the work ? Theré, give 
it your Hobbey-Horfe : Wheréfoever you had it, Fil take 
out no work ont. 

Caf. How now, my {weet Bianca 2 
How now? How now? 

Oth. By Heav’n, that fhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. If you'll come to Supper to Night, you .may ; if 
you will not, come when youare next prepar’d for, [Exit 

‘Fago. After her, after. her, © 

Caf. 1 muft, fhe’ll rail in the Streets elfe. 

Face. Will you Sup there? 

Caf. Yess I intend fo. 
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Fago. Well, I may chance to fee you; for I would very 
fain {peak with you. | 

Caf. Prithee come, will you’ 

Fago. Go to, fay no more. [Exit Caf. 

Orh. How fhall 1 murther him, Fago ? 

Fago. Did you perceive how he laugh’d at his Vice ? 

Oth. Oh, Fago! 

Fago. And did you fee the Handkerchief ¢ 

Oth. Was that mine ? 

Fago. Yours, by this Hand: And to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh Woman your Wife———She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Whore. 

Oth, I would have him nine Years a killing: 
_ A fine Woman ! a fair Womai ! afweet Woman! 

Fao. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot and perifh, and be damn’d to Night, 
for the fhalk not live. No, my Heart istura’dto Stone: I 
ftrike it, and it hurts my Hand. Oh, the World hath not 
a fweeter Creature. She might lye by an Eyoperor’s 
fide, and command him Tasks, 

Fago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Oth; Hang ber, I do but fay what the is———fo de- 
licate with her Needle An admirable Mufician. Ob; 
fhe will fing the Savagenefs out of a Beart OF fo high a 
plenteous Wit, and [nvention / 

Fago. She's the worfe for all this. 

Oth. Oh; a*thoufand, athoufand times? 

And then of fo gentle a Condition |——— 

Fago. Ay; too gentle. 

Oth, Nay that’s certain. . - 
But yet the pity of ir, Fago---Ohs Fago, the pity Of it, Fazo--- 

Fago. If you are, fo fond over her Iniquiry = Give het 
patend..co offend, for if it touch not you, if comes near no 
Body. 

O:h, I will chop hef into Meffes : Cuckold me! 

Fago. Oh, *cis foul if her. 

Oth. With mine Officer’! 

Fago. That’s fouler. aa 

Orh. Get me fome Poifon, Fages this Night. I°H not 
expoftulate with her, left her Bocy and her Beauty uns 
provide my Mind again: This Night, Fo 
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Jago..Do it not with Poifon, ftrangle her in her. Bed, 
Even the Bed the hath contamivated. 

Oth. Good, good : 
The Juftice of ir ple-fes; very good. 

fago. And for Caffic, tet me be his undertaker 
You thall hear more by midpight. 

Enter Lodovico, Defdcmora, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent gc od---what Trumpec is that fame? 

Fago. 1 warrant {omething from Venice, ! 
"Tis Lodovico, this comes from the Duke, 
See, your Wife’s with him. 

Lod. Save you, worthy General, 

Orh, With ali my Heart, Sir. 

Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice grect you. 

[Gives him a Letter. 

Oth. I kifs the Inftrument of their Pleafures. 

Def; And what's the News, good Coufin Lodovico? 

Jago. Lam very glad to fee you, Signior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. 1 thank you ; how does Liewsenant Cajffo 2 

Fago. Livis, Sir. 

Def. Coufin, there’s faln between him ard my. Lord 
An unkind “reach: But you fhall make all well. 

Orb, Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord, 

Orh. This fail you not to do, as you will —— 

Lod. He did not call; he’s bufie in the Paper. 
Is there divifion ’twixt my Lord and Ca/fio2 

De/. -A moft unhappy one; I would do much 
Tatone them, for the Love I bear to Caffo, 

Orh. Fire and Brimftone ! 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def. What, is he angry ? 
. Lod. May be the Letter mov’d him.’ 
‘For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Ca/fo io. his Government. 

Def. Truft me, I am elad on’t, 

Orth. Indeed ! 

Def. My Lord! - ; 

Orh. I am glad to fee you mad. 


Dy. 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice. 
Def. Why, {weet Orhello? 
Orh. Devil! 

Def. I have not deferv'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I fhould {wearI faw’t. °Tis very much, 
Make her amends, fhe weeps. 

Oth. Oh Devil, Devil ! 

If that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, 

Each Drop fhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 

Out of my Sight 
Def. I will not ftay to offend you, [ Going. 
Lod. Truly obedient Lady : 

Ido befeech your Lordfhip call her back. 

Orth, Miftrefs. | 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her, Sir 2 

Lod. Who I, my Lord ? 

Oth. 1! you did with that I would make her turns 

Sir, the can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turo again. And the can weep, Sir, Weep. 

And fhe’s Obedient: As you fay Obedient. 

Very Obedient——proceed you in your Tears—— 

Concerning this, Sir---oh well painted Paffion !---- 

I am commanded Home get you away 

I'll fend for you anon----Sir, | obey the Mandate, 

And will return t> Vexice---Hence, avant [---- | Exit Def. 

Caffio fhall have my place... And, Sir, to night 

I do entreat, that we may Sup together. 

You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus 

Goats and Monkies! | [ Exit. 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient @ Is this the Nature 2 
Whom Paffion could not fhake ? Whofe folid Virtue 
The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce f 
Fago. He is much changd. : 
Lod, Are his Wits fafe ? Is he not of light Brain ? 
Fago. He's that he is 5 1 may not breath my Cenfure. 
What he might be, if what he might, he is not, 
I would to Heav’n he were. 
Led, What, {trike his ae 
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Fago: “Faith that was not fo wells yet would I knew 
That ttroke would prove the worft. 
Lod. Is tt his ufe2 
Or did the Letters work upon his Bleod, 
And new create his Fau't? 
Fazo, Alas, alas! 
It is not honefty in me to fpeak 
What I have feen and known. © You fhall obferve him, 
And his Own Courfes will denote him fo, 
That [ may fave my Speech; do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Led. I am forry that lam deceiv'd in him. { Exewar. 


SCENE IIL. An Apartment. 


Enter @thello and Aimilia. 

Oth. You have feen nothing then? 

emil. Nor ever beard, nor ever did fufpect. 

Orth. Yes, you have feen Caffe and fhe together. 

eZ mil. Butthen U faw no harm; and thenI heard - 
Each Syliable that breath made up between them. 

Oth, What? Did they never whilper ? 

eAmil. Never, my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’th’ way? 

eEmil, Never. 

Orh. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask,nor nothing? 

c£mil. Never, my Lord. 

Oth. That's ftrange! 

e4£ mil, 1 durft, my Lord, to wager the is honeft, 

Lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abufe your Bolom. 
df any wretch hath put this in your Head, 

Let Heav’n requite it with the Serpent’s Curfe, 
For if the be not honeft, chaft and true, 
There's no Man happy, the pureft of their Wives, 
Is foul as Slander. 

Oh. Bid her come hither, go; [Exit AZmilia, 
She fays enough ; yet fhe’sa fimple Bawd 
That cannot fay as much, This is a fubtle Whore, 
A Cloffet-lock and Key of villanous Secrets ; 

And yet fhe'll kneel, and pray; I haye feen her do’. 
: 7 Enter 
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Enter Defdemona avd Aimilia. 
Def. My Lord, what is your Will? 
Oth. Pray you, Chuck, come hither. 
Def. W hat is your Pleafure¢ 
Oth. Let me fee your Eyes; lookin my Face, 
Def. What horrible Fancy’s this¢ 
Oth. Some of your FunGion, Mittrefs, 
Leave Procteants alone, and fhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come, 
Your Myftcry, your Myftery; nay difpatch. [Exie Aimil. 
Def. Upon my Knee, what doth your Speech impoité 
I underftand a Fury in your Words. 
Orth, Why? What at thou ¢ 
Def. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Wife. 
Oth. Come fwear it; damn thy felf, being like one 
Of Heav’n, the Devils themfelves fhould fearto feize'thee. 
Therefore be double damn’d; fwear thou art honelt, 
Def. Heav’a dovh truly know ate 
Orth. Heav’n truly knows, 
That thow art falfe as Hell. 
Def. To whom, my Lord ? 
With whom? How amd falfe? 
Oth. Ah, Defdemon, away, away, away————~— 
Def. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? 
Am I the Motive of thefé Tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do fulpect, 
An Inftrument of this your calling back, . 
Lay not your Blame on me; if you have Joft him, 
Why I have loft him too. 
O:rh. Had it pleas'd Heav’n, 
To try me with Affliion, had he rain’d 
All kind of Sores, and fhames on my bare Head, 
Steep’d me in Poverty to the very Lies, 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoft hopes; 
I fhould have found in fome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience But alas, tomake me 
A fixed Figure for the hand of Scorn 
To point his flow and moving Finger at 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well: 





But there where I have garner’d up my Heart; ie 
Where cither I muft Jive, or bear no Life, 
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The Fountain fromthe which my Current runs, 
Or elfe dries up, to be difcarded thence; 
Ox keep it as a Ciftern, for foul Toads 
To knot and gender it. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and rofe-]ipp’d Cherubin, 

I here Jook grim as Hell, 

Def. | hope my nable Lord efleems me Honeft: 

Oth. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art fo lavely, fair, and {mell’t fo fweet, 

That the Senfe asks at thee; 
Wouldft thou’dft never been born! 

Def. Alas, what ignorant Sin have I committed ? 

Orh. Was this fair Paper, this moft goodly Bool: 
Made to write Whore upon? Whar committed, 
Commitied? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 

i thould make very Forges of my Checks, 

That would to Cynders burn up Modetty, 

Did but I fpeak thy Deeds. Whar, committed? 
Heav’n ftops the Nofe at it, and the Moon winks; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiffes all it meets, 

Is huth’d within the hollow Mine of Earth 

And will not hear’t, © What, committed 3 —————-- 

Def. By. Heav’n, you do me wrong, 

Oth. Are not you a Strumpet 2 

Def. No, as I ama Chriftign. 

If to preferve this Veflel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be, not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a Whore? 

Def. No, as I thall be fav’d. 

Oth. 1s’t poffible ? 

Def. Oh Heav’n forgive us. 

Oth. I cry you Mercy, then, 

I took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miftrefs, 
Enter Aimilia. 

That haye the Office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! Ay you! 
' We have done our courfe, there’s Mony for your Pains; 

I pray you, turn the Key, and keep our Counfel. [Exit 
cEmil. 





a 


— —— —s7 


-—q 











Othello, the Moor of Venice. 2525 


Emil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive? 

How do you, Madam? How do you, my gcod Lady? 
Def. Faith, half afleep. 
eZmil. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord? 
Def. With whom? 
emi. Why, with my Lord, Madam? 

Def Who is thy Lord? 
e“mil, He that is yours, fweet Lady. 
Def. 1 have none, do not talk to me, e£milia, 

I cannot weep; nor anfwers have I none, 

But what fhould go by Water. Prethee to night, 

Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 

And cali thy Husband hither. | 
cAimil. Here’s a change indeed. | Exit. 
Def. ’Tis‘meet I fhould be us’d fo, very mect : 

How have I been behav’d, that he might ftick 

The fmalleft Opinion on my leat mifufe? 

Enter Jago, and Aémilta. 
Fago. What is your Pieafure, Madam? 

How is’t with you! 

Def. 1 cannot tell; thofe that-do teach your Babes, 

Do it with gentle Means, and eafie Tasks; 

He might have chid me fo: For in good Faith, 

Iam aChild tochidine. 

Fago What's the Matter, Lady ? 
eAmil, Alas, Fago, my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 

Thrown fuch defpight, and heavy Terms upon her, 

That true Hearts cannot bear it. | 
Def. Am I that Name, Fago? 

Fago: What Name, fair Lady? 
Def: Such as fhe faid ‘my Lord did fay I was. 
eZmil. He call’d her Whores a Beggar, in his drink, 

Could not have laid fuch Terms upon his Callet. 

Fago. Why did he fo2 

Def. { do not know; Tam fure I am none fuch: 
Fago. Do not weep,#do not weep; alas the Day! 
ez mil. Hath fhe forfook fo many noble Matches? 

Her Father? And her Country? And her Friends ? 

To be call’d Whore? Would it not make one weep? 

Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 
F age, 
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Fago, Bethrew him for’t; how .comes this trick wpon 
him ? 

Def. Nay, Heav’n doth know. 

eEmil, I will be hang’d if fomeeternal Valiian, 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, ita get fome Office, 
Has not devis’d this flander: I will betheng’d elfe. 

Fago. Fie, there is no fuch Mans .it is imipofable. 

Def. Tf any fuch there be, Heav’n pardenshim, 

eEmil. A Halter pardon bim, and Hell gnaw his Bones. 
Why fhould he call her Wkere? Who keeps her Com 


pany ? 
What Place? what Time? wheat Form? what Likely- 
hood ? 


The Moor’s abus’d by fome moft villanous Knave, 
Some bafe notorious Keave, fome fcurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heav’ns, that fuch Companions thoud ft unfold, 
And put in every honeft Hand a Whip, 

To lafh the Rafcal naked through the World, 

Even from the Eaft to th’ Welt. 

Fago. Speak within Door. 

e#mil. Ob fie upon them! Some fuch’Squire he was 
That turn’d your Wit, the feamy fade without, 
And made you to fufpe& me with the Moor. 

Fago. You are a Fool; go to. 

Def. Alas, “fago, 

W hat fhall I do to win my Lord again? 

Good Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heav’n, 
1 know not how I loft him. Here I kneel; | Kueeling. 
If e’er my will did trefpafs’gainft his Love, 

Eicher in Difcourfe of Thought, or a&tual deed, 

Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senfe 
Delighted them:on any other Form; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever wall, though he do fhake me off 

To beggatly Divorcement, love him dearly, 

Comfort forlwear me. Uskindnefs may do much, 
And his Unkindnefs may defeat my Life, 

But never taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore, 

It do’s abhor me now I.fpeak the Word, ~ 
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To dothe AG, that might the Addition earn, 
Not the World’s Mafs of Vanity could make me, 

Fago. \pray you be content; “tis bue his Humour; 
The Bufinels of the State do’s him offence. 

Def. If ’twere no other. 

Fago. It is but fo, LT warrants 
Hark bow thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper; | Trampets, 
The Meflenger of Venice ftays the Meat; 

Go in, aud weep not; all things fhall be:well. 
. [Exenat Defdemona avd Aimilia, 
Eater Rodorigo. 
Hew now, Rodorigo? 

Rod. I donor fznd 
That thou deat juftly with me. 

Fago. W hat in the contrary # 

Rod. Every day thon dott itime with fome device, “Fage, 
and rather 2s it. feems.to me now, keep it from .me al 
conveniency, than fupplicit me with the leaft Advantage 
of hope; 1 wall indeed no longer end wine its Nor amJ yet 
perfwaded to put up ta Peace, what already Ihave fool 
ifhly fi uffer’d. 

Fago. Will you hear me; Rodorigoe 

Rod. 1 have heard too muchs aad your words and per: 
formances art no-kim together, 

Fago. You charge me moft unjuflly. 

Rod. With nought but Trech: Dbbave w aktedmay felf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from. me .to de~ 
liver Defdemona, would halt have corrupted a Votarilt, 

ou have told me fhe Lath receiv d-them, and return'd me 
expectations and comforts of {adden refpett, and acquain- 
tance, but l find ‘none. 

Fago. Well, go to5 wery well. 

Rod. Nery well, go to; | canno 
not very well; nay, 
my felf fob’d in it. 
Fago. Very well. 


Rod. {tell you, 


tgo to, Man, nor “tis 


tis not very well; I will make my felf 
known to De/demoua- If the will return, me my Jewels, 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful Solicitation. 
If ner, aflure your felf, I awill feek Satisfaction of 7 
; a "ATs 
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I thiak it is {curvy ; and begin to find. 
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Jago. You have faid now. 

Rod. Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteft intend. 
ment: of doing. 

Fago. Why, now I fee there’s Mittle in thee; and even 
from this inftant do I build on thee a better Opinion than 
ever before; give me thy Hand, Rodorige, thou haft taken 
againft me a moft juft Exception;  but-I proteft I have 
dealt moft direGly in thy A fair, 

Rod. it hath not appear'd. 
 Fago. 1 grant indeed it tath not appeard; and your 
Sufpicion is not without Wit ind Judgment. But, Rodoriga, 
if thou haft that in thee inded, which I have greater réafon 
to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpofe, Covrage, and 
Valour) this Night thew it. If thou the next Night fol- 
lowing enjoy not De/demona, take me from this World with 
Treachery, and devife Engine for my Life. 

Rod. Wells what is it? Is it within reafon and com- 
pals? 

Jago. Sit, there is efpecial Commiffion come from Venice 
to. depute Ca/fio in Othello’s plice. 

Rod. Is that true? Why then Othello and De{demona 
return again to Venice. 

Fago. Oh no; he goes into Afauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Defdemona, unlefs his abode be 
lingred here by fome accident. Wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the removing of Caffio. 

Rod. How do you mean r:movilig him? 

Jaga. Why, by making him uncapable of Orhello’s place ; 
knocking out his Brains. 

Rod, And that you wouldhave me to do. 

Jago. Ay, if you dare doyour felf a profit, and a right. 
He fups to night with a Harlotry; and thither will I go to 
him, He knows not yet of his honourable Fortune, if you 
will watch his going thence (which I will fathion to fall 
out between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
Pleafure. I will be near to -ftcond your Attempt, and he 
fhall fall between us. Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but 
£0 along with me; I will thew you fuch a neceffity in his 
Deaths, that you hall think your {elf bound to put it on 
him. It is now high fupper time; and the Night grows 
to wafte. About it. 


Rod. 
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Rod. I will hear further redon for this. 


Fago. And you fhall be fatisfied. | Exeunt. 
Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, Aimilia, and 
Attendants. 


Lod. I do befeech you, Si, trouble your felf no further. 
Orb. Oh pardon; "twill de me good to wal’. 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your Ladifhip. 
Def. Your Honour is moft welcome. 
Orh. Will you walk, S.r: Oh Defdemona! 
Def: My Lord. 
Orh. Get you to bed onh’ inftant, I will be return’d 
forthwith; difmifs your Attendant there; look’e be done. 
| Exit. 





Def. I wall, my Lord. 

e£mil. How goes it mows he looks gentler than he did. 

Def. He fays be wall retun incontinent, 

And hath commanded me togo to bed, 
Aod bid me to difmifs you. 

Emil, Dilmifs me ? 

Def. It was his biding; therefore good e&milia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 

We muft not now difp'eafe him. 

e4mil. 1 would you had never feen him. 

Def: So would not 1;, my love doth fo approve him, 
That even his Stubbornefs, his Checks, his Frowns, 
(Prethee unpin m<) have grace and favour in them. 

e4zmil, 1 have laid thofe Sheets you bad me onthe Bed. 

Def. All’s one; good Father! how foolifh are our 
Minas? 

If I do die before thee, prethee fhroud me 
In one of thefe fame Sheets. 
cEmil. Come,-come; you talk, 
De/; My Mother had a Maid call’d Babara, 
She was in love; and he fhe lov’d prov'd mad, 
And did forfake her. She hid a Song of Willow, 
An old thing "twas, but it exprefs’d her Fortune, 
And fhe dy’d finging It. Thit Song to Night 
Will not grow from my Mnd; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my Head al at one fide — 
Acd fing it like poor Barba; prethee difpatch, 
cL mil. 
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Emil, Shall 1 go feeeh' your Night-gown? 
Def. No, unpin me here 3 
This Lodovice is asproper Mam 
eEmil, A very handfor ew: 
Defi He {peaks well 
e£mil. | know 4 Lady if Penice Ww ould Have Walk’ Dire- 
foot to Paleftine for x towel of his: dether Lip, 
Def, The poor Soul far Singing, by a Sycamore Tree, 
| [ Singing. 
Sing all a green Willow: 
Her fiana on her Bofots, ber Head on her Kuee, 
Sing Willow, Willow, Wiliow. 
The fre fh fireams ran by her, and murmur'd her moans; 
Sing Willow, ec. 
fle fale Tears fell from ber, and foftned the Stones; 
Sing Willow, ec, (Lay by thefe) 
Wiliow, Willow. (Pritheé high chee, hell come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muft be my Garland. 
Let no body blame him, his [corn I approve. 
Nay that's not next—+—Hark who 1s’t that knocks? 
eA mil. It’s the Wine. 
Det. J cail’d my Love falfe Love; but what [aid he thent 
Sing Willow, ee. 
if [court more Women, you'll couch with more Men. 
So get thee honey pood night; mine Eyes do itch, 
Dorh, that boad weeping ? 
“mil, “Vis neither here nor thete. 
Def: 1 have heard it faid fo; O thefe Men; thefe Meny 
. Doft thou in Confcience think, tell me e£milia, 
That there be Women do abufe their Husbands, 
% An fuch grofs kind 
eLmil. There be fome fuch, no Queftion. 
Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world: 
e£mil, Why, would not you ? 
Def. No, by this Beav’iily Light, 
eZmil, Not I neither, by this Heav’nly Light, 
{ might do’e as well i’ th’ dark. 
Def. Would’ ft thou do fuch a deed for all the World? 
‘eEmil. The World’s 3 huge thing; 
It isa great price, for a fmsll Vice, 
Def, In troth I think thou would’ not. 
pa wee vémil 
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eAmil. Yn troth I think I fhould, and undo’t when I 
hed done. Marry; I would not do fuch a thing for a joint 
Ring, nor for Meafures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, Petti- 
coats, nor Caps; nor any petty Exhibition. But for all 
the whole World; why, who would not make her Huf- 
band a Cuckold, to take him a Monareh? I fhould ven- 
turé Purgatory fort. 
Def. Bethrew me, if I would do fuch a, wrong 
For the whole Worlds | 
eZmil. Why, the wrong is butawrongi’ th’ World; and 
having the World for your Labour, . *tis. a wrong if your 
own World, and you might quickly make it right. 
‘Def. 1 do not think there is any fuch Woman. 
Emil. Yess a dozen ; and as many to th’ vantages as 
would ftore the World they plaid for. 
But [ do think itiis their Husbands Faults 
If Wives.do-fall: Sayy. that they flack their Duties, 
And poutour Freafures into foreign Lapsy, 
Or elfe bréak out-in peevilh Jealoufics, 
Throwing reftraint.upomus5, or fay they ftrike us, 
Or {cant our former having in defpights 
Why we have Galls; and though we have fome Graces 
Yet have we forhe Revenge. Let Husbands know, 
Their Wives have Senfe like them; they. fee and: fmell, 
And their Palats both for fweet and. fower, 
As Husbands have. What is it that they doy 
Wheo they change. ts foriothers? Is it-{pore? 
I think it if; and-dorli AffeCtion breed ité 
Lthibk ix doths [s't- frailty, chat’ thus efrs ¢ 
It is fo too. And have not we Affections? 
Defires for fport? aad frdilty ass Men fave? 
Then let them ufe tis Well; elfe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills. inftrué us too, 
Defi Good night; good night; Heav’n me fueh ules fend, 
Not to pick bad from bad; but by bad, miend. [Exewnt 
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SCENE The Street. 
Enter Jago, and Redorigo. 

Fago. ERE, ftand behind this Bulk. Straight» will he 

comes 

Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home ; 

Quick, quick, fear nothing; Vil be at thy Elbow, 

It makes us, or it mars us, think’on that, 

And fix moft firm thy Refolution. 

Red. Be near at Hand, I may mifcarry in’r, | 4 
Fago. Here, at thy hand; behold, and take thy ftand. 
Rod. 1 have no great Devotion to the Deed, 

And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reafons; 

Tis buta Man gone. Forth my Sword ;-he dies, 
tage. | have rub’d this young Quat almoft to the fenfe, 

And he grows angry: Now, whether he kill Caffo, | 

Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my Gain, Live Rederigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large : 

Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob’d from him, 

As Gifts to De/demona. 

It muft not be. If Caffio do remain, 

He hath a daily Beauty in his Life, 

‘That makes me ugly; and befidesthe Moor 

May unfold me to him; there ftand I in much Peril; 

No, he muft die, But fo, I hear’him coming, | Exit Jago. 

Enter Caffio. 
Rod. I know his Gate; ‘tis he: Villain thou dyeft. ‘ 
[He runs at Caffio, and wounds him. i 
Caf? That thruft had been mine Enemy indeed, 

But thatmy Coat is better than thou knew’ ft: 

I will make proof of thine. | toy 
Rod. Oh, | am flain. | | Fight, and both fall. 
Caf. | am maim‘d for ever; 

Help hoa! Murther, murther! - 
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Enter Oihello above ‘at 4 Window. 
Oth. The Voice of Caffio, Faco keeps his word. 
Rod. O Villain that I am / 
Orh. It is even fo, 


Caf. Oh help ho! Light ! A Surgeon !——— 
Oth. ’Tis he! O brave Fago,, honelt and juft, 
That haft fuch noble Senfe of thy Friend’s Wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your Dear lies deat 
And your unbleft Fate highes. Strumpet 1 come: 
For off my Heart, thofe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed luft-ftain’d, thall with Luft’s blood be {potted. 
: [Exit Othello, 


Enter Lodovico, avd Gratiano. 


Caf. What ho ! No Watch ?. No Paffage ? Murther, Mur 
ther ! 
Gra. ’Tis fome Mifchance, the Voice is very direful. 
Caf. Oh help ! 
Lod. Hark ! 
Rod. Oh wretched Villain ! | 
Lod. Two or three groan. “Tis heavy Night ; 
Thefe may be Couoterfeits: Let's think’t unfafe 
To come into the Cry, without more help. “2 
Rod. No body come: Then fhall I bleed to death. 
Enter Jago, in his Shirt. 
Lod. Hark. . 2 
Gra. Here’s onecomesin his Shirt, with Light, and Wea 
ons. . 
; “Fago. Who's there ? 
Whole Noife is this that cries out Murther ¢ 
Lod. We do not know. 
Fago. Do not you heat a Cry ¢ 
Caf’ Here, here: For Heav’n fake help me, 
Fago. What’s. the matter ? 
Gra. This is Othelle’s Ancient, as I take tts 
Lod, The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Fago. What are you here, that cry fo grievoully ? 
Caf. Jago? Oh | am fpoil’d, undone by Villains !} 
Give me fome Help. - 
— Fago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this ¢ : 
Vou. V: Oo Caf. 
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Caf 1 think that one of them is hereabout, ° 
And cannot make away. 
Jago. Oh treacherous Villains ! 
What are you there? Come 1, and give fome help. 
Rod. O help me there. 
Cf) That’s one of thetn. 
Fago. Oh murd’rous Slave !O Villain! — [ Jago fabs him. 
Rod: Ovdamn’d Jago! O inhuman Dog! 
Fago. Kill Men i'th’ dark? Where be thefe bioody 
Thieves ! 
How fileot is this Town? Ho, Murther! Murther ! 
What may you be! Are you of Good or Evil ¢ 
Rod. As you fhall prove. us, praife us, 
Fago. Signor Lodevico, 
Loa. He, Sir. 
Fago. Lcry you mercy / here’s Cafio hurt by Villains. 
Gra. Caffio 2 
Fago. How is’t, Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg 1s cut in two. 
Jago. Marry Heav’n forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, I'll bind it with my Shirt. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian. What is the Matter hoa 3 Who is’e that cry’d @ 
Fago. Whoris’t that cry’d 
Bian. Oh my dear Ca/fo, 
My fweet Caffe: Oh Caffio, Caffio, Cajfio. . 
Fago. O notable Strumpet. Ca/fio, may you fufpe 
Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled you $ 
Caf. No. 
Gra. I am forry to find you thus: 
I have been to feek you. 
Fago. Lend me a Garter. So——Oh for a Chiir 
To bear him eafily hence. 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caffio, Caffio, Caffio. 
Fago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpe@ this Trath 
To be a Party in this Injury. 
Patience a while, good Caffe, come, come: 
Lend me a Light: Know we this Face, or no ? 
Alas, my Friend, and my dear Country-man 
Redorigo 2 No: Yes fure: Yea, tis Rodrigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice 2 : 
ot Fagee 
| | 
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Fago. Even he, Sir: did you know him ¢ 

Gra, Know him? Ah! 

Fago. Signiot Gratiano ? 1 cry your gentle Pardon : 
Thefe bloody Accidents muft excufe my Manners, 


That fo neglected you. 


Gra. 1 am glad to fee you. 
Jago. How do you, Caffe ? Oh a Chair, a Chair. 


Gra. Rodorigo ¢ 


Fago. He, 


Some good Man bear 
Vl fetch the General’s Surgeon. 
Save you your Labour. He that lyes flain here, Caffios: 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you? 
Caf. None in the World; nor do I know the Man. 
What look you pale? Oh bear him out o’th’ Air. 


Fago. 


Stay you good Gentlemen, 
Do you perceive the Gaftnefs of her Eye ¢ 
» Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her, 
Do you fee, Gentlemen ¢ Nay, Guiltinefs will fpeak, 
Though Tongues were out of ufe. 


emil. Alas, what is the Matter? 

What isthe Matter, Husband ¢ | 

Fage. Caffio hath here been fet on in the Dark 

By Rodorigo, and Fellows that are ‘fcap'd: 

He’s almolt flain, acd Rodorigo quite dead. 

c4mil, Alas, good Gentleman! Alas, sood Cu/fio | 
Fago. This is the fruits of whoring. Prithee «tmilia, 
Ge know of Caffio where he fupt to Night. 

What do you {hake at that 2 

Bian, He fupc at my Houfe, but [ therefore thake not. 
Fago. O did he fo? { charge you go with me, 
e4mil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet. 
Bian. I am_ no Strumpet, buc of Life as honeft, 

As you that thus adufe me, 

e7mil, As 1? Fre upon thee. 

Jago. Kind Gentiemen : Let’s go fee poor Cafio dreft. 


¢, *tis he: 


Enter AL rnilia, 


him carefully from hence, 
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Oh that’s well (aid, the Chair. 


For you, Miftrefs, 


Look you pale, Miftrefs ? : 
[Zo Bianca 


Oo: Come 
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Come Miftrefs, you muft tell’s another Tale. 

e£milia, run you to the Cittadel, 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'’d : 

Will you go on afore ? This isthe Night 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. [| Exewnt. 


SCENE Il. A Bed-chamber : Defdemona 
15 difcover'd alleep in ber Bed. 


Exter Othello, 


Oth. It is the Caufe, it is the Caufe, my Soul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Stars, 
It is the Caufe. Yetl’ll not fhed her Blood, 
Nor {car that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And fmooth as Monumental Alabatter : 
Yet the muft die, elfe the’ll betray more Men: 
Put out the Light, and then put cut the Light, 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Minifter, 
I can again thy former Light reftore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning’ft Pattern of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean Heat 
That can thy Light rc-lumine. 
When [ have pluck’d thy Rofe, 
I cannot give it vital Growth again. 
It needs muft wither. P’'lfmelltheeonthe Tree 5 [|Kifing her. 
O balmy Breath, that doft almoft perfwade 
Juftice to break her Sword. One more, one more ; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that’s the laft. 
So fweet, was ne’er fo fatal. I muft weep, 
But they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow’s heav’nly, 
It ftrikes, where it doth love. She wakcs, 

Def. Who’s there, Othello ? 

Oth. Ay, Defdemona. 

Def. Will you come to Bed, my Lord ? 

Oth. Have you pray’d to Night, De/demona ? 

Def. Ay, my. Lord. ; 

Oth. 
(= 
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Orh. If you bethink your felf of any Crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to Heav’s, and Graces 
Solicit for it ftraight. 

Def: Alack, my Lord, 

What may you mean by that ¢ 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; 1 will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 

No, Heav’ns fore-fend, | would not kill thy Soul. 

Def: Talk you of killing ¢ 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Def. Then Heav’n have Mercy on me, 

Oth. Amen, with all my Fieart. 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth Hum. 
Def. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal chen, 
When your Eyes rowl fo. 
Why I fhould fear I know not, 
Since Guiltinefs I know not: But yet I feel I feare 
Orb. Think on thy Sins. 
Def. They are Loves I b:ar to you. 
Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy’ft. 
Def. That Death’s nonatural, that kills for Lovirg. 
Alas, why gnaw you f» your Nether-lip ¢ 
Some bloody Paffion fhakes your very Frame; 
Thefe are Portents: But yet { hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 
Orb. Peace, aad be fill. 
Def. I will fo : What's the matter 2 
Oth. That Handkerchief 
Which I fo lov’d, and gave thee, thou gav’lt Caffe. 
Def: No by my Life and Soul: Send for the Man, 

And ask him. 

Oth. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of Perjury; 

Thou art on thy Death-bed. 

Def. Ay, but not. yet to die. 
Orh. Prefently. 

Therefore confefs thee freely of thy Sin: 

For to deny each Article with Oath, 

Cannot remove, nor choak the {trong Conception 

That I do groan withal, ‘Thou art to die. 

. O03 
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Def. Oh Heav’n have Mercy on me. | 
Orb. Liay, Amen. 
Def: And have you Mercy too; I never did 

Off-nd you in my Life, never lov’d Caffio, 

But with fuch general warrantry of Heav’n, 

AsI might love. I never gave him Token. 

Oth. By Heav'n | flaw my Handkerchief in’s Hand, 
O perjur’d W oman! thou doft ftone my Heart, 
And makeft me call, what I intend to do, | 
A Murther, which [thought a Sacrifice. 

I faw the Handkerchief. 

Def. He found ir then; 

I never gave it him: fend for him ‘hither, 
Let him confefs a Truth. | 

Orkh. He hath confett. 

Def: What, my Lord ? 

Orb. That he hath us’d thee. 

Def. How? unlawfully% 

Oth. Ay- 

Def: He will not fay fo. 

Orh.. No, his Mouth 1s ftopp’d ; 

Honett Fago hath ta’en Order for’t. 

Def. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead? 

Orb. Had all his Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 

Def: Alas, he ts betray’d, and I undone. | 

Orh. Out Strumpet! weep’ft thou for him to my face? 

Def. O banifh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Orth, Down, Strumpet. 

Dej. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. 

Orb. Nay, if you itrive. 

Def. But half an Hour. — : 

Orb. Being done, there is no Paufe. | 

Def. But while I fay one Prayer 

Oth. It is too late. 
| FE milia at the Door. 
e#mil. My Lord, my Lord! What hoa! 








[ Smothers hers. 


My Lord, my Lord! : 
Oth. What Noife is this? not dead? not yet quite dead 2 

T that am eruel, am yet merciful, : 

oF | 
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[would not have thee linger in thy Pain. 
So, fo. 
cL mil, within. | What hoal my Lord, my Lord! 
Oth. Who's there¢ 
e£mil, Oh, my good Lord, 3 would {peak a word with 
you. 
Oth. Yes, “tis e£milia---by and by---fhe’s dead, 
"Tie like fhe comes to {peak of Caffio’s Death; | 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moving ¢ 
Still as the Grave. Shall fhe come in? were't good? 
I think the ftirs again ----No--- what’s beft todo? 
If the come in, fhe’ll {ure {peck to my Wifes 
“My Wife! my Wife! what Wife? I have no Wife. 
Qh infupportable/ Oh heavy Hour! 
Methinks it fhould be now a huge Eclipfe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that the affrighted Globe 
Did yawn et Alteration———-—* 
ezmil. I do befeech you 
That I may {peak with you. Qh, good my Lord !--- 
Orh. 1 had forgot thees Oh come iv, e£milia. 
$>ft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw, 
Where att thou? what’s the matter with thee now 
Enter Aoi. 
Emil Oh, my good Lord, yonder’s “foul Murthers 


done. 
Orh. What? now? | 
e£mil. But now, my Lord. 
Oth. It is the very error of the Moon, 
She comes more nearer Barth than the was wont, 
And makes Men mad, 
| Emil. Caffio, my Lord, hath kill’d 
. A young Venetian, call’d Rodorigo. 
Oth, Rodorigo kilfd2 and Caffio kill’d2 
mil. No, Caffio is not kiil’d. 
Oth. Not Cafiokill’d? Then Murther’s out of tune, 
And {weet Revenge grows harfh. 
Def. O falfely, falfely murder’d. 
e#mil. Alas! what cry is that ¢ 
Oth. That? what? 7 
Oo 4 cAmil, 


“ 














@649 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


c£mil. Qut, and alas, that was my Lady’s Voice, 
Help! help hoa! help! Oh Lady {peak again, 
Sweet De/demona, oh {weet Miftrets, fpeak. 
Def. A guilcdefs Death I die. 
e£mil. Oh who hath done this Deed 2 ;' 
Def. No body, I my felf, farewel; (> 
Commend me to my kind Lord; oh farewel. [ Dies 
Oth. Why, how fhould the be Murder’d 2 
eimil. Alas! who knows? 
Oth. You hear her fay herfelf, it was not I, 
c£mil. She {aid fo, { muft needs report the Truth. 
Oth. She’s like a Liar gone to burning Heil, 
“Twas I that kill’d her, 
e£mil. Oh the more Angel fhe, and’ you the blacker - 
Devil. | 
Oth. She turn’d to Folly, and fhe was a Whore. ; 
e#Amil. Thou doft bely. her, and thou art a Devil. 
Oth. She was falfe as-‘Water. 
e# mil: ‘Thou ait rath as Fire, to fay 
That the was falfe. Oh the was heav’nly true. 
Orh. Caffio did top her; ask thy Husband elfe. 
O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in Hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juft grounds 
(fo this Extremity: Thy Husband knew it all, 
eEmil. My Husband ! 
Oth. Thy Husband. 
e4mil; That fhe was falfe to Wedlock ? 
Oth. Ay, with Caffo: Had the been true, 
If Heav’n would make me fuch another World, 
OF one entire and perfe& Chryfolite, 
Vd not have fold her for it. 
eEmil; My Husband ? 
Orh. Ay, *twas he that told me firft; 
An honeft Man he is, and hates the Slime 
That fticks on filthy Deeds. 
ei mil, My Husband 2 
Oth. What needs this Interance, Woman? 
I fay thy Husband. 
efimil Oh Miftrefsl Villany has made mocks with 
Love. . 
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My Husband fay fhe was falfe ? 
Orh. He, Woman ; 
I fay thy Husband ; do’ft underftand the word 2 
My Friend, thy Husband, honeft, honett Fago. 
e4mil. If he fay fo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a grain a Day; he lies to th Heart, 
She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargaia. 
Oth. Hah ? 
e£mil. Do thy worft : 
This Deed of thineis no more worthy Heav’n, 
Than thou waft worthy her. 
Oth. Peace, you were beft. 
e4mil. Thou haft not half that Power to do me harm 
As I have to be hurt: Oh Gull! oh Dolt ? 
As ignorant as Dirt ; thou haft done a deed 
I care not for thy Sword, Ill make thee known, 
Though I loft twenty Lives---Help ! help / hoa / help! 
The Moor hath kiil’d my Miftrefs, Murther, murther ! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 
Mon. What is the matter? How now, General 2 
e£mil. Oh, are you come, Faco? You have done wells 
That Men muft lay their Murthers on your Neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? 
e4mil. Difprove this Villain, if thou be’ft a Man, 
He fays thou toldft him that his Wife was falfe : 
I know thou didft not, thou'rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speak, for my Heart is full. 
Fago. 1 told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 
e“mil. But did you ever tell him, the was falfe ? 
Fago. I did. 
e4mil. You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie: 
Upon my Soul a Lie ; a wicked Lie. 
She falfe with Caffio 2? did you fay with Caffio ? 
Fago. With Caffio, Miftrefs, go to, charm your Tongue. 
eZ mil. T will not charm my. Tongue; I am bound 
to {peak, 
My Miftrefs here lies murthered in her Bed. 
All. Oh Beav’ns forefend / 
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emil. And your reports have fet the Murther of, 
Oih, Nay, ftare not, Mafters, it is trtre indeed. 
Gra, ’Tis a ftrange Truth. 
Aton. Oh'monftrous Ad. 
cemil, Villany! villaoy! villany? 
I think upon’t---1 think----f fmelPt----O villany! 
{ thought fo then; Ti kill my felf for Grief, 
© Villany, Villany! 
Fago. What, are you mad? Y charge you get you 
home. 
e4mil. Good Gentlemen, let me have Jeave to {peak} 
*Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, “Fago, I will ne’er go home. 
Oth. Oh! oh! oh! 
e4mil. Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haft kill’d the fweeteft Innocent, 
That e’er did lift up eye. 
Orh. Oh the was foul! 
I fearce did know you, Uncle; there lyes your Niece, 
Whofe Breath indeed, thefe Hands have newly ftop’d; 
1 Know this A@ fhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Defdemona! 1am glad thy Father’s dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure Grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a defperate turn; 
Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to Reprobatier. 
Ozh, *Tis pitiful, but yet “Fago knows, 
That the with Caffo hath the a& of Shame 
A thoufand times committed. Cajffio confeft it, 
And fhe did gratifie his amorous Works, 
With that Reeognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firft gave her; I faw it in his Hand; 
It was an Handkerchief, an antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
- efEmil. Oh Heav’n! Oh heav’nly Powers! 
ago. Come, hold your peace. 
eA mil. "Twill out, ’twill out I peace! 
No, I will fpeak as liberal as the North, ~ 
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Let Heav’n, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry fhame:againft me, yet I'll fpeak. 
Fa.o Be wife and get you home. 
emi. I will not. | Jago offers te frab his Wife. 
Ga. Fie, your Sword upon a Woman ¢ 
cZmil. Ob, thou dull Moor, 
That Handkerchief thou. fpeak’&t of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband; 
For often, with a folemn earneftnefs, 
More than indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle, 
He bege’d of me, to fteal it. 
Fago. Villanous Whore! 
eAzmil, She give it Cafio? Alas I found it, 
And I did give’t my Husband. 
Gago. Filth, thou lieft. 
eZ mil By Heav’a I do not, I do not, Gentlemen: 
Oh murd’rous Coxcomb, what fhould fuch a Fool 
Do with fo good a Wife? 
[ Jago breaks through and wounds his Wife, then vuns out. 
Orh. Are there no ftonesin Heav py 
But whit ferve for the. Thunder? precious Villain! 
Gras The Woman falls; fure he hath kilP'd his Wife. 
cZmil. Ay, ay; Oi lay me by my Miftrefs fide. 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kili’d. 
Mon. ’ Visa notorious Villains take you this Weapon, 
Which I have recover’d from the Moor: 
Coine, guard the Door without, let him not pals. 
But kill him rather; TH after that fame Vullaio, 
For ’tis a damned Slave. | Exit. 
Orh. 1 am not valiant neither; 
But every Puny whipfter gets my Sword. 
But why thould Honour out-live Honefty ¢ 
Let it go ail. 
Emil. What did thy Song boad, Lady? 
Hark, eanft thou hear me? I wil} play the Swan, 
And die in Mufick; Willow, Willew, Willow— 
Moor, the was chaft, the lov’d thee, cruel Moor, 
So come my Soul ro Blifs, asI fpeak trues 
So {peaking as I think, alas, I die. [ Emilia Dies. 
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Oth. | have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks temper ; 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I-muft come forth. 
Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear; 
Thou haft no Weapon, and perforce mult fuffer. 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and {peak with me, 
Or naked as I am I will affault thee. 
Gra. What is the matter 2 
Orh. Behold I have a Weapon: 
A bettér never did it felf fuftain 
Upon a Soldier’s Thigh. I have feen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ftop. But, oh vain Boaft! 
Who can controul his Fate? ’Tis not fo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon’d; 
Here is my Journey’s end, here is my Butt, 
And very Sea-mark of my utmoft Sail. 
Wo you go back difmay’d? ’Tis a loft Fear: 
Man but a Rufh againft Orhelle’s Breaft, 
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go2 
Now----how doft thou leok now ? Oh ill-ftar’d Wench! 
Pale asthy Smock! When we fhall meet at Compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav’n, 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl ? 
Even like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slave! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the Poffeffion of this heav’nly fight ; 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaft me in Sulphur; 
Wath mein fteep-down Gulf of liquid Fire 
Oh Defdemona! Dead, Defdemona! Dead, dead! Oh, oh! 
Enter Lodovico, Caffio led in wounded, Montano, and 
Jago Prifoner, with Officers. 
Lod. Where is this rath, and moft unfortunate Man? 
Oth. That’s he that was Orhellc: Here I am. 
Led. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth. 
Orh. I look down towards his Feet; but that’s a Fable, 
If that thou beeft a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
[Othello wounds Jago. 
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 
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Fago. 1 bleed, Sir, but not killd. 

Oth. L am not forry neither, I'd have thee live; 
For in my Senfe, ’tis happinefs to die, 

Lod. Ob thou, Othello, that waft once fo good, 
Faln inthe praGtice of a curfed Slave, | 
What fhall be faid to thee$ 

Oth. Why any thing; | 
An Honourable Murtherer, if you wall: 

For nought I did in Hate, but all in Honeur. 

Lod. Uhis wretch hath part confeft his Villany - 
Did you and he confent in Caffo’s Death? 

Oth. Ay- 

Caf. Dear General, I never gave you Caufe. 
Orth. I do believe it, and [ ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that Demy-Devil, . 

Why he hath thus enfnar'd my Soul and Body. 

Fago. Demand me nothing, what you know, you know; 
From this time forth I never will fpeak word. 

Lod. What? not to pray! 

Gra. Torments will ope your Lips. 

Orb. Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir you fhall underftand what hath befaln, 

Which as1 think, you know not; here is aLetters 
Found in the Pocket of the flain Rodrigo, 
And here another, the one of them imports 
The Death of Caffio, to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 
Oth, O Villain! 
Caf. Moft heathenith, and moft grofs. 
Lod. Now, here’s another difcontented Paper 
Found in his Pocket too ; and this it feems 
Rodorigo meant t’ have fent this damned Villain; 
But that belike Fago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfy’d him. 
Oth. © thou pernicious Caitiff! 
How came you, Caffio, by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wife's? 
Caf. I found it in my Chamber; 
And he himfelf confeft it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe, 
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Which wrought to his defire. 
: : Oth. O Fool, Fool, Foo!! 
Caf. There is befides, in Redorigo’s Letter, 
How he upbraids Fago. that be made him 
Brave me upon the Watch; whereon it came 
That I was caft, and even now he fpake 
After long feeming dead, ‘Jago hurt him, 
Fago fet him on. 
Lod. You muft forfake this room, and go with us; 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, 
Aad Caffie rules in Cyprus, For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, : 
It fhall be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, . 
Till that the Nature of your Fault be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go, 
{ have done the State fome Service, and they know’t; 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe unlucky Deeds relate, 
Speak of me, as Iam. Nothing extenuate, : 
Nor fet down ought in Malice. 
Then muft you fpeak, 
Of one that lov’d not wifely, but too well ; 
Ofone, not eafily Jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplex’d in the extream; of one, whofe Hand, ‘ 
Like the bafe Zndian, threw a Pearl away 
Richer than ail his Tribe 5 of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albeit unufed to the melting mood, 
Drop Tears as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this, 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a Malignant, and a Turband-Tark 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 
Teook by th’ Throat the Circumcifed Dog, 
And {mote him, thus. [ Stabs himfelf 
Lod. Oh bloady Period! : 
Gra. All that is {poke is marr’d. 
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Orh. I kift thee, e’er 1 kill’d thee: No way but this, : 
Killieg my felf, to die upon a Kifs. [ Dies. 
Caf. 
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1 _—.. Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon; Is 

| For he was great of Heart. + 
Led. Oh Spartan Dog! 

More fei! than Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea, 

Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed ; 

This isthy work; the Objeét poifons fight, 

Loct it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houfe, 

And feize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 

For they fucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 

Remains the Cenfure of this hellifh Villain: 

The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 

My felf will &raight aboard, and to the State, 

This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. [ Excant. 
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